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TO  THE   MEMORY   OF  THE  SEVEN  INNOCENTS, 
OFFSPRING    OF    JAMES    AND     MARY    WOODMASON, 

WHO     WERE     CONSUMED     BY     FIRE, 

IN    THE    DWELLING-HOUSE    OF    THEIR    UNHAPPY   PARENTS, 

LEADENHALL   STREET,  LONDON, 

JANUARY   18,    IjSa. 
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.  BORN   2O  JUNE  1773. 

.  48  AUG.  1774. 

.  17  FEB.  1776. 

.  JO  MAR.  1777. 

-  30  JAN.  J77?. 


JAMES 

MARY 

GEORGE 

HARRIET 

'CHARLES 

JOHN        -        7 

ELIZABETHS    TWINS  "    MAR'      *"** 

BY     THE     EDITOR; 

H!  whither,  '  goddefs  of  the  tearful  eye,* 

Sadly  mournful  doft  thou  ftray ; 
rf  £    Nor  give  the  agonizing  lay, 

***     ***    And  drain,  at  once,  our  fprings  of  forrowdry? 
Alas!  thy  care  is  vain  : 
Still,  ftill  (hall  we  complain; 
Till  from  thy  lay  we  feel  exccfs  of  grief, 
And  reafon,  more  than  mortal,  brings  relief! 

A  Then 
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Then  whither  haft  thou  ftray'd, 
Dear  fympathetick  maid? 
For,  ah  !  no  fleep  my  weeping  eyes  fhall  clofe, 
"No  peaceful  couch  my  weary  limbs  repofe, 
Till  thy  lov'd  form  before  my  fight  appears, 
Till  thy  lov'd  voice  augments,  then  dries  my  tears. 

Say,  doft  thou  fit  beneath  the  fuelling  tide, 
Where  hoftile  navies  in  proud  fplendor  ride, 
And  hear  th'  embattled  fquadrons  join  : 
While,  fiercely  thundering  thro*  the  line, 

Britannia's  heroes  meet  the  foe, 

And  plunge  them  in  the  depths  below; 
Where,  as  their  mangled  corfes  rove 

In  Neptune's  now-empurpled  feat, 
They  deeper  dye  the  coral  grove 

That  decks  the  angry  God's  retreat  ? 

There  doft  thou  fit,  and  with  faft- falling  tears 
Lament  the  haplefs  brave, 
Doom'd  to  a  wat'ry  grave, 
While  mad  ambition  Gallia's  fceptre  bears; 
And,  by  her  vile  intrigues, 
Wealth,  power,  and  folly,  leagues, 
To  aid  each  black  defign  her  policy  conceives : 
Then,  tempter-like,  me  blames 
The  rage  herfelf  inflames ; 
And,  as  her  intereft  prompts,  the  dup'd  allies  fiie  leaves? 

Or,  rather,  Goddefs,  fay, 
Doft  thou  not  mournful  ftray, 
Confin'd  beyond  th'  Atlantick  tide ; 
Where  her  curs'd  arts  have  torn, 
Ah !  never  to  return  ! 
Millions  of  children  from  a  parent's  fide ! 

While, 
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While,  in  the  conflict  dire 
That  ftains  the  guilty  land, 

The  age-enfeebled  fire 

Falls  by  his  offspring's  hand: 
And  e'en  parental  fondncfs,  that  but  late 

His  youthful  darling  prefs'd 

To  his  enraptur'd  breaft, 
Amidft  the  general  madnefs,  chang'd  to  hate, 

Seeks,  in  the  cruel  fight, 

Him  once  his  fole  delight; 
And  juftice  deeming  the  relentlefs  blow, 
In  fpite  of  nature,  lays  his  offspring  low? 

Alas !  in  fcenes  like  thefe, 

Source  of  perpetual  tears ; 
Vain  is  the  hope  of  eafe, 

For  many  weeping  years ! 

Friends,  brothers,  lovers,  fathers,  hufbands  {Iain, 
The  ever-ftreaming  eyes 
Of  their  dear  kindred  ties 
O'erwhelming  grief  will  ceafe  alone  to  drain, 
When  Death  mall  kindly  end  their  being  with  their  pain. 

Sheathe,  meathe  the  murderous  blade,  diftra&ed  men , 

Nor  ramly  urge  the  defolating  foe  ;  ^ 

Drive  Civil  Difcord  to  her  loathfome  den, 

And  ceafe  the  hated  blaft  of  war  to  blow ! 
Are  there  not  ills  enough  that  fpring  from  private  woe? 

— — Blefs'd  in  connubial  love,  the  happiefl  pair — 
In  friends,  in  fortune  blefs'd ! 
Enraptur'd  as  they  prefs'd 
Seven  lovely  infants  in  their  circling  arms,   • 
And  fondly  dwelt  on  all  their  little  charms ; 
Parental  love  (till  fedulous  to  trace 
The  kindred  features  of  each  cherub  face — 
Seem'd — did  they  not  more  than  feem — Heaven's  mod  peculiar  care? 
A  2  Yet, 
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Yet,  in  a  moment,  lo  !  the  flames  afcend, 

Where,  wrapt  in  fleep,  their  deareft  treafure  lies  5 

And  while  a  mother's  fhrieks  the  concave  rend, 
Defcending  angels  bear  them  to  the  flcies. 

The  abfent  father  but  too  foon  returns ; 
Too  foon,  from  weeping  friends,  the  dreadful  ftory learns; 
Depriv'd  of  fenfe,  all  motionlefs  he  ftands, 
And  fondly  deems 
He  only  dreams; 

Then,  as  returning  reafon  fills  his  foul, 
Sudden  he  ftarts,  as  when  loud  thunders  roll, 
And  lifts  his  fpeaking  eyes,  and  clafps  his  trembling  hands, 

Vain  is  the  pow'r  of  language,  to  exprefs 
The  mother's  pangs,  the  father's  deep  diftrefs: 
A  nation  weeps  the  unmatch'd  private  woe, 
And  fwift  from  royal  eyes  the  drops  of  pity  flow. 

Alas !  no  ftranger  hears 
The  melancholy  tale, 
But  down  his  vifage  pale 
Faft  fall  the  chacing  tears — 
E'en  tho*  a  parent's  blifs  he  never  knew; 
Or,  knowing,  never  bade  one  fmiling  babe  adieu, 

Ceafe,  bufy  memory,  ceafe ! 

Spare  the  heart-rending  groan  I 
To  heal  their  wounded  peace, 
Whofe  poignant  griefs  too  long  remain'd  unfung, 
The  mournful  harp,  at  friendfhip's  call,  I  ftrung, 
And  not  to  wake  my  own ! 

And  fhall  thefe  eyes,  that  view'd  the  fever's  flame 
Shrink  day  by  day  a  nrft-born  darling's  frame ; 
That  faw,  convuls'd,  a  fecond  infant  lie; 
Recal  the  deadly  fcenes,  and  ftill  continue  dry! 

The3 
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Tho'  countlefs  fighs  the  tortur'd  bofom  heave, 
Tho'  countlefs  tears  the  unclos'd  orbits  leave; 
Time,  the  great  fbother  of  the  human  breaft, 
Perfuades,  at  length,   '  whatever  is,  is  bed,' 
And  gives  the  bofom  peace,  the  weary  eye-lids  reit. 
'Tis  his  to  heal  the  agonizing  fmart 
That  long  has  rack'd  each  haplefs  parent's  heart ; 
By  means  unknown  a  tranquil  calm  to  give, 
And  bid  the  drooping  mourners  feek  to  live. 

The  embryo  infant  now  the  mother  bears, 

(So  Heaven  decrees) 

Shall  bring  them  eafe, 
And  fmoothe  the  path  of  their  declining  years. 

But,  ah !  what  fufferers,  in  this  mortal  ftate, 
Can  ever  hope  to  know 
No  interval  of  woe  ? 
And  leaft,  where  moft  they've  felt  th'  afHi&ive  hand  of  fate. 

Then  grieve  not  if  th'  Almighty  has  ordain'd, 
Their  deeply  fuffering  hearts  (hall  ftill  be  pain'd  ; 
As  fond  remembrance  heaves  th'  unbidden  figh, 
As  ftarts  the  gufhing  flood  to  either  eye, 
When  their  new  pledge  fits  prattling  on  their  knees, 
And  fome  forgotten  charm  fad  recollection  fees! 

Yet,  as  the  foft  diftrefs  they  turn  to  hide, 
And  want  of  memory,  want  of  feeling  chide, 

Their  lovely,  fmiling  boy,  , 

Shall  bring  them  back  to  joy; 
And  kind  Religion,  ever  prompt  to  fave, 
Claiming  their  gratitude  for  what  they  have, 
Shall  bid  them  finite  their  penfive  breads,  and  fay, 

<  7>-OU,  LORD,  HAST  GIVEN — AND  THOU  H.\vi    I'A.iBK  AWAY 
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AN  IMITATION  FROM  THE  SPECTATOR, 

BY    MR.    LLOYD. 

A  Month  hath  roll'd  it's  lazy  hours  away, 
Since  Delia's  prefence  blefs'd  her  longing  fvvaln; 
How  could  he  brook  the  fluggifh  Time's  delay,—— 
What  charm  could  foften  fuch  an  age  of  pain  ? 

One  fond  reflection  ftill  his  bofom  chear'd, 

And  footh'd  the  torments  of  a  lover's  care; 
'Twas,  that  for  Delia's  felf  the  bower  herear'd. 

And  fancy  plac'd  the  nymph  already  there. 

'  O  come,  dear  maid!  and,  with  a  gentle  fmile, 

'  Such  as  lights  up  my  lovely  fair-one's  face, 
*•  Survey  the  produft  of  thy  Ihepherd's  toil, 

'  Nor  rob  the  villa  of  the  villa's  grace. 

'  Whate'er  improvements  ftrike  thy  curious  fight, 

'  Thy  tafte  hath  form'd — let  me  not  call  it  mine, 
f  Since,  when  I  mufe  on  thee,  and  feed  delight, 

*  I  form  no  thought  that  is  not  wholly  thine. 

'  Th'  apartments  deftin'd  for  my  charmer's  ufe, 
'  (For  love  in  trifles  is  confpicuous  fhewn) 

*  Can  fcarce  an  object  to  thy  view  produce, 

'  But  bears  the  dear  refemblance  of  thine  own. 

*  And  truft  me,  love,  I  could  almoft  believe 

*  This  little  fpot  the  manfion  of  my  fair; 

*  But  that,  awak'd  from  fancy's  dreams,  I  grieve 

«  To  find  it's  proper  owner  is  not  there. 

<0h! 


BEAUTIES     OF     POETRY. 

*  Oh !  I  could  doat  upon  the  rural  fcene, 

'  It's  profpeft  over  hill  and  champaign  wide, 
«  But  that  it  marks  the  tedious  way  between, 
'  That  parts  my  Damon  from  his  promis'd  bride. 

*  The  gardens  now  put  forth  their  bloflbms  fweet, 

'  In  Nature's  flowery  mantle  gaily  elrefs'd  ; 
'  The  clofe-trimm'd  hedge,  and  circling  border  neat, 
'  All  afk  my  Delia  for  their  deareft  gueft. 

*  The  lily  pale,  the  purple  blufhing  rofe, 

'  In  this  fair  fp»t  their  mingled  beauties  join  ; 
«  The  woodbine  here  it's  curling  tendrils  throws, 

*  In  wreaths  fantaftick,  round  the  mantling  vine. 

'  The  branching  arbour  here,  for  lovers  made, 

'  For  dalliance  meet,  or  fong,  or  amorous  talc, 
'  Shall  oft  protect  us  with  it's  cooling  made, 

*  When  fultry  Phoebus  burns  the  lowly  vale. 

*  'Tis  all  another  paradife  around ; 

'  And,  truft  me,  fo  it  would  appearto  me, 

*  Like  the  firft  man  were  I  not  lonely  found, 

*  And  but  half  bleft,  my  Delia,  wanting  thee. 

'  For  two,  but  two,  I've  form'd  a  lovely  walk, 
'  And  I  have  call'd  it  by  my  fair-one's  name; 

*  Here,  blefs'd  with  thee,  t*  enjoy  thy  pleafing  talk, 

*  While  fools  and  madmen  bow  the  knee  to  fame. 

'  The  ruftick  path  already  have  I  try'd, 

*  Oft  at  the  finking  of  the  fetting  day; 

«  And  while,  my  love,  I  thought  thee  by  my  fide, 

*  With  careful  fteps  have  wcrn  it's  cdg'-  uway. 
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'  With  thee  I've  held  difcourfe,  how  paffing  fweet ! 
«  While  fancy  brought  thee  to  my  raptur'd  dream) 

*  With  thee  have  prattled  in  my  lone  retreat, 

*  And  talk'd  down  funs  on  love's  delicious  T.heme» 

'  Oft,  as  I  wander  through  the  ruftick  crowd, 
'  Mufmg  with  downcall  look,  and  folded  arms ; 

*  They  ftare  with  wonder  when  I  rave  aloud, 

4  And  dwell  with  rapture  on  thy  artlefs  charms. 

*  They  call  me  mad,  and  oft  with  finger  rude, 

*  Point  at  me  leering,  as  I  heedlefs  pafs ; 

*  Yet  Cclin  knows  the  caufe,  for  love  is  fhrewd, 

'And  the  young  fliepherd  courts  the  farmer's  lafs* 

*  Among  the  fruits  that  grace  this  little  feat, 

'  And  all  around  their  cl uttering  foliage  fpread, 

*  Here  may'ft  thou  cull  the  peach,  or  neftarine  fweet> 

'  And  pluck  the  ftrawberry  from  it's  native  bed* 

*  And  all  along  the  river's  verdant  fide, 

'  I've  planted  elms*,  which  rife  in  even  row, 

*  And  fling  their  lofty  branches  far  and  wide, 

*  Which  float  refleaed,  in  the  lake  below. 

'  Since  I've  been  abfent  from  my  lovely  fair, 

*  Imagination  forms  a  thoufand  fchemes; 

*  For  O !  rny  Delia,  thou  art  all  my  care, 

*  And  all  with  me  is  love  and  golden  dreams. 

*  O  flattering  promife  of  fecure  delight ! 

'  When  will  the  lazy-pacing  hours  be  o'er> 

*  That  I  may  fly  with  rapture  to  thy  fight, 

*  And  we  mail  meet  again,  to  part  no  xnoref ' 
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ODE    ON    HEARING    MUSICK. 


BY     JOHN     SCOTT, 


YO  N  organ  !  hark  !  —  how  foft,  how  fweet, 
The  warbling  notes  in  concert  meet  ! 

The  found  my  fancy  leads 
To  climes  where  Phoebus'  brighteft  beams 
Gild  jafmine  groves,  and  chryftal  ftreams, 
And  lily-mantled  meads; 

Where  myrtle  bowers  their  bloom  unfold, 
Where  citrons  bend  with  fruit  of  gold, 

Where  grapes  deprefs  the  vines; 
Where,  on  the  bank  with  rofes  gay, 
Love,  Innocence,  and  Pleafure  play, 

And  Beauty's  form  reclines. 

Now  different  tones  and  meafures  flow, 
And,  gravely  deep,  and  fadly  flow, 

Involve  the  mind  in  gloom  ; 
I  feem  to  join  the  mournful  train, 
Attendant  round  the  couch  of  Pain, 
Or  leaning  o'er  the  tomb  : 

TJo  where  the  orphan'd  infant  fleeps, 
To  wheje  the  love-lorn  damfel  weeps, 

I  pitying  feem  to  ftray; 
Methinks  I  watch  his  cradle  near; 
Methinks  her  drooping  thoughts  I  chear, 

And  wipe  her  tears  away. 

B  Now 
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Now  loud  the  tuneful  thunders  roll, 
And  rouze  and  elevate  the  foul 

O'er  earth  and  all  it's  care ; 
I  feem  to  hear  from  heavenly  plains 
Angelick  choirs  refponfive  ftrains, 

And  in  their  raptures  fliare. 


.THE    WALL-FLOWER. 

BY  DR.  LANGHORNE. 

*  XTf  7  H  Y  loves  my  flower,  the  fweeteft  flower 

VV     '  That  fwells  the  golden  breaft  of  May, 

*  Thrown  rudely  o'er  this  ruin'd  tower, 
'  To  wafte  her  folitary  day  ? 

'  Why,  when  the  mead,  the  fpicy  vale, 
'  The  grove  and  genial  garden  call, 

*  Will  fhe  her  fragrant  foul  exhale, 
'  Unheeded,  on  the  lonely  wall  ? 

*  For  never,  fure,  was  beauty  born 

'  To  live  in  death's  deferted  made  ! 

*  Come,  lovely  flower,  my  banks  adorn; 

*  My  banks,  for  life  and  beauty  made.' 

Thus  Pity  wak'd  the  tender  thought ; 

And,  by  her  fweet  perfuafion  led, 
To  feize  the  hermit-flower  I  fought, 

And  bear  her  froai  her  ftony  bed. 

i  fought — but  fudden  on  mine  ear 

A  voice  in  hollow  murmurs  broke, 
And  fmote  my  heart  with  holy  fear  j 

The  Genius  of  the  Ruin  fpoke. 
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*  From  thee  be  far  th'  ungentle  deed, 
«  The  honours  of  the  dead  to  fpoil; 

*  Or  take  the  fole  remaining  meed, 

*  The  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toil ! 

'  Nor  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  foe, 

'  Or  fond  to  grace  this  barren  (hade ; 
'  'Tis  Nature  tells  her  to  beftow 

'  Her  honours  on  the  lonely  dead. 

'  For  this,  obedient  zephyrs  bear 

'  Her  light  feeds  round  yon  turret's  mold ; 
'  And,  undifpers'd  by  tempefts,  there 

«  They  rife  in  vegetable  gold. 

'  Nor  (hall  thy  wonder  wake  to  fee 
'  vSuch  defart  fcenes  diftinftion  crave ; 

*  Oft  have  they  been,  and  oft  fliall  be 

'  Truth's,  Honour's,  Valour's,  Beauty's  grave. 

'  Where  longs  to  fall  that  rifted  fpire, 

'  As  weary  of  th'  infulting  air; 
'  The  poet's  thought,  the  warrior's  fire, 

'  The  lover's  fighs,  are  fleeping  there. 

*  When  that,  too,  makes  the  trembling  ground, 
*  Borne  down  by  fome  tempeftuous  fky, 

'  And  many  a  {lumbering  cottage  round 
'  Startles — how  ftill  their  hearts  will  lie ! 

'  Of  them  who,  wrapt  in  earth  fo  cold, 

'  No  more  the  fmiling  day  mail  view, 
«  Should  many  a  tender  tale  be  told, 

«  For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due, 

B  2  «  Haft 
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«  Haft  thou  not  feen  fome  lover  pale, 

'  When  evening  brought  the  penfive  hour, 

«  Step  flowly  o'er  the  fhadowy  vale, 

'  And  ftop  to  pluck  the  frequent  flower? 

«  Thofe  flowers  he  furely  meant  to  ftrew 

'On  loft  affection's  lowly  cell ; 
'  Tho'  there,  as  fond  remembrance  grew, 

'  Forgotten,  from  his  hand  they  fell. 

*  Has  not  for  thee  the  fragrant  thorn 

'  Been  taught  her  firnVrofe  to  refign? 
«  With  vain  but  pious  fondnefs  borne 
'  To  deck  thy  Nancy's  honour'd  fhrinel 

'  JTis  Nature  pleading  in  the  breaft, 

*  Fair  memory  of  her  works  to  find ; 

*  And  when  to  Fate  me  yields  the  reft, 
'  She  claims  the  monumental  mind. 

'  Why,  elfe,  the  o'ergrown  paths  of  time 

*  Would  thus  the  letter'd  fage  explore, 
'  With  pain  thefe  crumbling  ruins  climb, 

'  And  on  the  doubtful  fculpture  pore? 

*  Why  feeks  he  with  unwearied  toil 

'  Thro'  death's  dim  walks  to  urge  his  way; 
'  Reclaim  his  long-aflerted  fpoil, 
'  And  lead  Oblivion  into  day  ? 

*  'Tis  Nature  prompts,  by  toil  or  fear 

'  Unmov'd,  to  range  thro'  death's  domain : 

*  The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear 

*  Her  children's  ftory  told  again. 
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Treat  not  with  fcorn  his  thoughtful  hours, 
'  If  haply  near  thefe  haunts  he  ftray  : 
Nor  take  the  fair  enlivening  flowers 
'  That  bloom  to  chear  his  lonely  way !' 


CYMON    AND     IPHIGENIA. 

BY    MR.    DRY  DEN. 

IN  that  fweet  ifle,  where  Venus  keeps  her  court, 
And  ev'ry  grace  and  all  the  loves  refort; 
Where  either  fex  is  form'd  of  fofter  earth, 
And  takes  the  bent  of  pleafure  from  their  birth, 
There  liv'd  a  Cyprian  lord,  above  the  reft, 
Wife,  wealthy,  with  a  num'rous  iflue  blefs'd. 

But  as  no  gift  of  Fortune  is  fincere, 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  heir: 
His  eldefl  born,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
Excell'd  the  reft  in  fhape,  and  outward  ihew  ; 
Fair,  tall,  his  limbs  with  due  proportion  join'd, 
But  of  a  heavy,  dull,  degen'rate  mind. 
His  foul  bely'd  the  features  of  his  face  ; 
Beauty  was  there,  but  beauty  in  difgrace. 
A  clowniih  mien,  a  voice  with  ruftick  found, 
And  ftupid  eyes  that  ever  lov'd  the  ground. 
He  look'd  like  Nature's  error,  as  the  mind  > 

And  body  were  not  of  a  piece  defign'd,  C 

But  made  for  two,  and  by  miftake  in  one  were  join'd.  j 

The  ruling  rod,  the  father's  forming  care, 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain,  on  wit's  defpair; 
The  more  inform'd,  the  lefs  he  underftood, 
And  deeper  funk  by  flound'ring  in  the  mud. 
Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  publick  fhame, 
The  people  from  Galefus  chang'd  his  name, 

And 
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And  Cymon  call'd,  which  fignifies  a  brute  ; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  his  nature  fuit. 

His  father,  when  he  found  his  labour  loft, 
And  care  employ'd,  that  anfwer'd  not  the  coft, 
Chofe  an  ungrateful  objedl  to  remove, 
And  loath'd  to  fee  what  Nature  bade  him  love : 
So  to  his  country  farm  the  fool  confin'd  ; 
Rude  work,  well  fuited  with  a  ruftick  mind. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  fturdy  Cymon  went, 
A  fquire  among  the  fwains,  and  pleas'd  with  banifhment. 
His  corn  and  cattle  were  his  only  care, 
And  his  fupreme  delight,  a  country  fair. 

It  happen'd  on  a  fummer's  holiday, 
That  to  the  green-wood  made  he  took  his  way  ; 
For  Cymon  fliunn'd  the  church,  and  us'd  not  much  to  pray, 
His  quarter-ftaff,  which  he  could  ne'er  forfake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back : 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  fought, 
And  whittled  as  he  went,  for  want  of  thought. 

By  chance  conduced,  or  by  thirft  conftrain'd, 
The  deep  recefles  of  the  grove  he  gain'd ; 
Where,  in  a  plain,  defended  by  the  wood, 
Crept  thro'  the  matted  grafs  a  chryftal  flood, 
By  which  an  alabafter  fountain  flood; 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  fount  was  laid 
(Attended  by  her  flaves)  a  fleeping  maid, 
Like  Dian  and  her  nymphs,  when  tir'd  with  fport, 
To  reft  by  cool  Eurotas  they  refort: 
The  dame  herfelf  the  goddefs  well  exprefs'dj, 
Not  more  diftinguifli'd  by  her  purple  veft, 
Than  .by  the  features  of  her  charming  face, 
And  e'en  in  flumber  a  fuperior  grace. 
Her  lovely  limbs  compos'd  with  decent  care, 
Her  body  (haded  with  a  flight  cymar; 
Her  bofom  to  the  view  was  only  bare, 

Where 
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Where  two  beginning  paps  were  fcarcely  fpy'd, 

For  yet  their  places  were  but  fignify'd: 

The  fanning  wind  upon  her  bofom  blows, 

To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bofom  rofe  ; 

The  fanning  wind  and  purling  ftreams  continue  her  repofe. 

The  fool  of  nature  flood  with  ftupid  eyes, 
And  gaping  mouth,  that  teltity'd  furprize, 
Fix'd  on  her  face,  nor  could  remove  his  fight, 
New  as  he  was  to  love,  and  novice  in  delight* 
Long  mute  he  flood,  and  leaning  on  his  flaff, 
His  wonder  witnefs'd  with  an  ideot  laugh ; 
Then  would  have  fpoke,  but  by  his  glimm'ring  fenfe> 
Firft  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fear'd  offence. 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  fhould  be  known, 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tone. 

Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  light, 
Shot  the  hrfl  ray  that  pierc'd  the  native  night, 
When  day  and  darknefs  in  the  mafs  were  mix'd, 
Till  gather'd  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd. 
Laft  fhone  the  fun,  who  radiant  in  his  fphere, 
Illumin'd  heav'n  and  earth,  and  roll'd  around  the  yean 
So  reafon  in  this  brutal  foul  began : 
Love  made  him  firft  fufpedl  he  was  a  man ; 
Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian  found; 
By  Love  his  want  of  words  and  wit  he  found; 
That  fenfe  of  want  prepar'd  the  future  way 
To  knowledge,  and  difclos'd  the  promife  of  a  day. 

What  not  his  father's  care,  nor  tutor's  art, 
Cou'd  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolifhed  heart, 
The  befl  inflrudlor,  Love,  at  once  infpir'd ; 
As  barren  grounds  to  fruitfulnefs  are  fir'd : 
Love  taught  him  fhame;  and  fharae,  with  love  at  ftrife, 
Soon  taught  the  fweet  civilities  of  life. 
His  grofs  material  foul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind ; 

Exciting 
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Exciting  a  defire  till  then  unknown, 

Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 

This  made  the  firft  impreffion  in  his  mind, 

Above,  (but  juft  above)  the  brutal  kind. 

For  beafts  can  like,  but  not  diitinguim  too, 

Nor  their  own  liking  by  reflection  know ; 

Nor  why  they  like  or  this,  or  t'other  face, 

Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  grace : 

But  love  in  grofs,  and  ftupidly  admire  ; 

As  flies,  allur'd  by  light,  approach  the  fire. 

Thus  our  man-beaft  advancing  by  degrees, 

Firft  likes  the  whole,  then  feparates  what  he  fees; 

On  fev'ral  parts,  a  fev'ral  praife  beftows, 

The  ruby  lips,  the  well-proportion 'd  nofe, 

The  fnowy  fkin,  and  ravea-gloffy  hair,  "J 

The  dimpled  cheek,  the  forehead  rifing  fair,  > 

And  e'en  in  fleep  itfelf  a  fmiling  air.  3 

From  thence,  his  eyes  defcending  view'd  the  reft, 

Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heaving  breaft. 

Long  on  the  lafl  he  dwelt,  though  ev'ry  part 

A  pointed  arrow  fped  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Thus  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown, 

(A  judge  erected  from  a  country  clown) 

He  long'd  to  fee  her  eyes,  in  flumber  hid, 

And  wim'd  his  own  could  pierce  within  the  lid : 

He  would  have  wak'd  her,  but  reftrain'd  his  thought; 
4  And  love,  new-born,  the  firft  gooci-manners  taught. 

An  awful  fear  his  ardent  wifti  withftood  ; 

Nor  durft  difturb  the  goddefs  of  the  wood: 

For  fuch  me  feem'd  by  her  celeftial  face, 

Excelling  all  the  reft  of  human  race  ; 

And  things  divine,  by  common  fenfe  he  knew, 

Muft  be  devoutly  feen  at  diftant  view. 

So  checking  his  defire  with  trembling  heart, 

Gazing  he  ftood;  nor  would,  nor  could  depart: 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilder'd  in  his  way,  "I 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  night  for  fear  to  ftray,  S 

But  ftands  with  awful  eyes  to  watch  the  dawn  of  day.  3 

At  length  awaking,   Iphigene  the  fair, 
(So  was  the  beauty  call'd  who  catis'd  his  care) 
Unclos'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd, 
While  thofe  of  all  her  flaves  in  deep  were  feal'd. 

The  flavering  cudden,  propp'd  upon  his  ftaff, 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  laugh, 
To  welcome  her  awake,  nor  durft  begin 
To  fpeak,  but  wifely  kept  the  fool  within. 
Then  me  ;  '  What  makes  you,  Cymon,  here  alone  I* 
(For  Cymon's  name  was  round  the  country  known, 
Becaufe  defcended  of  a  noble  race, 
And  for  a  foul  ill-forted  with  his  face.) 

But  ftill  the  fot  Hood  filent  with  furprize, 
With  fix'd  regard  on  her  new  open'd  eyes, 
And  in  his  breaft  receiv'd  th'  invenom'd  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  that  pleas'd  amid  the  fmart. 
But,  confcious  of  her  form,  with  quick  diftruft, 
She  faw  his  fparkling  eyes,  and  fear'd  his  brutal  luft, 
This  to  prevent,  me  wak'd  her  fleepy  crew, 
And  rifing  hafty,  took  a  fhort  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  firft  his  ruftick  voice  effay'd, 
With  profFer'd  fcrvice  to  the  parting  maid, 
To  fee  her  fafe;  his  hand  me  long  deny'd, 
But  took  at  length,  amam'd  of  fuch  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  leaving  there, 
No  more  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair; 
But  fought  his  father's  houfe  with  better  mind, 
Refufmg  in  the  farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  father  wonder'd  at  the  fon's  return, 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  mourn : 
But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expeaing  ftill 
To  learn  the  fecret  caufes  of  his  alter'd  wilL 

C  Nor 
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Nor  was  he  long  delay'd:  the  firft  requeft  1 

He  made,  was  like  his  brothers  to  be  drefs'd, 

And,  as  his  birth  requir'd,  above  the  reft.  J 

With  eafe  his  fuit  was  granted  by  his  fire, 

Diltinguifliing  his  heir  by  rich  attire: 

His  body  thus  adorn'd,  he  next  defign'd 

With  lib'ral  arts  to  cultivate  his  mind ; 

He  fought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord, 

And  fludy'd  leflbns  he  before  abhorr'd. 

Thus  the  man-child  advanced,  and  learn'd  fo  faft, 

That  in  fhort  time  his  equals  he  furpafs'd. 

His  brutal  manners  from  his  breaft  exil'd, 

His  mien  he  fafliion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  fil'd; 

In  every  exercife  of  all  admir'd, 

He  feem'd,  nor  only  feem'd,  but  was  infpir'd: 
Infpir'd  by  love,  whofe  bufinefs  is  .to  pleafe  ; 
He  rode,  he  fenc'd,  he  mov'd  with  graceful  eafe. 
More  fam'd  for  fenfe,  for  courtly  carriage  more, 
Than  for  his  brutal  folly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  mall  we  fay, 
But  that  the  fire,  which  choak'd  in  afhes  lay, 
A  load  too  heavy  for  his  foul  to  move, 
Was  upward  blown  below,  and  brufh'd  away  by  loveJ 
Love  made  an  aftive  progrefs  through  his  mind, 
The  dufky  parts  he  clear'd,  the  grofs  refin'd, 
The  drowfy  wak'd;  and  as  he  went  imprefs'd 
The  Maker's  image  on  the  human  breaft. 
Thus  was  the  man  amended  by  defire, 
And  tho'  indeed  he  lov'd  with  too  much  fire, 
His  father  all  his  faalts  with  reafon  fcann'd, 
And  lik'd  an  error  of  the  better  hand; 
Excus'd  tli'  excefs  of  paflion  in  his  mind, 
By  flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  refin'd: 
So  Cymon,  fmce  his  fire  indulg'd  his  will, 
Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  Cymon  ftill ; 

Galefus 
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Galefus  he  difown'd,  and  chofe  to  bear 

The  name  of  foolconfirm'd,  and  bifhop'd  by  the  fair. 

To  Cipfeus,  by.  his  friends,   his  fuit  he  mov'd; 
Cipfeus,  the  father  of  the  fair  he  lov'd: 
But  he  was  pre-engag'd  by  former  ties, 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wife ; 
And  Iphigene,  oblig'd  by  former  vows, 
Had  giv'n  her  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  fpoufe ; 
Her  fire  and  me  to  Rhodian  Pafimond, 
Though  both  repenting,  were  by  promife  bound, 
Nor  could  retradl;    and  thus,  as  fate  decreed, 
Though  better  lov'd,  he  fpoke  too  late  to  fpeed. 

The  doom  was  pall,  the  fiiip  already  fent 
Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent. 
Sigh'd  to  herfelf,  the  fair  unhappy  maid, 
While  ftormy  Cymon  thus,  in  fecret,  faid: 
'  The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  find 
'  The  miracle  fhe  wrought  upon  my  mind; 

*  Her  charms  have  made  me  man,  her  ravifh'd  love 
'  In  rank  mall  place  me  with  the  blefs'd  above  ; 

*  For  mine  by  love,  by  force  (he  {hall  be  mine, 

'  Or  death,  if  force  mould  fail,  lhall  finifli  my  defign.' 
Refolv'd  he  faid  ;  and  rigg'd  with  fpeedy  care 

A  veffel  ftrpng,  and  well  equipp'd  for  war : 

The  fecret  ihip  with  chofen  friends  he  ftor'd; 

And,  bent  to  die  or  conquer,,  went  on  board. 

Ambufh'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  more, 

Waiting  the  fail  that  all  his  wiflaes  bore ; 

Nor  long  expefted,  for  the  following  tide 

Sent  out  the  hoftile  ihip  and  beauteous  bride. 
To  Rhodes  the  rival  bark  dire&ly  fteer'd, 

When  Cymon  fudden  at  her  back  appear'd, 

And  ftopp'd  her  flight ;    then  Handing  on  his  prow, 

In  haughty  terms  he  thus  defy'd  the  foe: 

«  Or  ftrike  your  fails  at  fumraons,  or  prepare 

'  To  prove  the  laft  extremities  of  war.' 

C  2  Thus 
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Thus  warn'd,  the  Rhodians  for  the  fight  provide; 

Already  were  the  veflels  fide  by  fide, 

Thefe  obftinate  to  fave,   and  thofe  to  feize  the  bride. 

But  Cymon  foon  his  crooked  grapples  caft, 

Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  foes  embrac'd ; 

And,  arm'd  with  fword  and  fhield,  amid  the  prefs  he  pafs'd. 

Fierce  was  the  fight,  but  haftening  to  his  prey, 

By  force  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way: 

Himfelf  alone  difpers'd  the  Rhodian  crew, 

The  weak  difdain'd,  the  valiant  overthrew ; 

Cheap  conqueft  for  his  following  friends' remain'd, 

He  reap'd  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 

His  victory  confefs'd,  the  foes  retreat, 
And  caft  their  weapons  at  the  vi&or's  feet. 
Whom  thus  he  chear'd :  '  O  Rhodian  youth!'  I  fough: 
'  For  love  alone,  nor  other  booty  fought; 

*  Your  lives  are  fafe,  your  veflel  I  refign, 

*  Yours  be  your  own,  reftoring  what  is  mine. 
'  In  Iphigene  I  claim  my  rightful  due, 

'  Robb'd  by  my  rival,  and  detain'd  by  you: 

*  Your  Pafimond  a  lawlefs  bargain  drove, 

*  The  parent  coyld  not  fell  the  daughter's  love ; 
'  Or  if  he  could,  my  love  difdains  the  laws, 

'  And,  like  a  king,  by  conqueft  gains  his  caufe. 

*  Where  arms  take  place,  all  other  pleas  are  vain, 

'  Love  taught  me  force,  and  force  lhall  love  maintain; 

*  You  what  by  ftrength  you  could  not  keep  releafe, 
'  And  at  an  eafy  ranfom  buy  your  peace.' 

Fear,  on  the  conquer'd  fide,  foon  fign'd  th'  accord, 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  reftor'd : 
While  to  his  arms  the  blufhing  bride  he  took, 
To  feeming  fadnefs  me  compos'd  her  look; 
As  if  by  force  fubjefted  to  his  will, 
Though  pleas'd,  diflembling,  and  a  woman  ftill. 
And,  for  fhe  wept,  he  vvip'd  her  falling  tears, 
And  pray'd  her  to  difmifs  her  empty  fears ; 

'  For 
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'  For  yours  I  am,'  he  faid,  '  and  have  deferv'd 
'  Your  love  much  better,  whom  fo  long  I  ferv'd, 

*  Than  he  to  whom  your  formal  father  ty'd 

*  Your  vows,  and  fold  a  flave,  not  fent  a  bride.* 
Thus  while  he  fpoke,  he  feiz'd  the  willing  prey, 
As  Paris  bore  the  Spartan  fpoofe  away. 
Faintly  me  fcream'd,  and  e'en  her  eyes  con fefs'd, 
She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was  diftrefs'd. 

Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  mind?  •» 

Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind,  v 

Proud  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future  blind  !  ,/ 

Secure  of  Fate,  while  Cymon  ploughs  the  fea, 
And  fleers  tow'rd  Candy  with  his  conquer'd  prey, 
Scarce  the  third  glafs  of  meafur'd  hours  was  run, 
When  like  a  fiery  meteor  funk  the  fun; 
The  promife  of  a  florm :   the  fhifting  gales 
Forfake  by  fits,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails; 
Hoarfe  murmurs  of  the  main  from  far  were  heard, 
And  night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepar'd, 
But  all  at  once;  at  once  the  winds  arife, 
The  thunders  roll,  the  forked  lightning  flies. 
Jn  vain  the  matter  iflues  out  commands, 
Jn  vain  the  trembling  failors  ply  their  hands: 
The  tempeft  unforefeen  prevents  their  care, 
And  from  the  firft  they  labour  in  defpair. 
The  giddy  fhip,  between  the  winds  and  tides, 
Forc'd  back,   and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
Stunn'd  with  the  difPrent  blows;  then  moots  amain, 
Till  counterbufPd,  Ihe  flops,  and  fieeps  a^ain. 
Not  more  aghall  the  proud  archangel  fell, 
Plung'd  from  the  height  of  heav'n  to  deeped  hell, 
Than  flood  the  lover  of  his  love  poirefs'd, 
Now  curs'd  the  more,  the  more  he  had  been  bkfs'dj 
More  anxious  for  her  danger  than  'his  own, 
J)eath  he  defies,  but  would  be  lofl  alone, 

Sad 


22  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Sad  Iphigene,  to  womanim  complaints 
Adds  pious  pray'rs,  and  wearies  all  the  faints; 
E'en,  if  fhe  could,  her  love  fhe  would  repent, 
But  fmce  fhe  cannot,  dreads  the  punifhment: 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  Paflmond  betray'd, 
Are  ever  prefent,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
She  blames  herfelf,  nor  blames  her  lover  lefs, 
Augments  her  anger,  as  her  fears  increafe  ; 
From  her  own  back  the  burden  would  remove, 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  ungovern'd  love, 
Which,  interpofing,  duril,  in  Heav'n's  defpite, 
Invade,  and  violate  another's  right: 
The  pow'rs  incens'd,  awhile  deferr'd  his  pain, 
And  made  him  matter  of  his  vows  in  vain  ; 
But  foon  they  punifh'd  his  prefumptuous  pride, 
That  for  his  daring  enterprize  fhe  dy'd, 
Who  rather  not  refilled,  than  comply 'd. 

Then,  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter'd  fenfe, 
She  hugg'd  th'  offender,  and  forgave  th'  offence; 
Sex  to  the  laft.     Meantime,  with  fails  declin'd, 
The  wand'ring  veflel  drove  before  the  wind. 
Tofs'd  and  retofs'd,  aloft,  and  then  alow, 
Nor  port  they  feek,  nor  certain  courfe  they  know ; 
But  ev'ry  moment  wait  the  coming  blow. 
Thus  blindly  driv'n,  by  breaking  day  they  view'd 
The  land  before  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd  ; 
The  land  was  welcome,  but  the  tempeft  bore 
The  threaten'd  fhip  againft  a  rocky  fhore. 

A  winding  bay  was  near;  to  this  they  bent, 
And  juft  efcap'd,  their  force  already  fpent: 
Secure  from  ftorms,  and  panting  from  the  fea, 
The  land  unknown  at  leifure  they  furvey ; 
And  faw  (but  foon  their  fickly  fight  withdrew) 
The  rifmg  tow'rs  of  Rhodes,  at  diftant  view; 
And  curs'd  the  hoftile  fhore  of  Pafimond, 
Sav'd  from  the  feas,  and  ihipvvreck'd  on  the  ground. 
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The  frighted  failors  try'd  their  ftrength  in  vain 
To  turn  the  ftern,  and  tempt  the  ftormy  main; 
But  the  ftiff  wind  withftood  the  lab'ring  oar. 
And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  fhore! 
The  crooked  keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  ftrand, 
And  the  (hip  moor'd  conftrains  the  crew  to  land: 
Yet  ftill  they  might  be  fafe,  becaufe  unknown; 
But,  as  ill  fortune  feldom  comes  alone, 
The  veflel  they  difmifs'd  was  driv'n  before, 
Already  fhelter'd  on  their  native  more. 
Known  each,  they  know  ;  but  each  with  change  of  chear, 
The  vanquim'd  fide  exults,  the  vidlors  fear; 
Not  them  but  theirs,  made  pris'ners  ere  they  fight. 
Defpairing  conqueft,  and  depriv'd  of  flight. 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms, 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  fwarms; 
Mouths  without  hands,  maintain'd  at  vaft  expence, 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 
Stout  once  a  month  they  march,  a  bluft'ring  band, 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand. 
This  was  the  morn  when  ifluing  on  the  guard, 
Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file,  they  flood  prepar'd, 
Of  feeming  arms  to  make  a  fhort  elTay, 
Then  haften  to  be  drunk,  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

The  cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that  they  knew 
Themfelves  fo  many,  and  their  foes  fo  few: 
But  crouding  on,  the  lafl  the  firft  impel; 
Till,  overborne  with  weight,  the  Cyprians  fell. 
Cymon  enflav'd,  who  firft  the  war  begun, 
And  Iphigene  once  more  is  loft  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  caft, 
Depriv'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  faft ; 
His  life  was  only  fpar'd  at  their  requeft, 
Whom,  taken,  he  fo  nobly  had  releas'd : 

But 
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Butlphigenia  was  the  ladies  care, 

Each  in  their  turn  addrefs'd  to  treat  the  fair, 

While  Pafimond  and  his  the  nuptial  feaft  prepare. 
Her  fecret  foul  to  Cymon  was  inclin'd, 

But  flie  muft  fuffer  what  her  fates  aflign'dj 

So  paflive  is  the  church  of  womankind. 

What  worfe  to  Cymon  could  his  fortune  deaf, 

Roll'd  to  the  loweft  fpoke  of  all  her  wheel  ? 

It  refied  to  difmifa  the  downward  weight, 

Or  raife  him  upward  to  his  former  height: 

The  latter  pleas'd;  and  love  (concern'd  the  moft) 

Prepar'd  th*  amends,  for  what  by  love  he  loft. 
.  The  fire  of  Pafimond  had  left  a  fon, 

Tho*  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known  ; 

Ormifda  call'd,  to  whom  by  promife  ty'd, 

A  Rhodian  beauty  was  the  deftin'd  bride, 

Caflandra  was  her  name,  above  the  reft 

Renown'd  for  birth,  with  fortune  amply  blefs'd. 

Lyfimachus,  who  rul'd  the  Rhodian  Hate, 

Was  then,  by  choice,  their  annual  magiftratc; 
He  lov'd  Caflandra  too  with  equal  fire, 
But  Fortune  had  not  favour'd  his  defire: 
Crofs'dby  her  friends,  by  her  not  difapprov'J, 
Nor  yet  preferr'd,  or  like  Ormifda  lov'd. 
So  flood  th'  affair;  fome  little  hope  remain'd, 
That  fhould  his  rival  chance  to  lofe,  he  gain'd. 

Meantime,  young  Pafimond  his  marriage  prefs'df, 
Ordain'd  the  nuptial  day-,  ptepar'd  the  feaft  j 
And  frugally  refolv'd  (the  charge  to  mun,  ^ 

Which  would  be  double  mould  he  wed  alone)  C 

To  join  his  brother's  bridal  with  his  own,  j 

Lyiimachus,  opprefs'd  with  mortal  grief, 
Receiv'd  the  news,  and  ftudy'd  quick  relief. 
The  fatal  day  approach'd ;  if  force  were  us'd, 
The  magiftrate  his  publkk  truft  abus'd  ; 

To 
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To  juftice  liable,  as  law  requir'd; 
For  when  his  office  ceas'd,  his  pow'r  expir'd: 
While  pow'r  remain'd,   the  means  were  in  his  hand, 
By  force  to  feize,  and  then  forfake  the  land. 
Betwixt  extremes  he  knew  not  how  to  move, 
A  flave  to  fame,  but  more  a  Have  to  love; 
Restraining  others,  yet  himfelf  not  free, 
Made  impotent  by  pow'r,  debas'd  by  dignity. 
Both  fides  he  weigh'd  ;  but,  after  much  debate, 
The  man  prevail'd  above  the  magiflrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  matter  what  he  finds, 
But  works  a  diff'rent  way  in  difprent  minds, 
The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wife  he  blinds. 
This  youth,  propofing  to  poffefs  and  'fcape, 
Began  in  murder,   to  conclude  in  rape  : 
Unprais'd  my  me,  tho'  Heav'n  fometimes  may  blefs 
An  impious  aft  with  undeferv'd  fuccefs; 
The  great,  it  feems,  are  privileg'd,  alone, 
To  punifh  all  injuftice  but  their  own. 
But  here  I  ftop,  not  daring  to  proceed, 
Yet  blufh  to  Mtter  an  unrighteous  deed, 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Refolv'd  on  force,  his  wit  the  praetor  bent, 
To  find  the  means  that  might  fecure  th'  event; 
Not  long  he  labour'd,  for  his  lucky  thought, 
In  captive  Cymon  found  the  friend  he  fought : 
Th'  example  pleas'd ;  the  caufe  and  crime  the  fame, 
An  injur'd  lover,  and  a  ravifh'd  dame. 
How  much  he  durft,  he  knew  by  what  he  dar'd, 
The  lefs  he  had  to  lofe,  the  lefs  he  car'd 
To  manage  loathfome  life,  when  love  was  the  reward. 

This  ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  intent, 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  the  pris'ner  fent; 
In  fecret  fent,  the  publick  view  to  fhun, 
Then  with  a  fobcr  fmile  he  thus  begun. 

The 


. 
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The  povv'rs  above,  who  bounteoufly  beftow 

Their  gifts  and  graces  on  mankind  below, 

Yet  prove  our  merit  firft,  nor  blindly  give 

To  fuch  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive  ; 

For  valour  and  for  virtue  they  provide 

Their  due  reward,  but  firft  they  mutt  be  try'd : 

Thefe  fruitful  feeds  wiihin  your  mind  they  fow'd, 

'Twas  yours  to  improve  the  talent  they  beftow'd; 

They  gave  you  to  be  born  of  noble  kind, 

They  gave  you  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind, 

And  purge  the  gro/ler  parts;  they  gave  you  ca,*e 

To  pleafe,  and  courage  to  deferve  the  fair. 

'  Thus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  proof  they  found 

The  grain  intruded  in  a  grateful  ground: 

But  ftill  the  great  experiment  remain'd, 

They  fuffer'd  you  to  lofe  the  prize  you  gain'd; 

That  you  might  learn  the  gift  was  theirs  alone, 

And  when  reftor'd,  to  them  the  bleffing  own. 

Reftor'd  it  foon  will  be;  the  means  prepar'd, 

The  difficulty  fmooth'd,  the  danger  fhar'd: 

Be  but  yourfelf;  the  care  to  me  reiign, 

Then  Iphigene  is  yours,  CafTandra  mine. 

Your  rival  Paiimond  purfues  your  life, 

Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravifh'd  wife, 

But  yet  not  his ;  to-morrow  is  behind, 

And  love  our  fortunes  in  one  band  has  join'd: 

Two  brothers  are  our  foes,   Ormifda  mine 

As  much  declar'd  as  Pafimond  is  thine. 

To-morrow  muft  their  common  vows  be  ty'd;  p 

With  love  to  friend,  and  fortune  for  our  guide,  > 

Let  both  refolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a  bride.  J 

'  Right  have  I  none,  nor  haft  thou  much  to  plead ; 

'Tis  force,  when  done,  muft  juftify  the  deed: 

Our  talk  perform'd,  we  next  prepare  for  flight, 

And  let  the  lofers  talk  in  vain  of  right ; 

•  We 
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«  We  with  the  fair  will  fail  before  the  wind, 

*  If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 

'  Speak  thy  refolves:  if  now  thy  courage  droop, 

*  Defpair  in  prifon,  and  abandon  hope; 

'  But  if  thou  dar'ft  in  arms  thy  love  regain, 

*  (For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain) 
'  Then  fecond  my  defign  to  feize  the  prey, 

«  Or  lead  to  fecond  rape,  for  well  thou  know'ft  the  way.' 

Said  Cymon,  overjoy 'd,  '  Do  thou  propofe 
'  The  means  to  fight,  and  only  flievv  the  foes; 
'  For  from  the  firft,  when  love  had  firM  my  mind, 

*  Refolv'd  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind.' 
To  this  the  bold  Lyfimachus  reply'd, 

*  Let  Heav'n  be  neuter,  and  the  fword  decide; 
'  The  fpoufals  are  prepar'd,  already  play 

*  The  minftrcls,  and  provoke  the  tardy  day: 

*  By  this  the  brides  are  wak'd,  their  grooms  are  drefsM,          - 
'  All  Rhodes  is  fummon'd  to  the  nuptial  feaft;  C 
«   All  but  myfclf,  the  fole  unbidden  gueft!                                 3 
'  Unbidden  tho'  I  am,  I  will  be  there ; 

'  And,  join'd  by  thee,  irfnd  to  joy  the  fair. 

'  Now  hear  the  reft:  when  day  refigns  the  light, 
'   And  chearful  torches  gild  the  jolly  night, 
'  Be  ready  at  my  call ;  my  chofen  few, 
'   With  arms  adminifter'd  (hall  aid  thy  crew. 

*  Then  en t 'ring  unexpected  will  we  feize 

'  Our  deftin'd  prey,  from  men  difTolv'd  in  eafe; 
'  By  wine  difabled,   unprepar'd  for  fight ; 
'  And  haft'ning  to  the  feas,  fuborn  our  flight: 
'  The  feas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  fort; 
'  A  fhip  well  mann'd  expefls  us  in  the  port; 
'  If  they,  or  if  their  friends,  the  prize  conteit, 
'  Death  lhall  attend  the  man  who  dares  refift.' 

It  plcas'd — the  pris'ner  to  his  hold  retir'd,  -\ 

His  troop,  with  emulation  fir'd, 

All  fix'J  to  fight,  their  wonted  work  requir'd.  3 

D  *  The 
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The  fun  arofe,  the  ftreets  were  throng'd  around, 
The  palace  open'd,  and  the  pofts  were  crown'd  : 
The  double  bridegroom  at  the  door  attends 
Th'  expe&ed  fpoufe,  and  entertains  the  friends. 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  church;   the  priefts  invoke 
The  pow'rs,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant  fmoke  : 
This  done,  they  feail: ;  and,   at  the  clofe  of  night  -\ 

By  kindled  torches  vary  their  delight ;  V 

Thefe  lead  the  lively  dance,  and  thofe  the  brimming  bowls  invite. ) 

Now,  at  th'  appointed  place  and  hour  affign'd, 
With  fouls  refolv'd,  the  ravifhers  were  join'd. 
Three  bands  are  form'd  :  the  firft  is  fent  before, 
To  favour  the  retreat,  and  guard  the  more; 
The  fecond  at  the  palace-gate  is  plac'd ; 
And  up  the  lofty  flairs  afcend  the  laft. 
A  peaceful  troop  they  feem,  with  mining  vefts, 
But  coats  of  mail  beneath  fecure  their  breafts. 

Dauntlefs  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head, 
And  find  the  feail  renew'd,  the  table  fpread: 
Sweet  voices,  mix'd  with  inflrumental  founds, 
Afcend  the  vaulted  roof,  the  vaulted  roof  rebounds. 
When,  like  the  harpi  s,  rufhing  thro*  the  hall, 
The  fudden  troop  appears,  the  tables  fall, 
Their  fmoaking  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown, 
Each  i  avifher  prepares  to  feize  his  own  ; 
The  brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  embrace, 
Shriek  oat  for  aid,  confufion  fiiL  the  place  : 
Q^jick  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Advance,  the  palace  gleams  with  finning  fwords. 

But  late  is  all  defence,  and  fuccour  vain; 
The  rape  is  made,  the  ravifhers  remain. 
Two  fturdy  Caves  were  only  fent  before 
To  bear  the  purchas'd  prize  in  fafety  to  the  more. 
The  troop  retires,  the  lovers  clofe  the  rear, 
With  forward  faces  not  confeffing  fear: 

Backward 


BEAUTIES    OF     POETRY. 

Backward  they  move,  but  fcorn  their  pace  to  mend; 
Then  feek  the  flairs,  and  with  flow  hafte  defcend. 

Fierce  Pafimond,  their  paflage  to  prevent, 
Thruil  full  on  Cymon's  back  in  his  defcent, 
The  blade  return'd  unbath'd,  and  to  the  handle  bent. 
Stout  Cymon  foon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  rival's  head  with  one  defcending  blow: 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormifda  flood, 
He  turn'd  the  point;  the  fword,  inur'd  to  blood 
Bor'd  his  unguarded  breaft,  which  pour'd  a  purple  flood. 
With  vow'd  revenge  the  gath'ring  crowd  purfues, 
The  ravifliers  turn  head,  the  fight  renews: 
The  hall  is  heap'd  with  corps,  the  fprinkled  gore 
Befmears  the  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
Difpers'd  at  length  the  drunken  fquadron  flies, 
The  vidlors  to  the  veffel  bear  the  prize, 
And  hear  behind  loud  groans,  and  lamentable  cries. 

The  crew  with  merry  fhouts  their  anchors  weigh, 
Then  ply  their  oars,  and  brufh  the  buxom  fea, 
While  troops  of  gather'd  Rhodians  croud  the  quay. 
What  mould  the  people  do,  when  left  alone? 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone. 
The  publick  wealth  to  foreign  parts  convey'd; 
Some  troops  difbanded,  and  the  reft  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  fov'reign  of  the  fea  no  more; 
Their  mips  unrigg'd,  and  fpent  their  naval  ftore, 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  purfue, 
But  grind  their  teeth,  and  caft  a  helplefs  view: 
In  vain  with  darts  a  diftant  war  they  try, 
Short,  and  more  ftiort,  the  miflile  weapons  fiy. 
Meanwhile  the  ravifliers  their  crimes  enjoy, 
And  flying  fails,  and  fweeping  oars  employ; 
The  cliffs  of  Rhodes  in  little  fpace  are  loft, 
Jove's  ifle  they  feek,  nor  Jove  denies  his  coaft, 

In  fafety  landed  on  the  Candian  more, 
With  gen'rous  wines  their  fpirits  they  reftore ; 

There 
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There  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friend  refides, 
Both  court,  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  brides. 
A  war  enfues,  the  Cretans  own  their  caufe, 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hofpitable  laws : 
Both  parties  lofe  by  turns;  and  neither  wins, 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  truce  begins; 
The  kindred  of  the  flain  forgive  the  deed, 
But  a  fhort  exile  muft,  for  fliew,  precede; 
The  term  expir'd,  from  Candia  they  remove, 
And  happy,  each,  at  home,  enjoys  his  love. 


L    A    V     I    N     I    A. 

A       PASTORAL. 
BY     MR.     ECCLES. 

WH  Y  fteals  from  my  bofom  the  figh  r 
Why  fix'd  is  my  gaze  on  the  ground  ? 
Come,  give  me  my  pipe,  and  I'll  try 
To  banifh  my  cares  with  the  found. 

Erewhile  were  it's  notes  of  accord 
With  the  fmile  of  the  flow'r-footed  mufe; 

Ah  !  why,  by  it's  mafter  implor'd, 
Shou'd  it  now  the  gay  carol  refufe  ? 

'Twas  taught  by  Lavinia's  fweet  fmile 
In  the  mirth-loving  chorus  to  join; 

Ah,  me !  how  unweeting  the  while ! 
Lavinia — can  never  be  mine  ! 

Another,  more  happy,  the  maid 

By  fortune  is  deftin'd  to  blefs ; 
Tho'  the  hope  has  forfook  that  betray'd, 

Yet  why  ftiou'd  I  love  her  the  lefs? 


Her 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  31 

Her  beauties  are  bright  as  the  morn, 

With  rapture  I  counted  them  o'er  ; 
Such  virtues  thofe  beauties  adorn, 

I  knew  her,  and  prais'd  them  no  more. 

I  term'd  her  no  goddefs  of  love, 

I  call'd  not  her  beauty  divine  : 
Thefe  far  other  p^ffions  may  prove, 

But  they  could  not  be  figures  of  mine. 

It  ne'er  was  apparell'd  with  art, 

On  words  it  could  never  rely; 
It  reign'd  in  the  throb  of  my  heart, 

It  gleam'd  in  the  glance  of  my  eye. 

Oh,  fool !  in  the  circle  to  fhine 

That  fafhion's  gay  daughters  approve, 
You  muft  fpeak  as  the  fafhions  incline ; 

Alas !  are  there  fafhions  in  love  ? 

Yet  fure  they  are  fimple  who  prize 

The  tongue  that  is  fmooth  to  deceive; 
Yet  fure  (he  had  fenfe  to  defpife 

The  tinfel  that  folly  may  weave. 

When  I  talk'd,  I  have  feen  her  recline 

With  an  afpeft  fo  penfively  fweet; 
Tho'  I  fpoke  what  the  fhepherds  opine, 

A  fop  were  afliam'd  to  repeat. 

She  is  foft  as  the  dew-drops  that  fall 

From  the  lip  of  the  fweet-fcented  pea; 
Perhaps,  when  (he  fmil'd  upon  all, 

I  have  thought  that  fhe  fmil'd  upon  mo, 


But 
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But  why  of  her  charms  fhould  I  tell  ? 

Ah,  me  !  whom  her  charms  have  undone ! 
Yet  I  love  the  reflection  too  well, 

The  painful  refle&ion  to  fliun. 

Ye  fouls  of  more  delicate  kind, 
Who  feaft  not  on  pleafure  alone; 

Who  wear  the  foft  fenfe  of  the  mind, 
To  the  fons  of  the  world  Hill  unknown. 

Ye  know,  tho'  I  cannot  express, 
Why  I  foolilhly  doat  on  my  pain; 

Nor  will  ye  believe  it  the  lefs 

That  I  have  not  the  Mil  to  complain. 

I  lean  on  my  hand  with  a  figh, 

My  friends  the  foft  fadnefs  condemn ; 

Yet,  methinks,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  why, 
I  mould  hate  to  be  merry  like  them. 

When  I  walk'd  in  the  pride  of  the  dawn, 
Methought  all  the  region  look'd  bright : 

Has  fweetnefs  forfaken  the  lawn? 

For,  methinks,  I  grow  fad  at  the  fight, 

When  I  flood  by  the  ftream,  I  have  thought 
There  was  mirth  in  the  gurgling  foft  found ; 

But  now  'tis  a.  forrowful  note, 

And  the  banks  are  all  gloomy  around  ! 

I  have  laugh'd  at  the  jeft  of  a  friend ; 

Now  they  laugh,  and  I  know  not  the  caufe: 
Tho'  I  feem  with  my  looks  to  attend, 

How  filly !  I  afk  what  it  was ! 


They 
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They  fmg  the  fweet  fong  of  the  May, 

They  ling  it  with  mirth  and  with  glee ; 
Sure  I  Once  thought  the  fonnet  was  gay, 

But  now  'tis  all  fadnefs  to  me. 

Oh!  give  me  the  dubious  light 

That  gleams  thro'  the  quivering  (hade ; 
Oh  !  give  me  the  horrors  of  night, 

By  gloom  and  by  filence  array'd  ! 

Let  me  walk  where  the  foft-rifmg  wave 

Has  piSur'd  the  moon  on  it's  bread : 
Let  me  walk  where  the  new-cover'd  grave 

Allows  the  pale  lover  to  reft  ! 

When  (hall  I  in  it's  peaceable  womb 

Be  laid  with  my  forrows  afleep ! 
Should  Lavinia  but  chance  on  my  tomb, 

I  could  die  if  I  thought  me  would  weep. 

Perhaps,  if  the  fouls  of  the  juft 

Revifit  thefe  manfions  of  care, 
It  may  be  my  favourite  truft 

To  watch  o'er  the  fate  of  the  fair. 

Perhaps  the  foft  thought  of  her  bread 

With  rapture  more  favour'd  to  warm; 
Perhaps,  if  with  forrow  opprefs'd, 

Her  forrow  with  patience  to  arm. 

Then !  then !  in  the  tendered  part 

May  I  whifper,  «  Poor  Colin  was  true !' 
And  mark  if  a  heave  of  her  heart 

The  thought  of  her  Colin  purfue. 


THE 
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THE    TEST    OF    LOVE. 

TO    A    FRIEND    WHO    FANCIED    HIMSELF    IN    LOVE. 
BY'  MR.     AMHERST. 


o 


F  T  haft  thou  told  me,  Dick,  in  friendly  part, 
That  the  ufurper,  Love,  has  feiz'd  thy  heart : 

But  thou  art  young;  and,  like  our  {anguine  race, 

In  their  full  vigour,  may'il  miftake  thy  cafe  ; 

For,  trail  me,  Love  (that  inmate  of  the  mind) 

Fs  very  much  miftaken  by  mankind ; 

For  which,  too  often,  is  mifunderftood, 

The  fudden  rage  and  madnefs  of  the  blood ; 

Thus  every  common  rake  his  flame  approves, 

And  when  he's  lewd  and  rampant,  thinks  he  loves.  . 

But  I,  who  in  that  ftudy  am  grown  old, 
Will  to  my  friend  fuch  certain  marks  unfold, 
By  which  a  real  paflion  he  may  prove, 
And  without  which  he  cannot  truly  love. 

How  does  this  tyrant  lord  it  in  thy  mind  ? 
What  fymptoms  of  his  empire  doft  thou  find  ? 
Doft  thou  within  perceive  the  growing  wound  ? 
Does  thy  foul  ficken,  while  thy  body's  found? 
Does  in  thy  thought  fome  blooming  beauty  reign, 
Who'.e  ftrong  idea  mingles  joy  with  pain  ? 
When  ihe  appears  before  thee,  does  fhe  fpread 
O'er  thy  pale,  fading  cheeks,  a  fudden  red  ? 
Prefs  her  foft  lips,  or  touch  her  lily  hand, 
Does  thy  heart  nutter,  does  thy  breaft  expand  ? 
If  but  her  name  is  mention'd,  does  it  fire 
Thy  pulfes  with  a  quick  and  fierce  defire  ? 

Does 
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Does  ev'ry  glance,  like  Jove's  vindictive  flame, 

Shoot  thro'  thy  veins,  and  kindle  all  thy  frame? 
From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove, 
For  he  who  wants  thefe  fymptoms  does  not  love. 

Is  to  one  woman  all  your  heart  inclin'd? 

And  can  (he  only  charm  your  conftant  mind  ? 

For  her  do  all  your  morning  wiflies  rife  ? 

Does  flie  at  night  of  {lumber  rob  your  eyes  ? 

Muling  on  her,  does  me  alone  excite 

Your  thoughts  by  day,  anJ  all  your  dreams  by  night? 

Or  does  your  heart,  for  every  nymph  you  meet, 

Own  a  new  paffion,  and  as  ftrongly  beat? 

Do  in  your  eyes  all  women  feem  the  fame ; 

And  each  new  face  expel  the  former  flame  ? 
From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove, 
If  you  love  more  than  one,  you  do  not  love. 

Does  Love,  and  only  Love,  invade  your  heart  ? 
Or  is  it  ftricken  with  a  golden  dart? 
Docs  the  keen  arrow  from  her  beauty  fly, 
Or  does  her  fortune  glitter  in  your  eye? 
For,  in  this  age,  how  feldom  is  it  found 
That  Love  alone  inflicts  the  fecret  wound  ? 
Silver  and  gold  are  Cupid's  furefl  arms, 
One  thoufand  pounds  out-weighs  ten  thoufand  charms. 
But  art  thou  fure  that,  in  thy  tender  heart, 
Thefe  wordly  baubles  bear  no  fordid  part? 
And  can'ft  thou  fay,  fmcerely  can'ft  thou  fay, 
Should  adverfe  fortune  on  thy  charmer  prey, 
That  ftill  unchang'd  thy  paffion  would  remain  ? 
That  ftill  thou  would'ft  abide  a  faithful  fwain  ? 
If,  in  the  curs'd  South-Sea,  her  all  were  loft, 
Still  would  her  eyes  their  former  conquefts  boaft? 
And  would  me,  doft  thou  think,  in  ev'ry  ftate, 
The  fame  emotions  in  thy  foul  create  ? 

E  a  From 
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From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove, 
For  if  you  figh  for  wealth,  you  do  not  love. 

Again,  my  friend,  incline  thy  patient  ear, 
(Forthou  haft  many  queftions  ftill  to  hear) 
This  chofen  damfel,  this  triumphant  fhe, 
Canft  thou  no  blemilh  in  her  perfon  fee  ? 
Her  temper,  fhape,  her  features,  and  her  air, 
(Tho*  never  yet  was  born  a  faultlefs  fair) 
Do  they  all  pleafe  ?  In  body  or  in  mind, 
Canft  thou  no  blot  nor  imperfection  find  ? 
Does  o'er  her  fkin  no  mole  nor  pimple  rife? 
Or  do  e'en  thefe  feem  beauties  in  thy  eyes? 

From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove, 

For  if  you  fpy  one  fault,  you  do  not  love, 

Do  you  within  a  fudden  impulfe  feel, 
To  drefs,  look  flcrid,  and  appear  genteel? 
Do  you  affect  to  ftrike  the  gazing  maid 
With  glittering  gems,  with  velvet,  and  brocade? 
Your  fnowy  wrifts  do  Mecklin  pendants  grace, 
And  do  the  fmarteft  wigs  adorn  thy  face  ? 
Do  you  correct  your  gait,  adjuft  your  air, 
And  bid  your  taylor  take  uncommon  care  ? 
Before  your  glafs  each  morning  do  you  ftand, 
And  tie  your  neckcloth  with  a  critick's  hand  ? 

From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove, 

For  dreffing  ever  was  a  mark  of  love. 

D     o  books  and  worldly  cares  no  longer  pleafe  ? 

Can  no  diverfions  give  your  heart-pains  eafe? 

Have  wealth  and  honours  loft  their  wonted  charms? 

And  does  ambition  yield  to  Cupid's  arms? 

Is  yovir  whole  frame  diflblv'd,  by  love  ingrofs'd, 

To  fiudy,  intereft,  and  preferment  loft? 

From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove, 
For  if  aught  elfe  prevails,  you  do.  not  love. 

Po 
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Do  all  your  thoughts,  your  wiflies,  and  defires. 
Comply  with  her,  and  burn  with  mutual  fires? 
If  me  loves  balls,  aflemblies,  operas,  plays, 
Do  they  in  you  the  fame  amufement  raife? 
If  (he  at  Ombre  loves  to  wafte  the  night, 
Do  you  in  Ombre  take  the  fame  delight  ? 
If  to  the  ring  her  graceful  horfes  prance, 
Does  your  new  chariot  to  the  ring  advance? 
If  in  the  Mall  flie  chufes  to  appear, 
Or  if  at  court,  do  you  attend  her  there? 
What  me  commends,  does  your  officious  tongue 
Approve,  and  cenfure  what  (he  judges  wrong? 
Are  all  her  loves  and  her  averfions  thine? 
In  all  her  joys  and  forrows  doft  thou  join  ? 
Art  thou,  my  friend,  united  to  her  frame, 
Thy  heart,  thy  paffions,  and  thy  foul  the  fame? 

From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove, 

For  without  fympathy  you  cannot  love. 

Didft  thou  e'er  drive  (once  more  fincerrly  fay) 
With  friends  and  wine  to  drive  thy  cares  away? 
And  have  e'en  thefe  endeavours  prov'd  in  vain  ? 
Will  neither  friends  nor  wine  remove  thy  pain  ? 
Doft  thou  fit  penfive,  full  of  thought,  repine, 
And,  in  thy  turn,  forget  the  circling  wine? 
From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove, 
For  if  wine  drowns  your  flame,  you  do  not  love. 

Art  thou  a  tame,  refign'd,  fubmiflive  fwain  ? 
Canft  thou  bear  fcorn,  rcpulfes,  and  difdain? 
Can  no  ill-treatment  nor  unkind  returns, 
Quench  the  ftrong  flame  which  in  thy  marrow  burns  ? 
But  do  they  rather  aggravate  thy  ftnart, 
And  give  a  quicker  edge  to  every  clnrt  ? 
Doe  not  each  fcornful  look,  or  an  jry  jeft, 
Drive  the  keen  paflion  deeper  in  thy  breail? 

Do 


3$  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.' 

Do  not  her  poignant  queiKons  and  replies, 
Thy  partial  ears  agreeably  furprize  ? 

From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  preve, 

For  if  you  can  refent,  you  do  not  love. 

Whole  live-long  days  you  have  enjoy'd  her  fight; 
Say,  were  your  eyes  e'er  fated  with  delight? 
Did  not  you  wifh  next  moment  to  return  ? 
Did  not  your  breaft  with  ftronger  ardours  burn  ? 
Did  not  each  view  another  view  provoke? 
And  every  meeting  give  a  deeper  ftroke  ? 

From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove. 

For  there  is  no  fatiety  in  love. 

Perhaps  you  judge  it  an  imprudent  flame, 

Antl  therefore  live  at  diftance  from  the  dame; 

But  what  is  the  effect  ?  does  abfence  heal 

Thofe  wounds,  which  fmarting  in  her  fight,  you  feel  ? 

Does  not  to  her  your  mind  unbidden  ftray  ? 

Does  not  your  heart  confefs  her  diftant  fway  ? 

Does  not  each  riling  thought  inhance  your  pain  ? 

And  don't  you  long  to  fee  her  once  again  ? 
From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove, 
For  that  which  abfence  cancels  is  not  love. 

Suppofe,  once  more,  your  parents  or  your  friends 
(Either  for  peevifh  or  prudential  ends) 
Should  thwart  thy  choice,  thy  promis'd  blifs  oppofe, 
Would'ft  thou  for  her  engage  all  thefe  thy  foes  ? 
Would'ft  thou  defpife  an  angry  father's  frown, 
And  fcorn  the  noify  cenfures  of  the  town  ? 
Could'ft  thou,  poffefsM  of  her,  with  patience  fee 
The  coxcomb's  finger  pointed  forth  at  thee  ? 
Would  it  not  vex  you,  as  you  pafs  along, 
To  hear  the  little  fpleen  of  every  tongue? 

«  There 
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'  There  goes  the  fond  young  fool,  who  t'other  day, 

'  In  hcedlefs  wedlock  threw  himfelf  away; 

'  And,  to  indulge  the  rafti  ungovern'd  heat 

'  Of  a  vain  paffion,  loft  a  good  eftate  ?' 

Would  not  fuch  infults  grate  thy  tender  ear  ?  -\ 

Could'ft  thou,  befides,  without  compun&ion,  bear 

The  fcornful  fmile  and  the  difdainful  fneer  ?  3 

From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove, 
For  he,  who  loves  with  reafon,  does  not  love. 

Still  mud  I  touch  thee  in  a  tend'rer  part: 
Would  not  a  happy  rival  ftab  thy  heart? 
Could'ft  thou  behold  the  darling  of  thy  breaft 
With  freedom  by  another  youth  carefs'd? 
Say,  could'ft  thou  to  thy  deareft  friend  afford 
A  kifs,  a  fmile,  or  one  obliging  word? 
Say,  at  the  publick  ball,  or  private  dance, 
When  the  brifk  couples  artfully  advance, 
Could'ft  thou,  unmov'd  with  indignation,  ftand: 
If  to  another  me  refign'd  her  hand? 
Would  your  heart  reft  at  eafe  ?  or  would  it  fvvell 
With  all  the  pains,  the  fharpeft  pains  of  hell  ? 

From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove, 

For,  without  jealoufy,  you  cannot  love. 

To  the  laft  queftion  of  thy  trufty  friend 
(Tho'  many  more  might  ftill  be  afk'd)  attend: 
To  purge  her  virtue,  or  revenge  her  wrongs, 
(For  beauty  is  the  theme  of  bufy  tongues) 
Should  blood  be  call'd  for  in  the  doubtful  ftrife, 
Wpuld'ft  thou  with  pleafure  part  with  blood— or  life? 
Would'ft  thou  all  dangers  in  her  caufe  defpife, 
And  meet  unequal  foes  for  fuch  a  prize  ? 
Would  it  not  plant  new  courage  in  thy  heart, 
And  double  vigour  to  thy  arm  impart? 

To 
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To  fcreen  thy  miflrefs  from  the  flighted  harms, 

Wouldft  thou  notpurchafe  death ,  and  would  not  death  have  charms  ? 

From  hence  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove, 

For  never  yet  was  coward  known  to  love. 

By  thefe  prefcriptions  judge  your  inward  part, 
Put  all  thefe  queftions  clofely  to  your  heart; 
And  if  by  them  your  flame  you  can  approve, 
Then  will  I  own  that  you  fmcerely  love. 


HYMN    ON    GRATITUDE. 

BY   MR.    ADDIS  ON. 
I. 

WH  E  N  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 
My  rifing  foul  furveys; 
Tranfported  with  the  view,  I'm  loft, 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praife. 

II. 

O  how  fliall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare 
That  glows  within  my  ravilh'd  heart  ? 

But  thou  canft  read  it  there. 

III. 

Thy  providence  my  life  fuftain'd, 

And  all  my  wants  redrefs'd ; 
When  in  the  filent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breaft. 

IV.  T« 
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IV. 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries, 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learn'd 

To  form  themfelves  in  pray'r. 

V. 

Unnumber'd  comforts  to  my  foui 

Thy  tender  care  beftow'd, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceiv'd 
From  whom  thofe  comforts  flow'd. 

vr. 

When  in  the  flipp'ry  paths  of  youth 

With  heedlefs  fteps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unfeen,  convey'd  me  fafe. 

And  led  me  up  to  man  : 

VII. 

Thro*  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths, 

It  gently  clear'd  my  way; 
And  thro'  the  pleafing  fnares  of  vice, 

More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

VIII. 

When  worn  with  ficknefs,  oft  haft  thou 

With  health  renew'd  my  face ; 
And  when  in  fins  and  forrows  funk, 

Reviv'd  my  foul  with  grace. 

.     IX. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  blifs 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er  ; 
And,  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend, 

Kas  doubled  all  my  ftore- 

F  X.  Ten 
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X. 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ; 
Nor  is  the  leatt  a  chearful  heart, 

That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy. 

XL 

Thro'  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodnefs  I'll  purfue; 
And  after  death,  in  diftant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

xir, 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  (hall  adore. 

XIII, 

Thro'  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  fong  I'll  raife; 
For,  O!  eternity's  too  ftiort 

To  utter  all  thy  praife. 


A    NIGHT    PIECE    ON    DEATH,' 

BY    DR.    PARNELL. 

BY  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light, 
No  more  I  wafte  the  wakeful  night, 
Intent  with  endlefs  view  to  pore 
The  fchoolmen  and  the  fages  o'er ; 
Their  books  from  wifdom  widely  ftray, 
Or  point  at  bed  the  longeft  way: 

Ptt 
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I'll  feek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom's  furely  taught  below. 

How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  fky! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie; 
While  thro'  their  ranks,  in  filver  pride, 
The  nether  crefcent  feems  to  glide. 
The  flumb'ring  breeze  forgets  to  breathe, 
The  lake  is  fmooth  and  clear  beneath, 
Where  once  again  the  fpangled  (how 
Defcends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds  which  on  the  right  afpire, 
In  dimnefs  from  the  view  retire  : 
The  left  prefents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whofe  wall  the  filent  water  laves. 
That  fteeple  guides  thy  doubtful  fight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night; 
There  pafs,  with  melancholy  ftate, 
By  all  the  folemn  heaps  of  fate, 
And  think,  as  foftly-fad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead, 
*  Tim.e  was,  like  thee,  they  life  poflefs'd, 
*•   And  time  fhall  be,  that  thou  lhalt  reft.1 

Thqfe  graves  with  bending  ofier  bound, 
That  namelefs  heave  the  crumbled  ground, 
Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  difclofe 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repofe, 

The  flat  fmooth  ftones  that  bear  a  name, 
The  chiflel's  (lender  help  to  fame, 
(Which,  ere  our  fet  of  friends  decay, 
Their  frequent  fteps  may  wear  away) 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own, 
Men  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 

The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high, 
Whofe  /dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Whofe  pillars  fwell  with  fculptur'd  ftones. 
Arms,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 

F  *  Thefe 
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Thefe  (all  the  poor  remains  of  ftate) 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  praife  the  great  ; 
Who  while  on  earth  in  fame  they  live, 
Are  fenfelefs  of  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha!  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  fades; 
The  burfting  earth  unveils  the  fhades  ! 
All  flow,  and,  wan,  and  wrapt  with  flirouds, 
They  rile  in  vifionary  crowds ; 
And  all  with  fober  accent  cry, 
'  Think,  mortal,  what  it  is  to  die.' 

Now  from  yon  black  and  fun'ral  yewj, 
That  bathes  the  charnel-houfe  with  dew, 
Methinks  I  hear  a  voice  begin  ; 
(Ye  ravens  ceafe  your  croaking  din, 
Ye  tolling  clocks  no  time  refound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground) 
It  fends  a  peal  of  hallow  groans, 
Thus  fpeaking  from  among  the  bones. 

'  When  men  my  icythe  and  darts  fuppjy, 
'  How  great  a  king  of  fears  am  I ! 
'  They  view  me  like  the  laft  of  things  j 
'  They  make,  and  then  they  dread  my  flings. 
'  Fools !  if  you  lefs  provok'd  your  fears, 
'  No  more  my  fpeftre  form  appears. 

*  Death's  but  a  path  that  mult  he  trod, 
'  If  man  would  ever  pafs  to  God : 

'  A  port  of  calms,  a  {late  of  eafe, 
'  From  the  rough  rage  of  fwelling  feas. 
'  Why,  then,  thy  flowing  fable  floles, 

*  Deep  pendent  cyprefs,  mourning  poles, 
'  Loofe  fcarfs  to  fall  athwart  thy  weeds, 

*  Long  palls,  dra-.vn  hearfes,  cover'd  fteeds, 

*  And  plumes  of  black,  that  as  they  tread, 

*  Nod  o'er  the  'fcutchcons  of  the  dead? 
'  Nor  can  the  parted  body  know, 

'  Nor  wants  the  foul  thefe  forms  of  woe: 

•As 
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As  men  who  long  in  prifon  dwell, 
With  lamps  that  glimmer  round  the  cell, 
When'er  their  fuff'ring  years  are  run, 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glitt'ring  funj 
Such  joy,  tho'  far  tranfcending  fenfe, 
Have  pious  fouls  at  parting  hence. 
On  earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  few  and  evil  years  they  waite; 
But  when  their  chains  are  call  afide, 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide, 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tow'r  away, 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day.' 


JOVI     ELEUTHERIOj 

OR, 

AN     OFFERING    TO     LIBERTY. 
BY     DR.     RIDLEY.  , 

Quifnam  igitur  liber  ?  Sapiens,  fibique  imperiofus  ', 
Querp  neque  paupeiies,  neque  mors,  neque  vincula  terrent; 
Refybnfare  cupidinibus,  contemnere  hunores 
Fortis  j    et  in  feiplb  totus  teres  atque  rotundas- 

HOR.  Serm.  Lib.  II.  Sat.  7. 

HAIL,   Liberty!  whofe  prefence  glads  th'  abode 
Of  Heav'n  itfelf,  great  attribute  of  God  ! 
By  thee  fullain'd,  th'  unbounded  fpirit  runs, 
Moulds  orbs  on  orbs,  and  lights  up  funs  on  funs ; 
By  thee  fuftain'd,  in  love  unwearied  lives, 
And  uncontrourd  creates,  fupports,  forgives: 
No  pow'r?  cr  time,  or  fpace,  his  will  witlillood  ; 
Almighty !  endlefs !  infinite  in  good! 

'  If  fo,  why  not  communicate  the  blifs, 
«  And  let  man  know  what  this  great  blefling  is?' 

Say,  what  proportion,  creature,  wouldil  thou  claim  ? 
As  thy  Creator's  in  extent  the  fame  ! 

Unlefs 
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Unlefs  his  other  attributes  were  join'd, 
To  poife  the  will,  and  regulate  the  mind ; 
Goodnefs  to  aim,  and  wifdom  to  direft, 
What  mighty  mifchiefs  muft  we  thence  expeft! 
The  Maker  knows  his  work,  nor  judg'd  it  fit 
To  trufl  the  ram  refolves  of  human  wit ; 
Which,  prone  to  hurt,  too  blind  to  help,  is  Mil 
Alike  pernicious,  mean  it  good  or  ill. 

A  whim,  t'  improvement  making  fond  pretence, 
Would  burft  a  fyftem  in  experiments ; 
Sparrows  and  cats,  indeed,  no  more  mould  fear, 
But  Saturn  tremble  in  his  diftant  fphere: 
Give  thee  but  footing  in  another  world, 
Say,  Archimedes,  where  fhould  we  be  hurl'd  ? 

A  Uprightly  wit,  with  liquor  in  his  head, 
Would  burn  a  globe,  to  light  him  drunk  to  bed : 
Th'  Ephelian  temple  had  efcap'd  the  flame, 
And  Heaven's  high  dome  had  built  the  madman's  fame. 

The  fullen  might  (when  malice  boil'd  within) 
Strike  out  the  ftars,  to  intimate  his  fpleen  : 
Not  poppy-heads  had  fpoke  a  Tarquin  crofs'd ; 
Nature's  chief  fpring  had  broke,  and  all  been  loft. 

Nor  lefs  deftruftive  would  this  licence  prove, 
Tho'  thy  breaft  flam'd  with  univerfal  love. 
lu  vain  were  thy  benevolence  of  foul ; 
Soon  would  thy  folly  difconcert  the  whole. 
No  rains,  or  fnows,  mould  difcompofe  the  air; 
But  flow'rs  and  fun-mine  drain  the  weary  year: 
No  cloods  fhould  fully  the  clear  face  of  day  ; 
No  tempefts  rife  to  blow  a  plague  away. 
Mercy  fhould  reign  untir'd,  unftain'd  with  blood  ; 
Spare  the  frail  guilty,  to  eat  up  the  good. 
In  their  defence,  rife,  facred  Juftice,  rife  I 
Awake  the  thunder  fieeping  in  the  fkies, 
Sink  a  corrupted  city  in  a  minute  ; 
»— Woe  to  the  righteous  ten  who  may  be  in  it ! 

Pick 
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Pick  out  the  bad,  and  fweep  them  all  away  ! 
— So  leave  their  babes,  to  cats  and  dogs  a  prey. 

Such  povv'r  without  God's  wifdom  and  his  will, 
Were  only  an  omnipotence  of  ill. 
Suited  to  man  can  we  fuch  pow'r  efteem ! 
Fiends  would  be  harmlefs,  if  compar'd  with  him. 

Say,  then,  mall  all  his  attributes  be  given? 
His  eflence  follows,  and  his  throne  of  heav'n  ; 
His  very  unity.     Proud  wretch  !   mall  he 
Un-god  himfelf,  to  make  a  god  of  thee  ? 

How  wide,  fuch  luft  of  liberty  confounds  ! 
Would  lefs  content  thee,  prudent  mark  the  bounds: 
'  Thofe  which  the  Almighty  Monarch  firft  defign'd, 
'  When  his  great  image  feal'd  the  human  mind; 

*  When  to  the  beads  the  fruitful  earth  was  giv'n, 

*  To  fifh  the  ocean,  and  to  birds  their  heaven, 
'  And  all  to  man ;  whom  full  creation,  ftor'd, 

*  Receiv'd  as  it's  proprietor  and  lord; 

'  Ere  earth,  whofe  fpacious  tract  unmeafur'd  fpreads, 

'  Was  flic'd  by  acres  and  by  roods  to  flireds ; 

'  When  trees  and  flreams  were  made  a  general  good, 

*  And  not  as  limits  meanly  to  exclude  ; 

*  When  all  to  all  belong'd,  ere  pow'r  was  told 

'  By  number'd  troops,  or  wealth  by  counted  gold; 

*  Ere  kings  or  priefts  their  tyranny  began, 
'  Or  man  was  vaffal'd  to  his  fellow-man.' 

O  halcyon  {late  !  when  man  began  to  live ! 
A  blefling  worthy  of  a  God  to  give  ! 
Who,  on  th'  unfpotted  mind  his  Maker  drew 
The  heav'nly  characters  correct  and  true. 
All  ufeful  knowledge  from  that  fource   fupply'd, 
No  blindnefs  fprung  from  ignorance  or  pride; 
All  proper  bleflings  from  that  hand  beftow'd* 
No  mifchiefs  or  for  want  or  fulnefs  flow'd : 
The  quick'ning  paffions  gave  a  pleafing  zeft. 
While  thankful  man  fubmitted  to  be  blefs'd. 

Simplicity, 
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Simplicity,  was  wifdom  ;  temperance,  health  ; 

Obedience,  pow'r;  and  full  contentment,  wealth. 

So  happy  once  was  man  !  till  the  vain  elf 

Shook  off  his  guide,  and  fet  up  for  himfelf. 

Smit  with  the  charms  of  independency, 

He  fcorns  protection,  raging  to  be  free. 

Now,  felf-expos'd,  he  feels  his  naked  ftate  ; 

Shrinks  with  the  blaft,  or  melts  before  the  heat : 

And  blindly  wanders,  as  his  fancy  leads, 

To  ftarve  on  waftes,  or  feafl  on  pois'nous  weeds. 

Now  to  the  favag-'e  beafts  an  obvious  prey  ; 

Or  crafty  men,  more  favage  ftill  than  they: 

No  lefs  imprudent,  to  his  bread  to  take 

The  friend  unfaithful,  or  th'envenom'd  fnake ; 

Equally  fatal,  whether  on  the  Nile, 

Or  in  the  city,  weeps  the  crocodile. 

Nor  yet  lefs  blindly  deviates  learned  pride; 
In  yEtna  burn'd,  or  drown'd  amid  the  tide: 
Boafts  of  fupericr  fenfe  ;  then  raves  to  fee 
(When  contradicted)  fools  lefs  wife  than  he. 
Mates  with  his  great  Creator ;   vainly  bold 
To  make  new  fyilems,  or  to  mend  the  old. 
Shapes  out  a  Deity;  doubts,  then  denies: 
And,  drunk  with  fcience,  curfcs  God,  and  dies. 

Not  heav'nly  wifdom  only  is  witheld, 
But  the  free  bounty  of  the  felf-fown  field. 
No  more,  as  erft,  from  Nature's  ready  feaft, 
Rifes  the  fatisfy'd,  but  temp'rate  guefl; 
Caft  wild  abroad,  no  happy  mean  preferves, 
By  choice  he  furfeits,  by  conftraint  he  ftarves  ; 
Toils  life  away  upon  the  ftubborn  plain, 
T'  extort  from  thence  the  flow,  reluctant  grain  ; 
The  flow,  reluctant  grain,  procur'd  to-day, 
His  lefs  induftrious  neighbour  fteals  away: 
Hence  fifts  and  clubs  the  village-peace  confound, 
Till  fword  and  cannon  fpread  the  ruin  round  ; 

For 
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For  time  and  art  but  bring  from  bad  to  worfe. 
Unequal  lots  fucceed  unequal  force; 
Each  lot  a  feveral  curfe.     Hence  rich,  and  poor: 
This  pines,  and  dies,  negleftedj  at  the  door; 
While  gouts  and  fevers  wait  the  loaded  mefs, 
And  take  full  vengeance  for  the  poor's  diftrefs. 

No  more  the  paffions  are  the  fprings  of  life; 
But  feeds  of  vice,  and  elements  of  ftrife  : 
Love,  focial  love,  t'  extend  to  all  deTign'd, 
Back  to  it's  fountain  flows,  to  felf  cdnfin'd; 
Source  of  misfortunes  ;  the  fond  hufband's  wrong  J 
The  maid  difhonour'd,  and  deferted  young! 
The  mifchief  fpreads;  when  vengeance  for  the  luft 
Unpeoples  realms,  and  calls  the  ruin  juft. 
Hence,  Troy,  thy  ftte!   the  blood  of  thoufands  fpilt, 
And  orphans  mourning  for  unconfcious  guilt. 
Thus  love  deilroys,  for  kinder  purpofe  giv'n  ; 
And  man  corrupts  the  blcffings  meant  by  Heav'n: 
Self-injur'd,  let  us  cenfure  Him  no  more; 
Ambition  makes  us  flaves,  and  av'rice  poor. 

What  arts  the  wild  diforder  lhall  controul, 
And  render  peace  with  virtue  to  the  foul! 
Out-reafon  intereft,  balance  prejudice* 
Give  paflion  ears,  and  blinded  error  eyes  f 
Arm  the  weak  hand  with  conqueft,  and  protect 
From  guils,  the  heart  too  honeft  to  fufpeft? 
For  this,  mankind,  by  fad  experience  taught, 
Again  their  fafety  in  dependence  fought : 
Prefs'd    to  the  fiandard,  fued  before  the  throne; 
And  durfl  rely  on  wifdom  not  their  own. 
Hence  Saturn  rul'din  peace  th'  Aufonian  plains, 
While  SalJan  fongs  to  virtue  won  the  fwains. 

But  pois'nous  ftreamsmuft  flow  from  poifon'd  fprings: 
The  priefts  were  mortal,  and  mere  men  the  kings. 
What  aid  from  monarchs,  mighty  to  enflave  ? 
What  good  from  teachers,  cunning  to  deceive  ? 

Q  Allegiance 
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Allegiance  gives  defenfive  arms  away; 
And  Faith  ufurps  imperial  Reafon's  fway. 

Let  civil  Rome,  from  faithful  records,  tell 
What  royal  bleffings  from  her  Nero  fell. 
When  thofe,  preferr'd  all  grievance  to  redrefs. 
Bought  of  their  prince  a  licence  to  opprefs; 
When  uucomipted  merit  found  no  place, 
But  left  the  trade  of  honour  to  the  bafe. 
See  Induftry,  by  draining  impoft  curs'd, 
Starve  in  the  harveft,  in  the  vintage  thirft! 
In  vain  for  help  th'  infulted  matron  cries, 
'Twas  death  in  huflnnds  to  have  ears  and  eyes. 
Fatal  were  beauty,  virtue,  wealth,  or  fame  ; 
No  man  in  aught  a  property  could  claim ; 
No,  not  his  fex:  ftrange  arts  the  monfter  try'd ; 
And  Sporus,  fpight  of  nature,  was  his  bride. 

Unhurt  by  foe's,  proud  Rome  for  ages  ftands, 

Secure  from  all,  but  her  protector's  hands. 
Recal  yourpow'rs,  ye  Romans,  back  again  ; 
Unmake  the  monarch,  and  ne'er  fear  the  man. 
Naked  and  fcorn'd,  fee  where  the  abjeft  flies  ! 

And  once  un-caefarM,  foon  the  fiddler  dies. 
Next,  holy  Rome,  thy  happinefs  declare, 

While  Peace  and  Truth  watch  round  the  facred  chair. 

Peace !  which  from  racks  and  perfecution  flows ; 

Myfterious  truths!  which  ev'ry  fenfe  oppofe. 

That  God  made  man,  was  all  th'  unlearn'd  could  reach; 

That  man  makes  God,  th'  enlighten'd  fathers  teach. 

Men,  blind  and  partial,  need  a  light  divine; 

Which  popes  new  trim,  and  teach  it  how  to  fiinc. 

Rude  Nature  dreads  accufmg  Guilt,  unknown 

The  balmy  do&rine,  that  dead  faints  atone  : 

The  careful  pontiff,  merciful  to  fave, 

Hoards  up  a  fund  of  merit  from  the  grave  ; 

And  righteous  hands  the  equal  balance  hold, 

Nor  weigh  it  out  but  to  juft  fums  of  gold. 

Sole 
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Sole  judge,  he  deals  his  pardon  or  his  curfe; 
Not  Heav'n  itfelf  the  fentence  can  reverfe. 
Grac'd  with  his  fceptre,  awful  with  his  rod, 
This  man  of  fin  ufurps  the  feat  of  God  ; 
Difarm'd  and  unador'd  th'  Almighty  lies, 
And  quits  to  faints  his  incenfe  and  his  fkies : 
No  more  the  objeft  of  our  fears,  or  hope  ; 
The  creature,  and  the  vaflal  of  the  Pope. 

•  From  fanes  and  cities  fcar'd,  fly  fwift  away!' 
— To  the  rude  Lybian  in  his  wilds  a  prey. 

'  The  blood-ftain'd  fword  from  the  fell  tyrant  wreft!' 
— Thoufands  unfheathM  mall  threat  thy  naked  breaft. 
'  The  dogmatifts  imperious  aid  difdain  !' 
—So  fink  in  brutifh  ignorance  again. 

'  Is  there  no  medium  ?  muft  we  viftims  fall 

•  To  one  man's  luft,  or  to  the  rage  of  all? 
'  Is  reafon  doom'd  a  certain  flave  to  be, 

•  To  our  blind  paflions,  or  a  prieft's  decree?' 
Hail,  happy  Albion!   whofe  diftinguifli'd  plains 

This  temp'rate  mean,  fo  dearly  earn'd,  maintains! 
Senates,   (the  will  of  individuals  check'd) 
The  ftrength  and  prudence  of  the  realm  collefl: 
Each  yields  to  all;  that  each  may  thence  receive 
The  full  affiftance,  which  the  whole  can  give. 
For  this,  thy  patriots  lawlels  pow'r  withftood, 
And  bought  their  children's  charter  with  their  blood; 
While  rev'rend  years,  and  various  letter'd  age, 
Difpaffion'd,  open  the  myfterious  page: 
Not  one  alone  the  various  judgment  fways, 
But  prejudice  the  general  voice  obeys  ! 
For  this,  thy  martyrs  wak'd  the  bloody  ftrife, 
AfTerting  truth  with  brave  contempt  of  life. 
Oh,  Oxford  !  let  deliver'd  Britain  know, 
From  thy  fam'd  feats  her  fevcral  bleflings  flow. 
Th' accoutred  barons,  and  aflifting  knights, 
In  thee  prepar'd  for  council,  or  for  fights, 

G  2  •    •      PlannM 
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Plann'd  and  obtain'dher  civil  liberty  : 

Truth  found  her  fearlefs  witnefles  in  thee  ; 

When,  try'd  as  gold,  faints,  from  thy  tott'ring  pyres^ 

Rofe  up  to  heav'n,  Elijah-like,  in  fires  ! 

Peace  to  thy  walls!  and  honour  to  thy  name! 

May  age  to  age  record  thy  gathering  fame! 

While  thy  ftill-favour'd  feats  pour  forth  their  youth, 

Brave  advocates  of  liberty  and  truth! 

In  fair  fucceffion  rile  to  blefs  the  realm  ! 

Fathers  in  church,  and  itatefmen  at  the  helm  ! 
•  But  fadlious  fynods  chro'  refentment  err; 

«  And  venal  fenates  private  good  prefer : 

'  How  wild  the  faith  which  wrangling  fophs  difpofe  ! 

'  The  laws  how  harlh  of  penfion'd  Aye's  and  No's  I' 
Wilt  thou  by  no  authority  be  aw:d, 

Self-excommunicated,  felf-outlaw'd  ? 

Expunge  the  creed,  the  decalogue  reject? 
If  they  oblige  not,  nor  will  they  protect. 
«  You  fear  no  Gpd;' — convinc'd  by  what  you  fay, 
Knaves  praife  your  wit,  and  fwear  your  lands  away. 
'  Corrupt  not  wives/ — erafe  it  if  you  will; 
The  injur'd  hufb,and  blots  out,  '  £)o  not  kill.' 
From  God  his  fabbaths  Heal,  for  fport,  not  need: 
WhV  hangs  the  wretch,  who  fleals  thy  purfe  for  bread? 

Or  lhall  each  fchifmatick  your  faith  new  mould, 
Or  fenates  ftand  by  patriot  jpobs  controul'd? 
— Drive  back,  ye  floods!  roll,  Xanthus,  to  your  fpring! 
Go,  crown  the  people,  and  fubjeft  the  king; 
Break  rule  to  pieces,  analyze  it's  ppw'r, 
And  every  atom  to  it's  lord  reftore  : 
As  mix'd  with  knaves,  or  fools,  the  weak,  or  brave, 
A  dupe,  a  plague,  a  tyrant,  or  a  flave. 

'  What  fliall  I  do  ?  how  hit  the  happy  mean, 
«  'Twixt  blind  fubmiffion,  and  unruly  fpleen  ?' 

Confult  your  watch;  you  guide  your  adions  by't; 
And  great  it's  ufe,  tho'  not  for  ever  right. 

What 
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What  tlio'  fome  think  implicit  faith  be  due, 

And  dine  at  twelve,   if  their  town-clock  ftrike  two; 

Or  others  bravely  fquirr  their  watch  away, 

Difdain  a  guide,  and  guefs  the  time  of  day  ; 

They  guefs  fo  lucky,  or  their  parts  fo  great, 

They  come,  on  all  affairs,  but  juft  too  late: 

You  neither  chufe.     Nor  trav'ling  thro'  the  ftreet, 

Correct  it's  hand  by  ev'ry  one  you  meet ; 

Yet  fcruple  not,  if  you  mould  find  at  one 

It  points  to  fix,  to  fet  it  by  the  Sun. 

Aim  at  the  blifs  that's  fuited  to  thy  Hate, 
Nor  vainly  hope  for  happinefs  compleat ; 
Some  bounds  imperfedt  natures  muft  include, 
And  vice  and  weaknefs  feel  defects  of  good. 
Nor  is  it  blind  neceffity  alone; 
Contriving  Wif  lom,  in  the  whole,  we  own  : 
And  in  that  Wifdom  fatisfy'd  may  truft, 
In  it's  reftraints  as  merciful  as  juft. 
By  thefe  t.\y  feififh  paflions  It  corrects; 
By  thefe  from  wrong  thy  weaknefs  it  protefts; 
In  fovereign  power  thy  fafety's  Heaven's  defign^ 
Some  faults  permitted,  as  the  fcourge  of  thine. 
Abfurd  the  wifh  of  all  men,  if  exprefs'd ; 
Each  grieves,  that  he's  not  lord  of  all  the  reft. 
Why  then  mould  we  complain,  or  thanklefs  live, 
Becaufe  not  blefs'd  with  more  than  God  can  give! 
Would  you  be  fafe  from  others  ?  'tis  but  due 
That  others  alfo  mould  be  fafe  from  you. 
It  is  not  virtue  wakes  the  clam'rous  throng; 
Each  claims  th'  exclufive  privilege,  to  wrong. 
When  ceafelefs  fadlion  muft  embroil  the  mad  ; 
Alike  impatient,  under  A,  or  Zad. 

How  patriot  Cromwell  fights  for  liberty  I 
He  ftiifts  the  yoke,  then  calls  the  nation  free: 
Jle  cannot  bear  a  monarch  on  the  throne, 
But  vindicates  his  right— to  rule  alone, 

Macheath 
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Macheath  roars  out  for  freedom  in  his  cell ; 
And  Tindal  wifely  would  extinguifh  hell : 
Macheath's  approv'd  by  all  whom  Tyburn  awes, 
And  trembling  guilt  gives  Tindal's  page  applaufe. 
O  fage  device,  to  fet  the  confcience  free 
From  dread  !  he  winks ;  then  fays,  that  Heav'n  can't  fee. 
Both  blindly  plan  the  paradife  of  fools ; 
Peace  without  laws,  and  virtue  without  rules. 

Full  of  the  Roman,  let  the  fchool-boy  quote, 
And  rant  all  Lucian's  rhapfodies  by  rote. 
Gods  !  mall  he  tremble  at  a  mortal's  nod  ! 
His  generous  foul  difdains  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Forc'd  to  fubmit,  at  laft  he  taftes  the  fruit ; 
Finds  wealth  and  honours  bloflbm  from  it's  root. 
Would  thy  young  foul  be  like  the  Roman,  free  ; 
From  Romans  paint  thy  form  of  Liberty  : 
The  goddefs  offers  gifts  from  either  hand  ; 
Th'  aufpicious  bonnet,  with  the  Praetor's  wand; 
The  privilege  of  that  woald'ft  thou  not  mifs, 
Bend,  and  fubmit  beneath  the  ftroke  of  this, 

See  Furiofo  on  his  keeper  frown, 
Depriv'd  the  precious  privilege  to  drown : 
Greatly  he  claims  a  right  to  his  undoing ; 
The  chains  that  hold  him,  hold  him  from  his  ruin. 
Kindly  proceed  ;  ftrift  difcipline  difpenfe; 
Till  water-gruel  lowers  him  down  to  fenfe. 

'  Why  this  to  me!  am  I  the  froward  boy? 
'  Or  knave  to  wrong,  or  madman  to  deftroyr* 

Will  thy  denial  prove  that  thou  art  none  ! 
'Tis  Newgate's  logick:  thou  art  all  in  one. 
Blind  to  their  good,  to  be  inftruaed  loth, 
•  Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth.' 
If  no  fuperior  force  the  will  controul, 
Self-love's  a  villain,  and  corrupts  the  foul : 
Wild  and  deilruftive  projects  fire  our  brains ; 
We  all  are  madmen,  and  demand  our  chains. 

Know 
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Know  your  own  fphere,  content  to  be  a  man  ; 
Well  pleas'd,  to  be  as  happy  as  you  can : 
Lofe  not  all  good,  by  fhunning  ills  in  vain  ; 
'Tis  wifer  to  enjoy  than  to  complain. 
Some  evils  muft  attend  imperfeft  ftates; 
But  difcontent  new  worlds  of  ills  creates. 

Hufli  thy  complaints,  nor  quarrel  with  thy  God  ; 
If  juit  the  ftroke,  approve  and  kifs  the  rod. 
By  man  if  injur'd,  turn  thy  eyes  within; 
Thou'lt  find  recorded  fome  unpunifh'd  fin  : 
Then  Heav'n  acquit;  and,  with  regard  to  man, 
Coolly  th'  amount  of  good  and  evil  fcan ; 
If  greater  evils  wait  the  wifh'd  redrefs, 
Grieve  not  that  thou  art  free  to  chufe  the  lefs. 

Unknown  to  courts,  ambition's  thirft  fubdu'd, 
My  leflbn  is,  to  be  obfcurely  good; 
In  life's  ftill  {hade,  which  no  man's  envy  draws. 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  government  and  laws. 
In  fortune's  round,  as  on  the  globe,  I  know 
No  top,  no  bottom,  no  where  high  or  low; 
Where-ever  ftation'd,  heav'n  in  profpeft  ftill, 
That  points  to  me  the  zenith  of  her  wheel. 

f  What!  double  tax'd,  unpenfion'd,  unpreferr'J; 
•  In  fuch  bad  times  be  eafy!  moft  abfurd  !' 

Yet  Heav'n  vouchsafes  the  daily  bread  intreatcd  ; 
And  thefe  bad  times  have  left  me  free  to  eat  it. 
My  taxes,  gladly  paid,  their  nature  fhift: 
If  juft,  cheap  purchafe;  if  unjnft,  a  gift ; 
Nor  knows  ambition  any  rank  fo  great, 
My  fervants  kings  and  minifters  of  ftate! 
They  watch  my  couch,  my  humble  roof  defend; 
Their  toil  the  means,  my  happinefs  the  end. 
My  freedom  to  compleat,  convinc'd  I  fee 
Thy  fervice,  Heav'n,  is  perfect  Liberty. 
The  will,  conform'd  to  thy  celeftial  voice, 
no  reftraint !  for  duty  is  her  choice  : 

What 
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What  ills  thou  fendeft  thankfully  approve, 
As  kind  corrections,  pledges  of  thy  love; 
In  every  change,  whatever  ftage  I  run, 
My  daily  wifti  fucceeds — l  Thy  will  be  done.' 


THE  BENEDICITE  PARAPHRASED. 

BY   THE  REV.  MR.   MERRICK. 

I. 

YE  works  of  God,  on  him  alone, 
In  earth  his  footilool,  heaven  his  throne, 
Be  all  your  praife  befbw'd ; 
Whofe  hand  the  beauteous  fabrick  made, 
Whofe  eye  the  finifh'd  work  furvey'd, 
And  faw  that  all  was  good. 

II. 

Ye  angels,  that  with  loud  acclaim 
Admiring  view'd  the  new-born  frame, 

And  Uail'd  th'  eternal  King  ; 
Again  proclaim  your  Maker's  praife, 
Again  your  thankful  voices  raife, 

And  touch  the  tuneful  firing. 

IH. 

Praife  him,  ye  blefs'd  aetherial  plains, 
Where,  in  full  majefty,  he  deigns 

To  fix  his  awful  throne: 
Ye  waters,  that  above  him  roll, 
From  orb  to  orb,  from  pole  to  pole, 

Oh !  make  his  praifes  known ! 

.IV;  Ye 
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IV. 

Ye  thrones,  dominions,  virtues,  pow'rs> 
Join  ye  your  joyful  fongs  with  ours, 

With  us  your  voices  raife; 
From  age  to  age  extend  the  lay, 
To  heav'n's  eternal  Monarch  pa/ 

Hymns  of  eternal  praife. 

V. 

Celeftial  orb !  whofe  pow'rful  ray 
Opes  the  glad  eyelids  of  the  day, 

Whofe  influence  all  things  own; 
Praife  him  whofe  courts  effulgent  fhine, 
With  light  as  far  excelling  thine 

As  thine  the  paler  moon. 

VI. 

Ye  glitt'ring  planets  of  the  flcy, 
Whofe  lamps  the  abfent  fun  fupply, 

With  him  the  fong  purfue; 
And  let  himfelf  fubmiflive  own, 
He  borrows  from  a  brighter  fun, 

The  light  he  lends  to  you. 

VII. 

Ye  fliow'rs,  and  dews,  whofe  moiflure  ftied, 
Calls  into  life  the  op'ning  feed, 

To  him  your  praifes  yield, 
Whofe  influence  wakes  the  genial  birth, 
Drops  fatnefs  on  the  pregnant  earth, 

And  crowns  the  laughing  field. 

H  VIII.  Ye 
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VIIT. 

Ye  winds  that  oft  tempeftuous  fweep 
The  ruffled  furface  of  the  deep, 

With  us  confefs  your  God; 
See,  thro'  the  heav'ns,  the  King  of  kings, 
Up-borne  on  your  expanded  wings, 

Come  flying  all  abroad. 

IX. 

Ye  floods  of  fire,  where'er  ye  flow, 
With  juft  fubmiflion  humbly  bow 

To  his  fuperior  pow'r, 
Who  ftops  the  tempeft  on  it's  way, 
Or  bids  the  flaming  deluge  ftray, 

And  gives  it  ftrength  to  roar. 

X. 

Ye  fummer's  heat,  and  winter's  cold, 
By  turns  in  long  fucceflion  roll'd, 

The  drooping  world  to  chear ; 
Praife  him  who  gave  the  fun  and  moon^ 
To  lead  the  various  feafons  on, 

And  guide  the  circling  year. 

XI. 

Ye  frofts,  that  bind  the  wat'ry  plain, 
Ye  filent  fhow'rs  of  fleecy  rain, 

Purfue  the  heav'nly  theme  ; 
Praife  him  who  fheds  the  driving  fnow, 
Forbids  the  harden'd  waves  to  flow, 

And  ftops  the  rapid  ftream. 


l.  Ye 
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XII. 

Ye  days  and  nights,  that  fwiftly  borne. 
From  morn  to  eve,  from  eve  to  morn, 

Alternate  glide  away ; 
Praife  him,  whofe  never-varying  light, 
Abfent,  adds  horror  to  the  night, 

But  prefent,  gives  the  day. 

XIII. 

Light,  from  whofe  rays  all  beauty  fprings; 
Darknefs,  whofe  wide-expanded  wings 

Involve  the  dufky  globe  ; 
Praife  him,  who,  when  the  heav'ns  he  fpread, 
Darknefs  his  thick  pavilion  made, 

And  light  his  regal  robe. 

XIV. 

Praife  him,  ye  lightnings,  as  ye  fly, 
Wing'd  with  his  vengeance  thro'  the  iky, 

And  red  with  wrath  divine ; 
Praife  him,  ye  clouds,  that  wand'ring  ftray, 
Or  fix'd  by  him,  in  clofe  array, 

Surround  his  aweful  fhrine. 

XV. 

Exalt,  O  earth!  thy  heav'nly  King, 

Who  bids  the  plants,  that  form  the  fpring, 

With  annual  verdure  bloom  ; 
Whofe  frequent  drops  of  kindly  rain, 
Prolifick  fwell  the  rip'ning  grain, 

And  blefs  thy  fertile  womb. 

H  2  XVI.  Ye 
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XVI. 

Ye  mountains,  that  ambitious  rife, 
And  heave  your  fummits  to  the  fides, 

Revere  his  aweful  nod; 
Think  how  you  once  affrighted  fled, 
When  Jordan  fought  his  fountain-head, 

And  own'd  th'  approaching  God. 

XVII. 

Ye  trees,  that  fill  the  rural  fcene; 

Ye  flowers,  that  o'er  th'  enamell'd  green 

In  native  beauty  reign ; 
O!  praife  the  Ruler  of  the  ikies, 
Whofe  hand  the  genial  fap  fupplies, 

And  clothes  the  fmiling  plain. 

XVIII, 

Ye  fecret  fprings,  ye  gentle  rills, 
That  murm'ring  rife  among  the  hills, 

Or  fill  the  humble  vale; 
Praife  him,  at  whofe  Almighty  nod 
The  rugged  rock  diflblving  flow'd, 

And  form'd  a  fpringing  well. 

XIX. 

Praife  him,  ye  floods,  and  feas  profound, 
Whofe  waves  the  fpacious  earth  furround, 

And  roll  from  more  to  Ihore; 
Aw'd  by  his  voice,  ye  feas,  fubfide, 
Ye  floods,  within  your  channels  glide, 

And  tremble  and  adore. 


XX.  Ye 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 


XX. 

Ye  whales,  that  ftir  the  boiling  deep, 
Or  in  it's  dark  recefles  fleep, 

Remote  from  human  eye; 
Praife  him,  by  whom  ye  all  are  fed, 
Praife  him,  without  whofe  heavenly  aid 

Ye  languim,  faint,  and  die. 

XXI. 

Ye  birds,  exalt  your  Maker's  name, 
Begin,  and  with  th'  important  theme 

Your  artlefs  lays  improve; 
Wake  with  your  fongs  the  rifing  day, 
Let  mufick  found  on  ev'ry  fpray, 

And  fill  the  vocal  grove, 

XXII. 

Praife  him,  ye  beafts,  that  nightly  roam 
Amid  the  folitary  gloom, 

Th'  expe&ed  prey  to  feize  ; 
Ye  (laves  of  the  laborious  plough, 
Your  ftubborn  necks  fubmiflive  bow, 

And  bend  your  weary'd  knees. 

XXIIL 

Ye  fons  of  men,  his  praife  difplay, 
Who  ftampt  his  image  on  your  clay, 

And  gave  it  povv'r  to  move  j 
Ye  that  in  Judah's  confines  dwell, 
From  age  to  age  fucceffive  tell 

Jhe  wonders  of  his  love. 


XXIV.  Let 
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XXIV. 

Let  Levi's  tribe  the  lay  prolong, 
Till  angels  Men  to  the  fong, 

And  bend  attentive  down ; 
Let  wonder  feize  the  heav'nly  train, 
Pleas'd,  while  they  hear  a  mortal  {train, 

So  fweet,  fo  like  their  own. 

XXV. 

And  you,  your  thankful  voices  join, 
That  oft  at  Salem's  facred  fhrine 

Before  his  altars  kneel; 
Where  thron'd  in  majefty  he  dwells, 
And  from  the  myftick  cloud  reveals 

The  dictates  of  his  will. 

XXVI. 

Ye  fpirits  of  the  jufl  and  good, 
That,  eager  for  the  blefs'd  abode, 

To  heav'nly  mansions  foar; 
O  !  let  your  fongs  his  praife  difplay. 
Till  heav'n  itfelf  mail  melt  away, 

And  time  mail  be  no  more.  ( 

XXVII. 

Praife  him,  ye  meek  and  humble  train, 
Ye  faints,  whom  his  decrees  ordain 

The  boundlefs  blifs  to  mare  ; 
O  praife  him,  till  ye  take  your  way 
To  regions  of  eternal  day, 

And  reign  for  ever  there. 


XXVIII.  Let 
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XXVIII. 

Let  us,  who  now  impaflive  ftand, 
Aw'd  by  the  tyrant's  ftern  command, 

Amid  the  fiery  blaze  ; 
While  thus  we  triumph  in  the  flame, 
Rife,  and  our  Maker's  love  proclaim, 

In  hymns  of  endlefs  praife. 


THE      GOLDFINCHES. 

TO     MR.    SHENSTONE. 
BY     MR.     JAGO. 

TO  you,  whofe  groves  protedl  the  feather'd  quires, 
Who  lend  their  artlefs  notes  a  willing  ear, 
To  you,  whom  pity  moves,  and  tafte  infpires, 
The  Dorick  ftrain  belongs — O  Shenftone,  hear! 

'Twas  gentle  fpring,  when  all  the  tuneful  race, 
By  nature  taught,  in  nuptial  leagues  combine; 

A  goldfinch  joy'd  to  meet  the  warm  embrace, 
And  hearts  and  fortunes  with  her  mate  to  join. 

Thro'  nature's  fpacious  walks  at  large  they  rang'd, 
No  fettled  haunts,  no  fix'd  abode  their  aim ; 

As  chance  or  fancy  led,  their  path  they  chang'd, 
Themfelves  in  every  vary'd  fcene  the  fame. 

Till  on  a  day,  to  weighty  cares  refign'd, 

With  mutual  choice,  alternate,  they  agreed, 

On  rambling  thoughts  no  more  to  turn  their  mind, 
But  fettle  foberly,  and  raife  a  breed. 


All 
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All  in  a  garden,  on  a  currant  bum, 

With  wond'rous  art  they  built  their  waving  feat: 

In  the  next  orchard  liv'd  a  friendly  thrufli, 
Nor  diftant  far,  a  woodlark's  foft  retreat. 

Here  blefs'd  with  eafe,  and  in  each  other  blefs'd, 
With  early  fongs  they  wak'd  the  fprightly  groves ; 

Till  time  rnatur'd  their  blifs,  and  crown'd  their  neft 
With  infant  pledges  of  their  faithful  loves. 

And,  now  what  tranfport  glow'd  in  cither's  eye! ! 

What  equal  fondnefs  dealt  th'  allotted  food ! 
What  joy  each  other's  likenefs  to  defcry, 

And  future  fonnets  in  the  chirping  brood ! 

But,  ah  I  what'earthly  happinefs  can  laft! 

How  does  the  fairefl  purpofe  often  fail! 
A  truant  fchoql-boy's  wantonnefs  could  blaft 

Their  rifing  hopes,  and  leave  them  both  to  wail* 

The  moft  ungentle  of  his  tribe  was  he, 

No  gen'rous  precept  ever  touch 'd  his  heart; 
With  concords  falfe,  and  hideous  profody, 

He  fcrawl'd  his  taflt,  and  blunder'd  o'er  his  part. 

On  barb'rous  plunder  bent,  with  favage  eye 

He  mark'd  where  wrapp'd  in  down  the  younglings  lay  J 

Then  ruming  feiz'd  the  wretched  family, 
And  bore  them  in  his  impious  hands  away. 

But  how  {hall  I  relate  in  numbers  rude 

The  pangs  for  poor  Chryfomitris  *  decreed! 
When  from  a  neighb'ring  fpray  aghaft  fhe  view'd 

The  favage  ruffian's  inaufpicious  deed! 

*  Chryfomitris,  it  feems,  is  the  name  for  a  goldfinch. 

So 
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9v  wrapp'd  in  grief  fome  heart-ftruck  matron  ftands, 
While  horrid  flames  furround  her  children's  room! 

On  Heav'n  me  calls,  and  wrings  her  trembling  hands, 
Conflrain'd  to  fee,  but  not  prevent  their  doom. 

*  O  grief  of  griefs!'  with  fhrieking  voice  me  cry'd, 

*  What  fight  is  this  that  I  have  liv'd  to  fee ! 
'  O  that  I  had  a  maiden-goldfinch  died, 

'  From  Love's  falfe  joys,  and  bitter  forrows  frccJ 

«  Was  it  for  this,  alas!  with  weary  bill, 

'  Was  it  for  this  J  pois'd  th'  unwieldy  ftraw? 

«  For  tliis  I  pick'd  the  mofs  from  yonder  hill, 
'  Nor  munn'd  the  pond'rous  chat  along  to  draw? 

'  Was  it  for  this  I  cull'd  the  wool  with  care, 

'  And  ftrove  with  all  my  flcill  our  work  to  crown  ? 

*  For  this,  with  pain  I  bent  the  ftubborn  hair, 

'  And  lin'd  our  cradle  with  the  thiftlc's  down  ? 

«  Was  it  for  this  my  freedom  I  refign'd, 

'  And  ceas'd  to  rove  from  beauteous  plain  to  plain? 

«  For  this  I  fate  at  home  whole  days  confin'd, 
'  And  bore  the  fcorching  heat  and  pealing  rain  ? 

*  Was  it  for  this,  my  watchful  eyes  grow  dim  ? 
'  The  crimfon  rofes  on  my  cheek  turn  pale? 

«  Pale  is  my  golden  plumage,  once  fo  trim, 

•  And  all  my  wonted  fpirits  'gin  to  fail. 

fc«  O  plund'rer  vile  !   O  more  than  weazel  fell ! 

'  More  treach'rous  than  the  cat  with  prudifh  face;, 

«  More  fierce  than  kites  with  whom  the  furies  dwell, 

'  More  pilf'ring  than  the  cuckow's  prowling  race ! 


For 
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«  For  thee  may  plum  or  goofb'ry  never  grow, 
*  No  juicy  currant  cool  thy  clammy  throat ; 

•  But  bloody  birch-twigs  work  thee  ihameful  woe, 
«  Nor  ever  goldfinch  chear  thee  with  her  note'.' 

'•Thus  fang  the  mournful  bird  her  piteous  tale, 
The  piteous  tale  her  mournful  mate  return'd  : 

Then  fide  by  fide  they  fought  the  diftant  vale, 
'And  there  in  filent  fadnefs  inly  mourn'd. 


EPISTLE    TO    MISS    LUCY    ATKYN§. 

BY    LORD    BO  LING  BROKE. 

DEAR,  thoughtlefs  Clara,  to  my  verfe  attend; 
Believe,  for  once,  thy  lover  and  thy  friend, 
Heaven  to  each  fex  has  various  gifts  aflign'd, 
And  fhewn  an  equal  care  of  human-kind  ; 
Strength  does  to  man's  imperial  race  belong, 
To  yours  that  beauty  which  fubdues  the  ftrong; 
.But  as  our  ftrength  when  mifapply'd  is  loft, 
And  what  fhould  fave,  urges  our  ruin  moft ; 
Juftfo,  when  beauty  proftituted  lies, 
Of  bawds  the  prey,  of  rakes  th'  abandon'd  prize, 
Women  no  more  their  empire  can  maintain, 

Nor  hope,  vile  flaves  of  luft,  by  love  to  reign ; 

Superior  charms  but  make  their  cafe  the  worfe, 

And  what  fhould  be  their  blefiing,  proves  their  curfe. 
;     Oh,  nymph!  that  might,  reclin'd  on  Cupid's  breaft, 

Like  Pfyche,  foothe  the  god  of  love  to  reft  ; 

Or,  if  ambition  mov'd  thee,  Jove  enthral, 

Erandifh  his  thunder,  and  direft  it's  fall ; 

Survey  thyfelf,  contemplate  ev'ry  grace 

Of  that  fweet  fprm,  of-that  $ngeliok  face; 

rm 
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Then,  Clara,  fay,  were  thofe  delicious  charms 

Meant  for  lewd  brothels,  and  rude  ruffians  arms  ? 

No,  Clara,  no  !  that  perfon,  and  that  mind, 

Were  form'd  by  Nature,  and  by  Heav'n  deftgn'd, 

For  nobler  ends:   to  thefe  return,  tho'  late; 

Return  to  thefe,  and  fo  avert  thy  fate. 

Think,   Clara,  think,   (nor  will  that  thought  bo  vain) 

Thy  flave,  thy  Harry,  doom'd  to  drag  his  chain 

Of  love,  ill-treated  and  abus'd,  that  he 

From  more  inglorious  chains  might  refcue  thee* 

Thy  drooping  health  reftor'd  ;  by  his  fond  care, 

Once  more  thy  beauty  it's  full  luitre  wear: 

Mov'd  by  his  love,  by  his  example  taoght, 

Soon  fhall  thy  foul,  once  more  with  virtue  fraught, 

With  kind  and  gen'rous  truth  thy  bofom  warm,  « 

And.  thy  fair  mind,  like  thy  fair  perfon,  charm. 

To  virtue,  thus,  and  to  thylelf  rellor'd, 

By  all  admir'd,  by  one  alone  ador'd, 

Be  to  thy  Harry  ever  kind  and  true, 

And  live  for  him  who  more  than  dies  for  you. 


THE    SPLENDID    SHILLING, 

BY     MR.    J.     PHILLIPS. 

"    •     •       Sinp,  heavenly  MuTe! 

"  Things  unattempceu  yet,  in  profe  or  rhyme  ;** 
A  Shilling,  Brccditi,  and  Chimeras  dire. 

HAPPY  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  flrif?, 
In  filken  or  in  leathern  purfe  retains 
A  fplendid  milling.    He  nor  hears  with  pain 
New  oyflers  cry'd,  nor  fighs  for  chearful  ale: 
But  with  his  friends,  when  nightly  mifts  arife, 
To  Juniper's  Magpye,  or  Town  Hall  repairs  ; 
Where,  mindful  of  the  nymph,  whofe  wanton  eye 
Trausfix'd  his  foul,  and  kindled  amorsus  flames, 

I  2  CKIge, 
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Chloe,  or  Phillis,  he  each  circling  glafs 
Wifheth  her  health,  and  joy,  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile  he  fmoaks  and  laughs  at  merry  tale, 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  conundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  whom  griping  penury  furrounds, 
And  hunger,  fure  attendant  upon  want, 
With  fcanty  offals,  and  fmaJl  acid  tiff, 
(Wretched  repalt !)  my  meagre  corfe  fuftain  : 
Then  folitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warmirrg  puff 
Regale  chill'd  fingers;  or,  from  tube  as  biack. 
As  winter  chimney  or  well-poliuYd  jet, 
Exhale  Mundungus,  ill-perfuming  fcentr; 
Not  blacker  tube,  nor  of  a  fhorter  fize, 
$moaks  Cambro-Briton  (vers'd  in  pedigree, 
Sprung  from  Cadwallader  and  Arthur,  kings 
.Full  famous  in  romantick  tale)  when  he 
O'er  many  a  craggy  hill,  and  barren  cliff, 
Upon  a  cargo  of  fam'ct  Celtrian  cheefe, 
High  over-fliadowing  rides,  with  a  delign 
To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  th'  Arvonian  mart, 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  ancient  town 
Yclip'-d  Brechinia;  or  where  Vaga's  ilream 
Encircles  Ariconium,  fruitful  foil, 
Whence  flow  ne&areous  wines,  that  well  may  vie 
With  Maffic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falern. 

Thus,  while  my  joylefs  minutes  tedious  flow, 
With  looks  demure,  and  filent  pace,  a  Dun, 
Horrible  monfler !  hated  by  gods  and  men, 
To  my  aerial  citadel  afcends : 
With  vocal  heel  thrice  thund'ring  at  my  gates. 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls  ;  I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  foJemn  found. 
What  fhould  I  do  ?  or  whither  turn  ?  Amaz'd, 
Confounded,  to  the  dark  recefs  I  fly 
Of  wood-hole ;  ftraight  my  briftling  hairs  ereft 
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Thro'  fudden  fe^r  ;  a  chilly  fweat  bedews 

My  fhudd'ring  limbs,  and  (wonderful  to  tell !) 

My  tongue  forgets  her  faculty  of  fpeech  ; 

So  horrible  he  fetras !  His  faded  brow 

Entrench'd  with  many  a  frown,   and  conick  beard, 

And  fpreading  band,  admir'd  by  modern  faints, 

Difaft'rous  adls  forebode  ;  in  his  right-hand 

Long  fcrolls  of  paper  folemnly  he  waves, 

With  characters  and  figures  dire  infc/ib'd, 

Grievous  to  mortal  eyes ;   (ye  gods,  avert 

Such  plagues  from  righteous  men  !)   Behind  him  ftalks 

Another  monfter,  not  unlike  himfelf, 

Sullen  of  afpeft,  by  the  vulgar  call'd 

A  Catchpole,  whofe  polluted  hands  the  gods 

With  force  incredible,  and  magick  charms, 

Firft  have  cndu'd;  if  he  his  ample  pahn 

Should  haply  on  ill-fated  moulder  lay 

Of  debtor,  Itraight  his  body,  to  the  touch 

Obfequious,  (as  whilom  knights  were  wont) 

To  fome  inchanted  calUe  is  convey'd, 

Where  gates  impregnable,  and  coercive  chains. 

In  durance  ftrift  detain  him,  till,  in  form 

Of  money,  Pallas  fets  the  captive  free. 

Beware,  ye  debtors!  when  ye  walk  beware, 
Be  circumfpecl;  oft  with  infidious  ken 
This  caitiff  eyes  your  iteps  aloof,  and  oft 
Lies  perdue  in-  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave, 
Prompt  to  inchant  fome  inadvertent  wretch 
With  his  unhallow'd  touch.     So   (poets  fing) 
Grimalkin,  to  domeflick  vermin  fworn 
An  everlafting  foe,  with  watchful  eye 
Lies  nightly  brooding  o'er  a  chinky  gap, 
Protending  her  fell  claws,   to  thoughtlefs  mice 
Sure  ruin.     So  her  difembowell'd  web 
Arachne  in  a  hall  or  kitchen  fpreads, 
Obvious  to  vagrant  flics  :  Die  fccret  Hands 

WitM* 
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Within  her  woven  cell ;  the  humming  prey, 
Regardlefs  of  their  fate,  rufh  on  the  toils 
Inextricable,  nor  will  aught  avail 
Their  arts,  or  arms,  or  Ihapes  of  lovely  hue  j 
The  wafp  infidious,  and  the  buzzing  drone, 
And  butterfly  proud  of  expanded  wings 
Diftinft  with  gold,  entangled  in  her  fnares, 
Ufelefs  refinance  make :  with  eager  ftrides, 
She  tow'ring  flies  to  her  expefted  fpoils ; 
Then  with  envenom'd  jaws  the  vital  blood 
Drinks  of  reluftant  foes,  and  to  her  cave 
Their  bulky  carcafes  triumphant  drags. 

So  pafs  my  days.     But,  when  nocturnal  fliades 
This  world  invelope,  and  th'  inclement  air 
Peifuades  men  to  repel  benumbing  froits 
\Vith  pleafant  wines,  and  crackling  blaze  of  wood  j 
Me  lonely  fitting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
Of  make-wcighi  candle,  nor  the  joyous  talk 
Of  loving  friend,  delights;  diftrefs'd,  forlorn, 
Amidil  the  horrors  of  the  tedious  night, 
Darkling  I  figh,  and  feed  with  difmal  thoughts 
My  anxious  mind;  or  fometimes  mournful  verfe 
Indite,  and  fing  of  groves  and  myrtle  fhades, 
Or  defperate  lady  near  a  purling  ftream, 
Or  lover  pendent  on  a  wiliow-tree. 
Meanwhile,  I  labour  with  eternal  drought, 
And  refllefs  wim  and  rave;  my  parched  throat- 
Finds  no  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repofe  : 
But  if  a  {lumber  haply  does^nvade 
My  weary  limbs,  my  fancy's  ftill  awake, 
Thoughtful  of  drink,  and  eager,  in  a  dream* 
Tipples  imaginary  pots  of  ale, 
In  vain — awake,  I  find  the  fettled  thirft 
Still  gnawing,  and  the  pleafant  phantom  curfe. 

Thus  do  I  live,  from  pleafure  quite  debarr'd, 
Nor  tafte  the  fruita  that  the  fun's  genial  rays 

I^ature 
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Mature,  john-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach, 

Nor  walnut  in  rough-furrow'd  coat  fecure, 

Nor  medlar  fruit  delicious  in  decay. 

Afflictions  great!  yet  greater  ftill  remain: 

My  galligafkins,  that  have  long  withftood 

The  winter's  fury,  and  encroaching  frofts, 

I3y  time  fubdu'd,  (what  will  not  time  fubJue!) 

An  horrid  chafm  difclofe,  with  orifice 

Wide,  difcontinuous;  at  which  the  winds, 

Eurus  and  Aufter,  and  the  dreadful  force 

Of  Boreas,   that  congeals  the  Cronian  wave*. 

Tumultuous  enter  with  dire  chilling  blafts, 

Portending  agues.     Thus  a  well-fraught  (hip. 

Long  fail'd  fecure,  or  thro'  th'  yEgean  deep, 

Or  the  Ionian,  till  cruifing  near 

The  Lilybean  more,  with  hideous  crufh 

On  Scylla,  or  Charybdis,  (dang'rous  rocks) 

She  ftrikes  rebounding;  whence  the  fhatter'd  oak, 

So  fierce  a  (hock  unable  to  withftand, 

Admits  the  fea  :   in  at  the  gaping  fide 

The  crouding  waves  gum  with  impetuous  rage. 

Refiftlefs,  overwhelming  !   Horrors  feize 

The  mariners;  death  in  their  eyes  appears; 

They  flare,  they  lave,  they  pump,  they  fvvcar,  they  pray 

(Vain  efforts!  )  ftill  the  battering  waves  rufh  in, 

Implacable;  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam, 

The  (hip  fink;  found'ring  in  ths  vaft  abyfs. 
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ELGIVA      TO      EDWY* 

BY     MRS*.     HAMPDEN     PVE. 

IF  yet  thy  thoughts  confefs  their  former  flame, 
If  Edwy's  heart  ftill  owns  iilgiva's  name, 
In  thefe  fad  lines,  my  grief,  my  pafiion  trace, 
Tho'  tears  the  mournful  numbers  half  eflnce: 
Condemn  'd  in  ceafelefs  ab  fence  to  deplore 
A  wretched  exile  on  lerne's  Ihore  ; 
Since  that  fad  day,  that  ever  fatal  hour, 
That  made  us  vidims  to  proud  Odo's  pow'r, 
Who  dar'd  abufe  Religion's  facred  name, 
And  brand  with  fancied  crimes  our  fpotlefa  fame. 

Here  while  I  wafte  the  lone  unfocial  dr.y, 
Unconquer'd  Love  exerts  his  tyrant  fway; 
Here  bufy  Memory  paints  in  glowing  hue, 
The  happy  fcenes  when  life  and  lo\'e  were  new, 
E'en  now  I  fee  thee,  gaze  on  all  thy  charms, 
And  court  the  phantom  to  my  longing  arms. 
My  king,  my  hero,  rifes  to  my  fight, 
In  youth,  in  beauty,  and  in  glory  bright  | 


. 
*         ;  irr  -.-.  and  barbanrafiy  murdered 
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Tfrofe  radiant  eyes,  that  thro'  their  filken  fence 
Would  oft  on  mine  their  humid  beams  difpenfe; 
The  auburn  locks,  that  with  redundant  flow 
Wave  in  fweet  contraft  o'er  a  front  of  fnow  ; 
The  downy  bloom  that  mantles  on  thy  cheek, 
Where  Health  and  Temperance  diftinclly  fpeak ; 
The  lips  whofe  tints  out-blufh  the  mofs-clad  rofe> 
Whence  the  foft  voice  in  founds  perfuafive  flows ; 
That  voice  harmonious,  where  the  Graces  meet, 
Strong  as  thy  fenfe,  and  as  thy  temper  fweet. 

Canft  thou  forget  the  vows  of  endlefs  truth, 
Lifp'd  in  our  childhood,  and  confirm'd  in  youth  ? 
No  fenfual,  low,  inelegant  defire, 
It's  drofs  e'er  mingled  with  our  facred  fire: 
Nor  care,  nor  flrife,  nor  jealoufy  we  kuew, 
But  wing'd  with  blifs  the  tender  moments  flew. 
O  day  of  rapture  !  when  my  willing  hand 
To  thine  was  yielded  at  a  fire's  command ; 
And  witnefs  every  power  that  guides  the  heart* 
No  joy  to  me  could  royalty  impart. 
My  unambitious  mind,  engrofs'd  by  thee, 
With  carelefs  eye  view'd  regal  pageantry: 
In  thee  was  center'd  all  that  blefles  life; 

Morfc  than  thy  queen,  Elgiva  was thy  wife  ! 

Ah!  little  thought  we  that  the  nuptial  bands, 
Should  fdbn  be  rent  by  facrilegious  hands  ; 
And  fondly  dream'd,  from  all  but  death  fecure. 
Our  loves  as  long  as  beings  mould  endure; 
But  Odo  comes !  diflblves  the  heaven-rolPd  vowt 
And  ftamps  difhonour  on  my  matron  brow ; 
Drags  me  expiring  from  thy  warm  embrace, 
An  exil'd  outcaft  from  the  human  race. 
Throbs  there  a  heart  with  hopelefs  love  like  mine, 
Torn  from  a  youth  whofe  merit  equals  thine? 
She,  only  me,  by  kindred  pangs  can  tell, 
The  death-like  anguifh  of  our  laft  fareweL, 

K  Religion! 
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Religion !  fairefl  daughter  of  the  {kies, 
Guide  and  prote£lrefs  of  the  good  and  wife; 
Thy  tenets  only  would  mankind  obey, 
Chear'd  and  illum'd  by  Truth's  unerring  ray, 
Curs'd  fuperftition  fliould  no  longer  reign, 
But  thou  and  Reafon  equal  rule  maintain; 
From  prieftly  power  unite  to  fnatch  the  rod, 
And  vindicate  the  injur'd  laws  of  God. 
Then  cloifter'd  Beauty  would  no  longer  mourn, 
From  each  endearing  tie  untimely  torn  ; 
No  longer  modes  of  faith  divide  the  world, 
Nor  Perfecution's  banners  be  unfurl'd. 
A  widow'd  bed  I  then  might  ne'er  have  known, 
Nor  wept  my  Edwy's  kindred  blood  to  own. 

But  thee,  my  love,  may  every  blefling  wait ; 
Still  be  renown'd,  be  happy,  and  be  great! 
Soon  may  a  fairer  bride  fupply  my  place, 
And  give  increafe  to  thy  imperial  race  ! 
— Diftrafting  thought !  another  mare  thy  love! 
The  killing  image  from  my  foul  remove. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  my  tortur'd  heart  to  fteel, 
I  love  as  woman,  and  as  woman  feel. 
In  vain  thy  wife  that  title  would  refign, 
Since  honour's  laws  muft  ftill  preferve  thee  mine. 
E?.ch  wifh  abftra&ed,  then,  T  ceafe  to  prove, 
And  {ink  again  the  willing  (lave  of  love ; 
Feel  every  fenfe  in  floods  of  fondnefs  loft, 
By  doubts  divided,  and  by  pamon  tofs'd. 

Ah !  little  think  the  herd  that  envy  kings, 
The  train  of  ills  that  purple  greatnefs  brings; 
Their  broken  flumbers,  their  unquiet  days, 
Their  fear  of  fa&ion,  and  their  thirft  of  praife  : 
Compell'd  each  fort  affeftion  to  refign, 
A  painful  offering,  at  ambition's  (hrine! 

Sweet  Mediocrity  !  to  thee  alone, 
Virtue  and  happinefs  are  truly  known* 

With 
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With  thee  the  youth  whofe  choice  clefts  a  bride, 
Grows  old  in  pleafures  by  her  faithful  fide. 
The  fummer's  walk,  the  winter's  chearful  fire, 
The  fure  fruition  of  each  calm  defire, 
Bids  life  glide  on,  one  fcene  of  mild  repofe, 
Till  death,  without  a  pang,  their  eyelids  clofe. 

Had  we  been  born  to  know  this  blifsful  ftate, 
Thy  lot  as  humble  as  thy  foul  is  great ; 
And  I  diftinguifli'd  by  thy  love  alone, 
Unenvied  happinefs  had  been  our  own. 
But  now,  ah!   fad  reverfe,  to  tears  a  prey, 
Hope,  even  Hope!  denies  her  chearing  ray: 
For  flill  when  fleep  would  yield  a  ftiort  relief, 
And  worn  out  nature  grant  a  paufe  to  grief, 
Some  dreadful  vifion  ever  haunts  my  foul, 
Storms  feem  to  rife,  and  burfting  thunders  roll. 
The  winds  unchain'd,  o'er  troubled  oceans  fweep, 
And  tenfold  horrors  vex  the  foaming  deep. 
Yet  to  rejoin  my  love,  my  fteps  I  guide, 
And  fearlefs  feek  to  climb  the  veflel's  fide. 
Sudden  I'm  feiz'd  ;  a  ruffian  band  appears, 
Deaf  to  my  cries,  regardlefs  of  my  tears : 
Their  favage  hands  my  trembling  limbs  difgrace, 
And  my  once  flatter'd  features  all  deface; 
E'en  from  his  manfion  drive  my  bofom's  lord, 
And  rend  the  (hrine  where  Edwy  is  ador'd  ! 

But  tho'  prophetick  dreams  my  fate  foretel, 
Tho'  coward  fears  in  this  weak  heart  rebel, 
Love  ftill  prevails,  and  bids  me  urge  my  flight, 
To  meet  the  threaten'd  ftroke  in  Edwy's  fight. 
Ill  can  that  prince  his  people's  rights  proteft. 
Who  tamely  yields  his  own  with  cold  negleft. 
Then  hafte,  my  king,  recal  thy  injur'd  wife, 
Or  take   (I  prize  it  not)   my  forfeit  life: 
For  death  can  fure  no  terrors  wear  to  me, 
Who  more  than  life  have  loll,  in  lofing  thee. 

K2  ELEGY. 
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ELEGY. 

OCCASIONED   BY  THE   DEATH  OF  A   LADY. 
BY     DR.     BEATTIE. 

STILL  (hall  unthinking  man  fubftaqtial  deem 
The  forms  that  fleet  thro'  life's  deceitful  dream ! 
(Dn  cloqds,  where  fancy's  beam  amufive  plays, 
Shall  heedlefs  hope  his  tow'ring  fabrick  raife! 
Till  at  death's  touch  th'  ideal  glories  fly, 
And  real  fcenes  rufh  difm,al  on  the  eye; 
And,  from  Elyfian  (lumbers  rudely  torn, 
The  ftartled  foul  awakes,  to  think,  and  mourn. 

O  ye,  whofe  hours  in  jocund  train  advance, 
Whofe  fpirits  to  the  fong  of  gladnefs  dance ; 
Who  flowery  fcenes  in  endlefs  view  furvey, 
Glittering  in  beams  of  vifionary  day ! 
O !  yet  while  fate  delays  th'  impending  woe, 
Be  rouz'd  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow; 
Left,  like  the  lightning's  glance,  the  fudden  ill 
Flafh  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kill: 
Left,  thus  encompafs'd  with  funereal  gloom, 
Like  me  ye  bend  o'er  fome  untimely  tomb, 
Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  Night's  frighted  ear, 
And  half  pronounce  Heaven's  facred  doom  fever*. 

Wife!  beauteous!  good!   O  every  grace  combin'd, 
That  charms  the  eye,  that  captivates  the  mind ! 
Fair  as  the  flowret  opening  on  the  morn, 
Whofe  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn ! 
Sweet,  as  the  downy-pinion'd  gale,  that  roves 
To  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves  ! 
Mild,  as  the  (trains,  that,  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
Warbling  remote,  along  the  vales  decay ! 

Yet, 
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Yet,  why  with  thefe  compar'd  ?   What  tints  fo  fine, 

What  fweetnefs,   mildnefs,  can  be  match'd  with  thine? 

Why  roam  abroad?  fmce  ftill,  to  fancy's  eyes, 

I  fee,  I  fee  thy  lovely  form  arife ! 

Still  let  me  gaze,  and  every  care  beguile, 

Gaze  on  that  cheek,  where  all  the  graces  fmile  ; 

That  foul-expreffing  eye,  benignly  bright, 

Where  meeknefs  beams  ineffable  delight ; 

That  brow,  where  wifdom  fits  enthron'd  ferene.,       « 

Each  feature  forms,  and  dignifies  the  mien  ; 

Still  let  me  liiten,  while  her  words  impart 

The  fweet  effufions  of  the  blamelefs  heart; 

Till  all  my  foul,  each  tumult  charm'd  away, 

Yields,  gently  led,  to  virtue's  eafy  fway. 

By  thee  infpir'd,  O  Virtue,  age  is  young, 
And  mufick  warbles  from  the  faultering  tongue; 
Thy  ray  creative  chears  the  clouded  brow, 
And  decks  the  faded  cheek  with  rofy  glow,   • 
Brightens  the  joylefs  afpeft,  and  fupplies 
Pure  heavenly  luftre  to  the  languid  eyes: 
Each  look,  each  action,  while  it  awes,  invites, 
And  age  with  every  youthful  grace  delights. 
But  when  youth's  living  bloom  reflects  thy  beams, 
Refiftlefs  on  the  view  the  glory  ftreams, 
Th'  extatick  bread  triumphant  virtue  warms, 
And  beauty  dazzles  with  angelick  charms. 

Ah,  whither  fled  ! — ye  dear  illufions,  flay  ! 
Lo,  pale  and  filent  lies  the  lovely  clay! 
How  are  the  rofes  on  that  lip  decay'd, 
Which  liealth  in  all  the  pride  of  bloom  array'd  ! 
J-Iealth  on  her  form  each  fprightly  grace  beitow'd ; 
With  aftive  life  each  fpeaking  feature  glow'd. 
Fair  was  the  flower,  and  foft  the  vernal  iky ; 
Elate  with  hope  we  deenVd  no  tempeft  nigh; 
When,  lo!   a  whirlwind's  inftantaneous  guft 
Left  all  it's  beauties  withering  in  the  duft, 

All 
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All  cold  the  hand  that  footh'd  woe's  weary  head ! 
All  quench'd  the  eye  the  pitying  tear  that  fhed ! 
All  mute  the  voice  whofe  pleafing  accents  Hole, 
Jnfufing  balm  into  the  rankled  foul  ? 
O  death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power, 
And  fpare  the  weed,  yet  lop  the  lovely  flow'r? 
Why  fly  thy  fliafts  in  lawlefs  error  driven  ? 
Is  virtue,  then,  no  more  the  care  of  Heaven ! 

But  peace,  bold  thought!  be  Hill,  my  burfting  heart! 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatal  dart. 
Scap'd  the  dark  dungeon,  does  the  flave  complain, 
Nor  blefs  the  hand  that  broke  the  galling  chain  ' 
Say,  pines  not  virtue  for  the  lingering  morn, 
On  this  dark  wild  condemn'd  to  roam  forlorn  ? 
Where  reafon's  meteor-rays,  with  fickly  glow, 
O'er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  throw; 
Difclofmg  dubious,  to  th'  affrighted  eye, 
O'erwhelming  mountains  tottering  from  on  high, 
Black  billowy  feas  in  ftorms  perpetual  toA'd, 
And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  loft. 
O  happy  flroke,  that  burfts  the  bonds  of  clay, 
Darts  thro*  the  rending  gloom  the  blaze  of  day, 
And  winds  the  foul  with  boundlefs  flight  to  foar, 
Where  dangers  threat,  and  fears  alarm  no  more ! 

Tranfporting  thought !  here  let  me  wipe  away 
The  falling  tear,  and  wake  a  bolder  lay  : 
But,  ah!  afrefli  the  fwimming  eye  o'erflows; 
Nor  check  the  tear  that  ftreams  for  human  woes. 
Lo!  o'er  her  duft,  in  fpeechlefs  anguifh,  bend 
The  hopelefs  parent,  hufband,  brother,  friend! 
How  vain  the  hope  of  man  !  but  ceafe  thy  ftrain, 
Nor  forrow's  dread  folemnity  prophane ; 
Mix'd  with  yon  drooping  mourners,  o'er  her  bier, 
In  filence  fhed  the  fympathetick  tear. 


ODE 
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ODE    ON    TRUE    GREATNESS. 

BY     MR.     HUDSON. 

LE  T  who  will  climb  the  towery  deep 
Of  fovereigrtty,  with  flippery  ftrides, 
Where  on  the  bofom  of  the  deep 

Below  the  pitchy  pinnace  rides  : 
A  death's  head  flag  unfurl'd  to  view, 
Waves  ghaftly;  and  a  fable  crew 

Gaze  from  the  deck,  arid  feem  to  wait, 
Dafli'd  down  the  pointed  rocks,  the  ram  unfortunate. 

Mine  be  the  low  and  level  way, 

Amid  the  quiet  vale  to  ftray, 
Safe  in  fome  fylvan  lodge  to  dwell, 

And  lull'd  by  the  clear  ftream  that  fpeeds 

By  (hallow  fords  to  ruftling  reeds, 
And  fmall  lakes  fring'd  with  homely  afpodel. 

There  fits  the  calm,  the  rural  fage, 

With  Nature's  volume  fair  in  view; 
And  meditates  the  fhining  page 

Replete  with  wonders  ever  new : 
While  Wifdom  points,  on  either  hand; 
Where  plants,  and  herbs,  and  flowrets  Hand 

In  emerald  groves,  and  fhadowy  glades, 
In  furzy  moors,  or  muflcy-fmelling  meads. 

Truth,  in  her  liquid  glafs  ferene, 

To  him  explains  each  moral  fcene  : 
Oft,  in  the  downward  flcies,  a  train 

Of  tinfelinfe&s  he  furveys, 

Or  glow-worm  with  fallacious  blaze, 
Juft  emblem  of  court  greatnefs,  frail  and  vain. 

Oft 
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Oft  in  his  woodland  walk  he  flops  to  mark 

The  fpirited  and  youthful  lark, 
Warn'd  by  the  dawning  in  the  dappled  eafh 

Lift  his  melodious  flight  thro*  upper  air ; 
Late  the  low  tenant  of  the  rufliy  neft 

Now  fings  unrivall'd  in  his  radiant  fphere. 
The  pondering  hermit  then  fees  merit  roam, 
Above  the  nurflings  of  the  courtly  dome,  , 

On  glory's  fparkling  wheels,  rais'd  from  it's  humble  dbrhe; 

Firftofthe  families  of  fame, 

That  Rome's  imperial  city  grace, 
From  rural  huts  and  hamlets  came 

The  Fabian  and  Fabrician  race  ; 
With  that  firm  judge  that  could  contemn 
And  banifh  the  proud  diadem. 

To  Sabine  fields  me  owes  the  vine, 
Whofe  tendrils  yet  round  virtue's  column  twine  ; 

Which  braves  oppreflion's  wint'ry  breath, 

Arid  ftands  the  icy  touch  of  death. 
The   leaflels  flock   that  fortune  dooms 

To  wither  with  returning  fpring 
(While  the  glad  flocks  of  freedom  fing) 
Profufe  of  proinis'd  fweets,  with  double  vigour  blooms. 

Hark !    hark  !    'tis  Brutus'  namf  I  hear, 

Join'd  with  his  fair,  heroick  bride ; 
To  Honour's  hallow'd  fane  they  fleer 

Along  the  favourable  tide  ; 
To  her  and  fafety  there  to  place 
The  tablet,  vow'd  to  human  race : 

Blow,  every  kind  and  gentle  gale 
Of  gratitude,  and  fan  the  fwelling  fail. 

High  on  a  fleecy  couch  reclin'd, 

Of  white  and  amber  clouds  combin'dj 
Rome's  Genius  lifts  his  auguft  head ; 

Now 
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Now  flow  defcending  nearer  draws, 

Hail'd  with  the  popular  applaufe, 
And  bids  the  folemn  pageantry  proceed; 
Go,  the  triumphal  ornaments  difplay; 

Ye  facred  Salii  lead  the  way : 
Next  led  the  order  of  Patrician  blood, 

In  awful  march  a  numerous  train  compofea 
And  follow'd  by  the  jubilating  crowd  ; 

As  Cybele  thro'  Phrygian  cities  goes, 
Majeftick,  and  with  golden  turrets  crowned  : 
A  hundred  gods  her  gorgeous  car  furround, 
A  thoufand  tongues  acclaim ;  the  clanging  cymbals  found; 


•  I  L      BELLICOSO. 

BY     MR.     MASON. 

HENCE,  dull  lethargick  Peace, 
Born  in  fome  hoary  Beadfman's  cell  obfcUre; 
Or  in  Circaean  bower, 
"Where  Manhood  dies,  and  Reafon's  vigils  ceafe; 

Hie  to  congeniai  climes, 
Where  fome  feraglio's  downy  tyrant  reigns ; 

Or  where  Italian  fwains, 
Midft  wavy  (hades,  and  myrtle-blooming  bowers, 

Lull  their  ambrofial  hours, 

And  deck  with  languid  trills  their  tinkling  rhymes; 
But  rouze,  thou  god  by  furies  drefs'd, 
In  helm  with  Terror's  plumed  creft, 
Jn  adamantine  fteel  bedight, 
Gliftening  formidably  bright, 
With  ftep  unfix'd,  and  afpefl  wild  j 
Jealous  Juno's  raging  child, 
Who  thee  conceiv'd  in  Flora's  bower, 
By  touch  of  rare  Olenian  flower: 

L  Oft 
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Oft  the  goddefs  figh'd  in  vain, 

Envying  Jove's  prolifick  brain, 

And  oft  {he  ftray'd  Olympus  round, 

Till  this  fpecifick  help  ftie  found  ; 

Then  fruitful  grown,  me  quits  the  Ikies, 

To  Thracia's  fanguine  plain  {he  hies  ; 

There  teems  thee  forth,  of  nervous  mould, 

Haughty,  furious,  fwift,  and  bold, 

Names  thee  Mars,  and  bids  thee  call 

The  world  from  Pleafure's  flowery  thrall. 

Come,  then,  Genius  of  the  war, 

Roll  me  in  thy  iron  car ; 

And  while  thy  courfers  pierce  the  flcy, 

Breathing  fury  as  they  fly, 

Let  Courage  hurry  fwift  before, 

All  (foin'd  around  with  purple  gore, 

And  Viclory  follow  clofe  behind, 

With  wreath  of  palm  and  laurel  join'd, 

While  high  above,  fair  Fame  affumes 

Her  place,  and  waves  her  eagle  plumes. 

Then  let  the  trumpet  fwell  the  note, 

Roaring  rough  thro'  brazen  throat; 

Let  the  drum  fonorous  beat, 

With  thick  vibrations  hoarfely  fweet; 

Boxen  hautboys  too  be  found, 

Nor  be  mifs'd  the  fife's  mrill  found; 

Nor  yet  the  bagpipe's  fwelling  ftrain, 

Solace  fweet  to  Highland  fwain, 

Whether  on  fome  mountain's  brow, 

Now  fqueaking  high,  now  droning  low, 

He  plays  deft  lilts  to  Scottim  lafs, 

Tripping  it  o'er  the  pliant  grafs, 

Or  whether  in  the  battle's  fray, 

He  lively  pipes  a  bolder  lay; 

The  bolder  lay  (fuch  magick  reigns 

In  all  it's  moving  Phrygian  ftrains) 
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Difperfes  fwift  to  all  the  train, 
Fury^Hern,  and  pale  Difdain; 
Strikes  every  fire  from  every  mind, 
Nor  leaves  one  latent  fpark  behind. 
Bear  me  now  to  tented  ground, 
Where  gaudy  ftreamers  wave  around, 
Where  Britain's  enfigns  high  difplay'd, 
Lend  the  earth  a  fcarlet  made ; 
And  pikes  and  fpears,  and  lances  gay, 
Glitter  in  the  folar  ray ; 
Here  I'll  join  the  hardy  crowd, 
As  they  fport  in  gamefome  mood, 
Wreftling  on  the  circled  ground, 
Wreathing  limbs  with  limbs  around; 
Or  as  they  pitch  the  mafly  bar, 
Or  teach  the  difk  to  whiz  in  air ; 
And  when  night  returns,  regale 
With  chat  full  blunt,  and  chirping  ale ; 
While  fome  voice  of  manly  bafe 
Sings  my  darling  Chevy  Chace ; 
How  the  child  that's  yet  unborn, 
May  rue  Earl  Percy's  hound  and  horn; 
How  Witherington  in  doleful  dumps, 
Fought  right  valiant  on  his  flumps; 
And  many  a  knight  and  fquire  full  gay 
At  morn,  at  night  were  clad  in  clay; 
While  firft  and  laft  we  join  and  fmg, 
'  God  profper  long  our. noble  king  !' 
And  when  midnight  fpreads  around 
Her  fable  veilments  on  the  giound, 
Hence  I'll,  for  a  ftudious  feat, 
To  fome  ftrong  citadel  retreat; 
By  ditch  and  rampart  high  ypent, 
And  battery  ftrong  and  battlement ! 
There,  in  forae  ftate-room,  richly  dight 
With  maily  coats  and  faulchions  bright, 

J-2  Emblazon'd 
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Emblazon'd  fhields  of  quaint  imprefs, 

And  a  whole  army's  glitt'ring  drefs., 

While  the  taper  burneth  blue, 

(As  Brutus  erft  was  wont  to  do) 

Let  me  turn  the  ample  page 

Of  fome  grave  hiftorick  fage, 

Or  in  Homer's  facred  fong 

Mix  the  Grecian  bards  among ; 

Neftor  wife  with  filver'd  head, 

And  Ajax  ftern,  and  Diomed, 

And  many  more,  whofe  wonderous  might   - 

Could  equal  e'en  the  gods  in  fight; 

Or  lift  to  Virgil's  epick  lyre, 

Or  lofty  Lucan  wrapp'd  in  fire  ; 

But  rather  far  let  Shakefpeare's  Mufe 

Her  genuine  Britifh  fires  diffufe  ; 

And  brifldy  with  her  magick  ftrain. 

Hurry  me  to  Gallick  plain, 

Juft  when  each  patriot  Talbot  bleeds, 

Or  when  Heaven-profpei  'd  Harry  leads 

His  troops  with  feven-fold  courage  fteel'd^ 

To  Agincourt's  immortal  field. 

•But  when  th'  embattled  troops  advance, 

O  Mars,  my  every  thought  entrance  ! 

Guide  me,  thundering  martial  god, 

Guide  thro'  Glory's  arduous  road! 

While  hailing  bullets  round  me  fly, 

And  human  thunders  make  the  fky, 

While  crowds  of  heroes  heap  ^he  ground, 

And  dying  groans  are  heard  around, 

With  armour  clanking,  clarions  founding, 

Cannons  bellowing,  fhouts  rebounding; 

Guide  me,  thundering,  martial  god, 

Guide  thro'  Glory's  arduous  road! 

But  fhould  on  land  thy  triumphs  ceafe^ 

§^ill  lead  me  far  from  hated    eace 
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Me  bear,  dread  power,  for  warlike  fport, 

To  fome  wave-incircled  fort ; 

Or  (if  it  yield  more  open  fight) 

To  fome  hoar  promontory's  height, 

Whofe  high  arch'd  brow  o'erlooks  the  fcene, 

Where  Tritons  blue  and  Naiads  green, 

Sportive  from  their  coral  cave, 

Through  the  fluid  chryftal  lave : 

There  eagerly  I  ken  from  far 

All  the  wafte  of  naval  war, 

And  catch  a  fympathetick  rage, 

While  the  num'rous  fleets  engage. 

And  every  diflant  Ihore  rebounds 

To  the  cannons  rattling  founds, 

And  the  fulphureous  firefhip  rends, 

And  thoufand  fates  around  her  fends, 

And  limbs  diflever'd  hurl'd  on  high, 

Smoke  amid  th'  affrighted  fky. 

Then  let  black  clouds  above  my  head, 

With  gleams  of  fcarlet  thick  be  fpread, 

With  lightning's  flafh  and  thunder's  growl, 

Suit  the  fpleen  that  (hades  my  foul. 

There,  too,  let  cranes,  a  numerous  flight, 

With  beaks  and  claws  rage  bloody  fight, 

And  airy  knights  from  every  cloud 

Prick  forth,  their  armour  rattling  loud; 

With  blazing  fwords  and  comets  drear, 

Dragging  a  trail  of  flaming  hair  j 

Such  as  diffus'd  their  baneful  gleam 

O'er  befieg'd  Jerufalem, 

Or  hung  o'er  Rome  ere  Julius  fell, 

And  if  old  fages  rightly  fpell, 

Were  ever  deemed  to  foieihow 

Changes  in  our  realms  below. 

And  when  at  length  cold  creeping  Age 
Freezes  the  torrent  of  my  rage, 

Lfl 
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Let  me  live  amongft  a  crew 

Of  invalids,  of  kindred  hue  ! 

Of  fome  main  limb  bereft  by  War, 

Or  blefs'd  with  fome  deep  glorious  fear; 

Scar,  that  endlefs  glory  draws 

From  Liberty  and  Albion's  caufe : 

Then  oft  well  pleas'd  with  them  retire 

To  circle  round  a  fea-coal  fire, 

And  all  our  paft  campaigns  recite, 

Of  Vigo's  fack  and  Blenheim's  fight; 

How  valiant  Rooke  majeftick  trod, 

How  Malbro'  thunder'd,  half  a  god! 

And  then,  with  fage  prophetick  eye, 

In  future  battles  to  defcry, 

That  Britain  mall  not  fail  to  yield 

Equal  generals  for  the  field  ; 

That  France  again  mall  pour  her  blood, 

And  Danube  roll  a  purpled  flood. 

And  when  my  children  round  me  throng, 
The  fame  grand  theme  fhall  grace  my  tongue; 
To  teach  them,  mould  fair  England  need 
Their  blood,  'tis  theirs  to  wifli  to  bleed  ; 
And,  as  I  fpeak,  to  mark  with  joy 
New  courage  ftart  in  every  boy; 
And  gladfome  read  in  all  their  eyes, 
Each  will  a  future  hero  rife. 
Thefe  delights  if  Mars  afford, 
Mars,  with  thee  I  whet  my  fword. 
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I  L      PACIFIC  O. 

WRITTEN   ON   THE    CONCLUSION    OF  THE   PEACE   OF   A1X-LA- 
CHAPELLE,    MDCCXLVIII. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

HENCE,  peftilential  Mars, 
Of  fable-vefted  Night  and  Chaos  bred, 

On  matter's  formlefs  bed, 
'Mid  the  harfli  din  of  elemental  jars : 

Hence  with  thy  frantick  crowd, 
Wing'd  Flight,  pale  Terror,  Difcord  cloath'd  in  fire, 

Precipitate  retire ; 
While  mad  Bellona  cracks  her  fnaky  thong, 

And  hurries  headlong  on, 
To  Ach'ron's  brink  and  Phlegethon's  flaming  flood. 

But  hail,  fair  Peace  !  fo  mild  and  meek, 
With  polim'd  brow  and  rofy  cheek  ; 

iThat,  on  thy  fleece-white  cloud  defcending, 
Hither,  foft-ey'd  queen,  art  tending 

Gently  o'er  thy  favourite  land, 
To  wave  thy  genial  myrtle  wand  : 

To  (hake  from  off  thy  turtle  wing 
Th'  ambrofial  dews  of  endlefs  fpring; 

Spring,  like  that,  which  poets  feign 

Gilded  Saturn's  eafy  reign  ; 

For  Saturn's  firft-born  daughter  thou; 

Unlefs,  as  later  bards  avow, 

The  youthful  god  with  fpangled  hair 

Clofely  clafp'd  Harmonia  fair  : 

For,  banim'd  erft  heaven's  ftar-pav'd  floor, 

(As  fmgs  my  legendary  lore) 

Ai 
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As  Phoebus  fat  by  weeping  brook, 

With  fhepherd's  fcrip  and  mepherd's  crook> 

Penfive  'midft  a  favage  train 

(For  favage  then  was  all  the  plain) 

Fair  Harmonia  left  her  bower, 

To  join  her  radiant  paramour. 

Hence  didft  thou  fpring ;  and  at  thy  birth 

Lenient  zephyrs  fann'd  the  earth; 

Rumbling  thunders  growl'd  no  more; 

Prowling  wolves  forgot  to  roar ; 

And  man,  from  fiercer  rage  poflefs'd^ 

Smil'd  Diflenfion  from  his  breaft. 

She  comes !  Ihe  comes !  ye  nymphs,  prepare 

Gay  floral  wreaths  to  bind  your  hair  ; 

"Ye  fwains,  infpire  the  mellow  flute 

To  dulcet  {trains,  which  aptly  fuit 

The  featly-footed  faraband 

Of  Phillis  trim  and  Marian  bland, 

When  nimbly  light  each  fimpering  lafs 

Trips  it  o'er  the  pliant  grafs. 

But  fee  !  her  focial  fmiling  train, 

Now  inverts  th'  enraptur'd  plain ! 

Plenty's  treafure-teeming  horn 

Show'rs  it's  fruits,  it's  flow'rs,  it's  corn  j 

Commerce  fpreads  his  ampleft  fail ; 
Strong-nerv'd  Labour  lifts  his  flail : 

Sylvanus,  too,  attends  ;   ('tis  he 

That  bears  the  root-pluck'd  cyprefs  tree) 

He  {hall  my  youngling  footftcps  lead 

Thro'  tufted  lawn  and  fringed  mead> 

By  fcooped  valley,  heaped  hill, 

Level  river,  dancing  rill, 

Where  the  fliepherds  all  appear 

To  {hear  and  warn  their  fleecy  care, 

Which  bleating  {land  the  ftreams  around, 

And  whiten  all  the  cloie-cropt  ground  ; 

ov 
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Or  when  the  maids  in  bonnets  flieen, 

Cock  the  hay  upon  the  green  ; 

Or  up  yon  deep  rough  road  the  f wains 

Drive  flow  along  their  rolling  wains 

(Where  laughing  Ceres  crowns  the  Hack, 

And  makes  the  pond'rous  axle  crack) 

Then  to  the  village  on  the  hill, 

The  barns  capacious  jaws  to  fill, 

Where  the  anfwering  flails  rebound, 

Beating  bold  with  thundering  found. 

Inchanted  with  this  rural  fcene, 

Here  let  me  weave  my  arb'rets  green; 

Here  arch  the  woodbine,  mantling  neat 

O'er  my  noon-tide  cool  retreat ; 

Or  bind  thr  oak  with  ivy-twins ; 

Or  wed  the  elm  and  purpling  vine. 

But  if  my  vagrant  fancy  pants 

For  charms,  which  fimp'e  nature  wants. 

Grant,  Power  benign,  admittance  free 

To  fome  rang'd  academy: 

There  to  give  to  arts  refin'd 

All  the  impulfe  of  my  mind  ; 

And  oft  oblervaht  take  my  ftand, 

"Where  the  painter's  magick  hand, 

From  fketches  rude,  with  gradual  art, 

Calls  dawning  life  to  every  part, 

Till  with  nice  tints  all  labour'd  high, 

Each  ftarting  hero  meets  the  eye. 

Oft  too,  O  let  me  nice  infpeft 

The  draughts  of  jufteft  architect : 

And  hence  delighted  let  me  pafs, 

Where  others  mould  the  ductile  brafs  ; 

Or  teach  the  Parian  ftone  to  wear 

A  letter'd  fage's  mufing  air. 

But,  ah!   thefe  arts  have  fix'd  their  home 

In  Roman  or  in  Gallick  dome: 

M  Tho' 
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Tho'  ftrange  befeems,  that  arts  mould  fpread 
Where  frowns  black  Slavery's  baleful  fhade  ; 
And  ftranger  far,  that  arts  decay 
Where  Freedom  deals  her  warrr.eft  ray. 
This,  then,  deny'd,  I'll  fwift  retreat, 
Where  Camus  winds  with  murmur  fweet : 
There  teach  me,  piercing  Locke,  t'  explore 
The  bufy  mind's  ideal  ftore  ; 
There,  heaven-rapt  Newton,  guide  my  way 
'Mid  rolling  worlds,  thro'  floods  of  day, 
To  mark  the  vagrant  comet's  road, 
And  thro'  his  wonders  trace  the  God. 
Then,  to  unbend  my  mind,  I'll  roam 
Amidft  the  cloiffers  filent  gloom  ; 
Or,  where  rank'd  oaks  their  {hades  diffufe*, 
Hold  dalliance  with  my  darling  mufe, 
Recalling  oft  fome  heav'n-born  ftrain, 
That  warbled  in  Auguftan  reign  ; 

Or  turn  well  pleas'd  the  Grecian  page, 

If  fweet  Theocritus  engage, 

Or  blythe  Anacreon,  mirthful  wight, 

Carol  his  eafy  love-lay  light. 

Yet  let  not  all  my  pleafure  He 

Confin'd  to  one  Phcebeian  joy ; 

But  ever  give  my  fingers  wings, 

Lightly  to  fkim  the  trembling  ftrings, 

And  from  fome  bower  to  tune  the  lay; 

While  lift'ning  birds  croud  every  fpray, 

Or  hovering  filent  o'er  my  head, 

Their  quivering  wings  exulting  fpread  j 

Save  but  the  turtles,  they  alone 

With  tender,  plaintive,  faithful  moan, 

Shall  tell  to  all  the  fecret  grove, 

Their  foft  thick-warbled  tale  of  love: 

Sweet  birds  !  your  mingling  blifs  purfuing, 

Ever  billing,  ever  cooing; 

Ye, 
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Ye,  conltant  pair !  I  love  to  note 

Your  hoarfe  ftrain,  gurgling  in  your  throat; 

And  ye,  unheard  from  fide-long  hills, 

The  liquid  lapfe  of  whifp'ring  rills, 

T  hill  to  hear:  fuch  founds  diffufe 

Sweet  tranfports  to  the  thoughtful  Mufe. 

Thus  Summer  fees  me  brifk  and  light, 

Till  Winter  fpreads  her  'kerchief  white; 

Then  to  the  city's  focial  walls, 

Where  tolling  clock  to  bufmefs  calls. 

There  the  weaver's  fhuttle  fpeeds 

Nimbly  thro'  the  fine-fpun  threads ; 

There  the  vocal  anvil  rings, 

While  the  fmith  his  hammer  fwings; 

And  every  man,  and  every  boy, 

Briflcly  join  in  warm  employ. 

Thro'  fuch  throng'd  fcenes  full  oft  I'll  range, 

Oft  croud  into  the  rich  Exchange  ; 

Or  to  yon  wharf,  aftde  the  moat, 

Where  the  anchor'd  (hips  do  float, 

And  others,  haftening  into  bay, 

Swell  their  fails  in  fair  array; 

Wafting  to  Albion's  (bus  the  itore 

That  each  Peruvian  mine  can  pour; 

Wafting  to  Albion's  fmiling  dames 

The  ruby's  glow,  the  diamond's  flames, 

Till  all  the  Indies  rum  into  the  Thames. 

Joys  vaft  as  thefe  my  fancy  claims  ; 

And  joys  like  thefe  if  Peace  infpire, 

Peace,  with  thee  I  firing  the  lyre. 


M  ?  AN 
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AN     ELEGY. 

WRITTEN     AMONG     THE     RUINS    OF    AN     ABBEY. 
BY    MR.    JERNINGHAM. 

HERE  fighs  the  zephyr  to  yon  lonely  tree, 

A  folemn  grove  it's  leafy  mantle  fpread: 
Where  bend  yon  moulderin  g  turrets  o'er  the  fea, 
A  venerable  dome  once  rear'd  it's  head. 
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The  folemn  grove,  the  venerable  dome, 

Were  erft  frequented  by  a  numerous  train, 
E'en  chafte  as  they  who  Dian's  mountain  roam, 

But  not  fubje&ed  to  her  gentle  reign. 

Far  other  goddefs  did  this  train  obey, 

Far  other  temples,  other  altars  rais'd; 
Far  other  meaning  breath'd  their  choral  lay, 

Far  other  incenfe  on  their  altars  blaz'd. 

Veil'd  Superftition  wak'd  her  magick  found, 
Bade  Albion's  fons  forfake  the  fplendid  court, 

Forfake  Amufement's  variegated  round, 
And  to  her  fable  ftandard  here  refort, 

Alas!  obfequious  to  her  ftern  command, 

A  fullen-penfive  brotherhood  they  came; 
Refus'd  to  trace  the  paths  by  Nature  plann'd, 

And  raz'd  from  glory's  page  their  ancient  name. 

Nor  thefe  alone  were  found  incloifter'd  here, 

Here  alfo  dwelt  the  fimple-minded  fwain, 
Who,  wrapp'd  in  floth,  dream'd  out  the  lazy  year, 

While  Induftry  fat  weeping  on  the  plain ! 

The 
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The  many  temples  rifing  fair  to  view, 

Which  towering  Superftition  call'd  her  own, 
With  hand  unerring  radiant  Truth  o'erthrew, 

And  fnatch'd  th'  impoilor  from  her  tinfeli'd  throne. 

On  yon  duft-levell'd  fpire  the  crafty  maid, 

With  indignation  brooding  in  her  bread, 
Sits  gloomily;  her  votaries  all  are  fled, 

Her  lamps  extinguifli'd,  and  her  rites  fupprefs'd: 

Within  her  hand  a  vacant  firing  (he  holds, 

That  once  connected  many  a  hallow'd  bead; 
The  blotted  fcroll  the  other  hand  unfolds, 

Contain'd  the  maxims  of  her  flighted  creed, 

Couch'd  at  her  feet,  behold  a  mouldering  fhrine, 

(Of  various  relicks  once  the  dread  abode) 
Where  runs  the  fpider  o'er  his  treacherous  line, 

Where  lurks  the  beetle,  and  the  loathfome  toad. 

On  darknefs*  wing  now  fails  the  midnight  hour; 

When,  for  the  grateful  found  of  choral  prayer, 
The  fhrieking  owl,  from  yon  departed  tower, 

With  notes  of  horror  wakes  her  trembling  ear. 

Of  human  grandeur  mark  the  fleeting  day, 

How  frail  each  parpofe,  and  each  wifh  how  vain! 

The  ftrong-built  dome?,  the  cloifter'd  fanes  decay, 
And  ruin  hovers  round  the  defart  fcene. 

The  path  that  leads  to  yonder  fhatter'd  pile 

Is  now  perplex'd  with  many  a  fordid  brier : 
No  crowd  is  feen  within  the  facred  aifle, 

The  fabbath  mourns  it's  long-cieferted  chpir. 


The 
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The  golden  crozier  blended  with  the  duft 
In  horrid  folds  the  ferpent  clafps  around  : 

The  powerful  image,  and  the  fainted  buft, 

Defam'd,  unhallow'd,  prefs  the  weedy  ground, 

Not  diftant  far,  her  gold  encircled  tower 
Th'  inviolable  dame  majeftick  rear'd, 

On  whofe  dread  altar  breath'd  fome  hidden  power, 
By  terror  guarded,  and  by  kings  rever'd : 

To  which  afylum  ev'n  th'  aiTaffin  came, 

(His  hand  audacious  ftill  embru'd  with  gore) 

The  boon  of  full  impunity  to  claim, 

While  feeble  Juflice  wept  her  baffled  lore. 

So  Truth  at  once  diflblv'd  the  mental  chain, 
And  banilh'd  Error  from  th'  enlighten'd  more; 

So  clos'd  at  length  the  bufy-a£led  fcene, 

The  curtain  dropp'd,  and  Folly's  malk  was  o'er. 

The  gladfome  Ceres  rais'd  her  drooping  head, 
(While  yellow  harvefts  gilt  the  fmiling  plain) 

Beheld  a  youthful  band  around  her  fpread, 
With  fickles  arm'd  to  reap  the  bearded  grain. 

The  warrior,  then,  beneath  the  trailing  veft, 
The  peaceful  caffock,  or  the  drovvfy  cowl, 

No  longer  quench'd  the  flame  within  his  breaft, 
Or  lull'd  the  purpofe  of  his  daring  foul: 

But  ruflvd  undaunted  to  the  Doubtful  war, 
Purfu'd  where  Glory  led  the  radiant  way; 

Till  Neptune,  rifmg  on  his  coral  car, 

Refign'd  his  wat'ry  world  to  Britain's  fway.. 


The 
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The  virgins  fair  by  venal  guardians  doom'd, 

By  error  prompted,  or  fubdu'd  by  force, 
No  more  in  cloifters  drear  their  days  confum'd ; 

Like  flovv'rets  ftrew'd  around  the  fenfelefs  corfe. 


Triumphant  Hymen  hail'd  the  blifsful  hour, 

And  faw  a  white-rob'd  focial  train  approach, 
For  whom  the  Pleafures  drefs'd  the  happy  bower, 

And  fcatter'd  rofes  o'er  the  deftin'd  couch. 

Still  other  bleflings  from  this  change  appear'd ; 

N6  injur'd  family  did  then  behold, 
On  loitering  monks  it's  native  wealth  conferr'd, 

Nor  fpacious  altars  cover'd  with  it's  gold. 

Full  many  trod  that  crooked  path  to  Fame, 

Yet  from  her  hand  receiv'd  no  1  ailing  meed; 
She  from  her  annals  rends  their  fading  name, 

And  gives  to  infamy  the  worthlefs  deed. 

But  vengeance  fome  purfu'd  with  dire  difgrace, 

Purfu'd  beyond  the  circle  of  it's  fphere, 
E'en  to  the  cemetery's  dark  recefs, 

Nor  fpar'd  them  fleeping  on  the  peaceful  bier. 

Befide  the  fpreading  of  that  fombrous  yew, 

Where  yawns  with  hideous  chafm  the  vaulted  cave, 

Prefenting  to  the  fix'd  aftonifh'd  view 
The  profanation  of  a  rifled  grave: 

The  large  endowing  Rufus  lay  inurn'J, 

With  many  a  fculptur'd  image  on  his  ftirine, 
That,  fmit  with  forrow,  o'er  his  afhes  mourn'd. 

The  Sifter-Graces  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 

Imprinted 
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Imprinted  on  Tradition's  ftoried  leaf 

Is  found  (to  this  fepulchral  fpot  confin'd) 

A  terror-breathing  tale  that  wins  belief, 
And  oft  repeated  by  the  neighb'ring  hind  ! 

From  where  yon  mountain  {hades  the  dreary  plain. 
Attracted  by  the  fcent  of  human  blood, 

A  troop  of  wolves  voracious  fcour'd  amain, 
And  at  this  charnel-vaiilt  requir'd  their  food. 

When,  horrid  to  relate  !  they  burft  the  tomb, 
And  fwift  descending  to  the  deepeft  (hade, 

Up-tore  the  ihroudecl  tenant  from  it's  womb, 
And  o'er  the  mangled  crrfe  relentlefs  prey'd. 

The  paly  ftars  with  dim  reluctant  light, 
Like  tapers  gHmmer'd  on  their  orgies  foul ! 

While  gliding  fpeftres  fcream'd  with  wild  affright* 
Re-echo'd  loud  by  their  tremendous  howl ! 

Ah!  what  avail'd  the  folemn-moving  hearfe,- 
The  fable  mantled  cars,  the  funeral  throng: 

Grav'd  on  his  monument  the  foothing  verfe ; 
The  priefts,  the  torches,  and  the  choral  fon-g  ? 

Misjudging  wretch!  while  thou  with  hand  profufe 
Thy  treafures  on  this  manfion  didfl  entail, 

And  pour  down  riches  on  the  vow'd  reciufe, 
Thine  orphan  babes  partook  a  fcanty  meal: 

Thy  widow'd  fair,  her  cheek  bedew'd  with  tears, 
Approach'd  with  fuppliant  knee  the  cloifter-gate, 

There  oft  difclos'd  in  vain  her  poignant  cares, 
Returning  ilill  to  weep  her  haplefs  fate. 


HYMN 
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HYMN    TO    THE    NAIADS. 

BY    DR.    AKENSIDE. 

ARCUMEN.f. 

The  Nymphs  who  prefide  over  fprings  and  rivulets  are  addrefled  at  day-break  In 
honour  of  their  feveral  functions,  and  of  the  relations  which  they  bear  to  the 
natural  and  to  the  moral  world.  Their  origin  is  deduced  from  the  firft  alle- 
gorical deities,  or  powers  of  nature)  according  to  the  doctrine  of  the  old  my- 
thological poets,  concerning  the  generation  of  t'ae  gods  and  the  rife  of  things. 
.  They  are  then  fucceflively  confidered,  as  giving  motion  to  the  air  and  exciting 
fummer  breezes  ;  as  nouriihing  and  beautifying  .the  vegetable  world  5  as  con- 
tributing to  the  fulnefs  of  navigable  rivers,  and  confequently  to  t!.e  mainte- 
nance of  commerce;  and  by  that  means,  to  the  maritime  part  of  military 
power.  Next  is  reprefented  their  favourable  influence  upon  health,  when  af- 
fifted  by  rural  exercife;  which  introduces  their  conne&ion  \vith  the  art  of  phy- 
fick,  and  the  happy  effedls  of  mineral,  medicinal  fprings.  Laftly,  they  are 
celebrated  for  the  friendfliip  which  the  Mufes  bear  them,  and  for  the  true  in- 
fpiration  which  temperance  only  can  receive;  in  oppofition  to  the  enthufiafio 
of  the  more  licentious  poets. 

O'  E  R  yonder  eaftern  hill  the  twilight  throws 
Her  duflcy  mantle;  and  the  god  of  day, 
With  bright  Aftrsea  feated  by  his  fide, 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  nymphs; 
Ye  nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  progeny  of  Thames, 
Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 
Trace  with  your  fleeting  fteps;  who  all  night  long 
Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air, 
Your  lonely  murmurs,  tarry;  and  receive 
My  ofFer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due, 
I  leave  the  gates  of  fleep;  nor  (hall  my  lyre 
Too  far  into  the  fplendid  hours  of  morn 
Engage  your  audience  ;  my  obfervant  hand 
Shall  clofe  the  flrain  ere  any  fultry  beam 
Approach  you.     To  your  fubterranean  haunts 
Ye  then  may  timely  fteal,  to  pace  with  care 
The  humid  fands ;  to  loofen  from  the  foil 
The  bubbling  fources;  to  direft  the  rilli 
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To  meet  in  wider  channels,  or  beneath 

Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon, 

To  flumber,  fhelter'd  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Where  mall  my  fong  begin,  ye  nymphs,  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praife  and  copious — Firft  of  things, 
Firft  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arofe, 
Were  Love  and  Chaos.     Love,  the  fire  of  Fate  ; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Born  of  Fate  was  Time, 
Who  many  fons  and  many  comely  births 
Devour'd,  relentlefs  father :  till  the  child 
Of  Rhea  drove  him  from  the  upper  Iky, 
And  quell'd  his  deadly  might.     Then  focial  reign'd 
The  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops, 
And  fpotlefs  Vefta;   while  fupreme  of  fway 
Remain'd  the  cloud-compeller.     From  the  couch 
Of  Tethys  fprang  the  fedgy-crowned  race, 
Who  from  a  thoufand  urns,  o'er  every  clime, 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent;  and  from  them 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads  :  Arethufa  fair, 
And  tuneful  Aganippe  ;  that  fvveet  name, 
Bandufia  ;  that  foft  family  which  dwelt 
With  Syrian  Daphne;  and  the  honour'd  tribes 
Belov'd  of  Pzeon.     Liften  to  my  ftrain, 
Daughters  of  Tethys;   Men  to  your  praife. 

You,  nymphs,  the  winged  offspring,  which  of  old 
Aurora  to  divine  Aftraeus  bore, 
Owns,  and  your  aid  befeecheth.     When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion,  from  his  noon-tide  throne, 
Unbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from  you 
They  afk:  Favonius  and  the  mild  fouth-wefl 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  fall)  ing  ftreams 
Frefli  vigour  to  their  weary  wings  impart. 
Again  they  fly,  difporting,  from  the  mead 
Half-ripen'd  and  the  tender  blades  of  corn, 
To  fweep  the  noxious  mildew  ;  or  difpel 
Contagious  fteams,  which  oft  the  parched  earth 

Breathe* 
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Breathes  on  her  fainting  fons.     From  noon  to  eve, 
Along  the  river  and  the  paved  brook, 
Afcend  the  chearful  breezes:  hail'd  of  bards 
Who,  faft  by  learned  Cam,  the  Mantuan  lyre 
Solicit;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 
Who  on  the  heights  of  Tybur,  all  inclin'd 
O'errufhing  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 
The  reverend  fcene  delineates,  broken  fanes, 
Or  tombs,  or  pillar'd  aqcedudls,  the  pomp 
Of  ancient  time;  and  haply,  while  he  fcans 
The  ruins,  with  a  filent  tear  revolves 
The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  nymphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid, 
The  rural  powers  confefs;  and  ftill  prepare 
For  you  their  grateful  treafures.     Pan  commands, 
Oft  as  the  Delian  king  with  Sirius  holds 
The  central  heavens,  the  father  of  the  grove 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  fpread  their  deepeft  umbrage.     Well  the  god 
Remcmbereth  how  indulgent  ye  fupplied 
Your  ffrnial  dews  to  nurfe  them  in  their  prime. 

Pales,  the  pafture's  queen,  where  e'er  ye  ftray, 
Purfues  your  fteps,  delighted  ;  and  the  path 
With  living  verdure  clothes.     Around  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris,  with  profufefl  hand, 
Throws  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.     Still  with  you 
Pomona  feeks  to  dwell ;  and  o'er  the  lawns, 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  with  Thames 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well  pleas'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  horn, 
Her  dower  ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  ifles 
Nyfaean  or  Atlantick.     Nor  canft  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  doft  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  fober  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  Lenaian)   nor  can'ft  thou 
Difown  the  powers,  whofe  bounty,  ill  repaid, 

N  2  With 
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With  neftar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Yet  from  me, 
Yet,  blamelefs  nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyre, 
Accep  the  rites  your  bounty  well  ma/  claim  ; 
Nor  heed  the  fcoffings  of  th'  Edonian  band. 

For  better  praife  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  fire, 
As  down  the  verdant  flope  your  duteous  rills 
Defcend,  the  tribute  ftately  Thames  receives, 
Delighted,  and  your  piety  applauds; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  fecure, 
For  faithful  are  his  daughters;  and  with  words 
Aufpicious,  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 
His  banks  forfaking,  her  adventurous  wings 
yields  to  the  breeze,  with  Albion's  happy  gifts 
Extremeft  ifles  to  blefs.     And  oft  at  morn, 
When  Hermes,  from  Olympus  bent  o'er  earth 
To  bear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hill 
Stoops  lightly-failing ;  oft  intent  your  fprings 
He  views  ;  and  waving  o'er  fome  new-born  ftream 
His  blefs'd  pacifick  wand,  '  And  yet,'  he  cries, 
<  Yet,'  cries  the  fon  of  Maia,  '  though  reclufe 
'  And  filent  be  your  ftores,  from  you,  fair  nymphs, 
'  Flows  wealth  and  kind  fociety  to  men. 
c  By  you  my  function  and  my  honour'd  name 
'  Do  I  poflefs ;  while  o'er  the  Boetick  vale, 

*  Or  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms, 
'  By  facred  Ganges  water'd,  I  condudl 

*  The  Englifh  merchant:  with  the  buxom  fleece 
c  Of  fertile  Ariconium,  while  I  clothe 

'  Sarmatian  kings,  or  to  the  houfhold  gods 

*  Of  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Connubian  fhore, 
'  Difpenfe  the  mineral  treafure  which  of  old 
«  Sidonian  pilots  fought,  when  this  fair  land 
'  Was  yet  unconfcious  of  thofe  generous  arts 

«  Which  wife  Phoenicia  from  their  native  clime 
5  Tranfplanted  to  a  more  indulgent  heaven.' 

Such 
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Such  are  the  words  of  Hermes :  fuch  the  praife, 

O  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  cceleflial  waits 

Your  bounteous  deeds.     From  bounty  ilTueth  power; 

And  thofe  who,  feduious  in  prudent  works, 

Relieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays 

With  generous  wealth  and  his  own  feat  on  earth, 

Fit  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  might 

Of  wicked  men.     Your  kind  unfailing  urns 

Not  vainly  to  the  hofpitable  arts 

Of  Hermes  yield  their  ftore.     For,  O  ye  nymphs. 

Hath  he  not  won  th'  unconquerable  queen  +• 

Of  arms  to  court  your  friendmip  ?     You  fhe  owns 

The  fair  aflbciates  who  extend  her  fway 

Wide  o'er  the  mighty  deep  ;  and  grateful  things, 

Of  you  fhe  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  ihore 

Of  Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 

Of  Vefta,  me  her  thundering  navy  leads 

To  Calpe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 

Cantabrian  coaft ;  her  aufpices  divine 

Imparting  to  the  fenate  and  the  prince 

Of  Albion,  to  difmay  barbarick  kings, 

The  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kings 

Was  ever  fcorn'd  by  Pallas :  and  of  old 

Rejoic'd  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 

Of  Athens  o'er  ^Egina's  gloomy  furge, 

To  drive  her  clouds  and  ftorms ;   o'erwhelming  alj 

The  Perfian's  promis'd  glory,  when  the  realms 

Of  Indus  and  the  foft  Ionian  clime, 

When  Lybia's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 

Of  cold  Imaiis  join'd  their  fervile  bands, 

To  fweep  the  fons  of  liberty  from  earth. 

In  vain  :  Minerva  on  the  brazen  prow 

Of  Athens  flood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 

Denounc'd  her  terrors  on  their  impious  heads, 

And  fhook  her  burning  JEgis.     Xerxes  faw : 

From  Heradeum,  on  the  mountain's  height 

Thron'd 
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Thron'd  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  fign 

Coeleilial;   feU  unrighteous  hope  forfake 

His  fauhering  heart,  and  turn'd  his  face  with  fhame. 
Hail,  ye  who  fhare  the  {tern  Minerva's  power; 

Who  arm  the  hand  of  liberty  for  war ; 

And  give,  in  fecret,  the  Britannick  name 

To  awe  contending  monarchs:   yet  benign, 

Yet  mild  of  nature;   to  the  works  of  peace 

More  prone,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills 

Which  wait  on  human  life.     Your  gentle  aid 

Hygeia  well  can  witnefs  ;   me  who  faves, 

From  poifonous  cates,  and  cups  of  pleafing  bane, 

The  wretch  devoted  to  th'  entangling  fnares 

Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  me  leads 

To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.     To  fpread  the  toils, 

To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 

At  dawn  of  day  to  fummon  the  loud  hounds, 

She  calls  the  lingering  fluggard  from  his  dreams: 

And  where  his  breaft  may  drink  the  mountain-breeze, 

And  where  the  fervour  of  the  funny  vale 

May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 
Beckons  his  rapid  courfer.     Nor  when  eafe, 

Cool  eafe  and  welcome  flumbers  have  becalm'd 
His  eager  bofom,  does  the  queen  of  health 
Her  pleafing  care  withold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  prefiding  ;   and  the  frugal  powers 
With  joy  fedate  leads  in :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennaean  dame  with  Pan  prefents  her  ftores; 
While  changing  ftill,  and  comely  in  the  change, 
Vertumnus  and  the  Hours  before  him  fpread 
The  garden's  banquet;   you,  to  crown  his  feaft, 
To  crown  his  feaft,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 
Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  {helving  feats, 
And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring, 
To  flake  his  veins:    till  foon  a  purer  tide 
Flows  down  thofc  loaded  channels ;  waQie.th  off 

The 
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The  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  feeds 

Of  crude  difeafe;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 

Sends  vigour,  fends  repofe.     Hail,  Naiads;  hail! 

Who  give,  to  labour,  health;  to  Hooping  age, 

The  joys  which  youth  had  fquander'd.     Oft  yoar  urns 

Will  I  invoke ;   and  frequent,  in  your  praife, 

Abaih  the  frantick  Thyrfus  with  my  fong. 
For  not  eftrang'd  from  your  benignant  arts 

Is  he,  the  god,  to  whofe  myfterious  Ihrine 

My  youth  was  facred,  and  my  votive  cares 

Are  due  ;  the  learned  Paeon.     Of:  when  all 

His  cordial  treafures  he  hath  fearch'd  in  vain; 

When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm, 

Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  fun, 

(To  rouze  dark  fancy  from  her  plaintive  dreams, 

To  brace  the  nervelefs  arm,  with  food  to  win 

Sick  appetite,  or  hufh  th'  unquiet  breafl 

Which  pines  with  filent  paffion)  he  in  vain 

Hath  prov'd ;  to  your  deep  manfions  he  defcends. 

Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades, 
He  entereth;  where  impurpled  veins  of  ore 
Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 
'Your  trickling  rills  infmuate.     There  the  God 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  ftreaming  bowl 
Wafts  to  his  pale-ey'd  fuppliants;   wafts  the  feeds 
Metallick  and  the  elemental  fSlts 

Wafh'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.     They  drink:   and  fooa 
Flies  pain ;    flies  inaufpicious  care ;    and  foon 
The  focial  haunt,  or  unfrequented  made, 
Hears  lo,   lo  Paean !    as  of  old, 
When  Python  fell.     And,  O  propitious  nymphs, 
Oft  as  for  haplefs  mortals  I  implore 
Your  falutary  fprings,  thro'  every  urn 
O  fhed  feledled  atoms,    and  with  all 
Your  healing  powers  inform  the  recent  wave. 

My 
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My  lyre  (hall  pay  your  bounty.    Nor  difdairt 
That  humble  tribute.     Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  firings  to  utterance,  yet  for  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  cceleftial  powers, 
I  frame  their  language;  and  the  Mufes  deign 
To  guide  the  pious  tenour  of  my  lay. 
The  Mufes  (facred  by  their  gifts  divine) 
In  early  days  did  to  my  wondering  fenfe 
Their  fecrets  oft  reveal ;   oft  my  rais'd  ear 
In  dumber  felt  their  mufick :  oft  at  noon, 
Or  hour  of  funfet,  by  fome  lonely  ftream, 
In  field  or  fhady  grove,  they  taught  me  words 
Of  power  from  death  and  envy  to  preferve 
The  good  man's  name.     Whence  yet,  with  grateful  mind^ 
And  offerings  unprofan'd  by  rnder  eye, 
My  vows  I  fend,  my  homage,  to  the  feats 
Of  rocky  Cirrha,  where  with  you  they  dwell; 
Where  you  their  chafte  companions  they  admit 
Through  all  the  hallow'd  fcene ;  where  oft  intent, 
And  leaning  o'er  Caftalia's  moffy  verge, 
They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns, 
How  tuneful,  yielding  gratefulleft  repofe 
To  their  conforted  meafure;    till  again, 
With  emulation  all  the  founding  choir, 
And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  fong, 
Their  voices  through  the  liquid  air  exalt, 
And  fweep  their  lofty  firings :   thofe  awful  firings,; 
That  charm  the  mind  of  gods ;  that  fill  the  courts 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  fweet 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  reft  from  cares  ; 
Affuage  the  terrors  of  the  throne  of  Jove", 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire.     With  flacken'd  wings, 
While  now  the  folemn  concert  breathes  around, 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord 
Sleeps  the  ftern  eagle ;  by  the  number'd  notes, 

Foflefs'dj 
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Poflefs'd  ;  and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone  : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war, 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  rapid  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  th' embattled  plain, 
Relents,  and  foothes  his  own  fierce  heart  to  eafe> 
Unwonted  eafe.     The  fire  of  gods  and  men, 
In  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight, 
Looks  down  on  all  that  live;  and  whatfoe'er 
He  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopled  earth  and  o'er 
Th'interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  fevere, 
And  troubled  at  the  found.     Ye,  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravifh'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  facred  filence.     But  the  flaves 
Of  Bacchus  with  tempelluous  clamours  ftrive 
To  drown  the  heavenly  ftrains;  of  higheft  Jove, 
Irreverent ;  and  by  mad  prefumption  fir'd 
Their  own  difcordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hoftile  emulation.     Down  they  rufli 
From  Nyfa's  virte-impurpled  clifF,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  Satyrs,  and  th'  unruly  Fauns, 
With  old  Silenus,  through  the  midnight  gloom 
Toffing  the  torch  impure,  and  high  in  air 
The  brandifh'd  Thyrfus,  to  the  Phrygian  pipe's 
Shrill  vdice,  and  to  the  clafhing  cymbals,  inix'd 
With  ihrieks  and  frantick  uproar.     May  the  gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert 
Their  orgies!  If  within  the  feats  of  men, 
Within  the  feats  of  men,  the  walls,  the  gates, 
Which  Pallas  rules,  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to  mingle  with  the  revel  band, 
And  hearken  to  their  accents  ;  who  afpires 
From  fuch  inftru&ors  to  inform  his  breaft 
Withverfe;  let  him,  fit  votarift,  implore 
Their  infpiration.     He  perchance  the  gifts 
Of  young  Lyaeus,  and  the  dread  exploits, 

O  May 
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May  fing  in  apteft  numbers :  he  the  fate 

Of  fober  Pentheus,  he  the  Paphian  rites, 

And  naked  Mars  with  Cythersa  chain'd, 

And  ftrong  Alcides  in  the  fpinfier's  robe, 

May  celebrate,  applauded.     But  with  you, 

O  Naiads,  far  from  that  unhallow'd  rout, 

Muft  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praifed  themes 

Invokes  th'  immortal  Mufe.     Th'  immortal  Maf<r 

To  your  calm  habitations,  to  the  cave 

Corycian  or  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide 

His  footfteps;  and  with  your  unfullied  ftreams 

His  lips  will  bathe :  whether  th'  eternal  lore 

Of  Themis,  or  the  majefty  of  Jove, 

To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  his  lyre 

Th'  unenvied  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toils, 

tn  thofe  unfading  iflands  of  the  blefe'd, 

Where  facred  bards  abide.     Hail,  honoured  nymphs • 

Thrice  hail !  For  you  the  Cyrenaic  (hell, 

Behold,  I  tonch,  revering.     To  my  fongs 

Be  prefent  ye  with  favourable  feet, 

And  all  profaner  audience  far  remove. 


THE    CHIMNEY-CORNER. 

BY     MR.    WOTY. 

WHAT  tho'  the  Mufe  with  her  ethereal  wand 
Ne'er  touch'd  me  into  fame,  or  lightly  touch'd  T 
Tho'  unpropitious  to  my  frequent  pray'r 
She  never  wove  a  lafting  wreathe  for  me, 
Yet  have  I  caught  fome  fcatter'd  leaves  of  bay 
That  fell  unguarded  from  her  open  lap, 
And  round  my  brow  prefumptuoufly  entwin'd 
The  precious  remnants,  blooming  but  to  fade;- 
Contented,  tho'  they  wither'd  on  my  brow. 

Your 
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Your  fplendid  portals,  with  feftoons  of  flow'rs, 
Purfled  by  Fancy,  will  you  not  unlock, 
Ye  lifters  amiable  !  and  give  one  glimpfe 
Of  your  inchanting  paradife  ?     Ah,    no! 
For  faithful  Genius  keeps  the  facred  key. 
Then,  Nature!  thou,  thy  rude  rough  pencil  lend, 
Truth-fafhion'd.     Bear  me  to  tome  rural  cot, 
Far  from  the  buftling  tumtilt  of  the  town, 
And  feat  me  in  the  chimney  corner,  fnug; 
Where  crackles  bavin  wood,  or  kindly  beech 
It's  gen'rous  heat  bellows,  or  quadrate  turf 
Burns  dimly  to  the  eye.     Here  pleas'd  I  fit 
Contemplative,  and  laugh  at  elbow-chair 
Of  coftly  damafk,  edg'd  with  gilded  nail. 
Ah!  what  delights  the  carpet- cover'd  floor 
Magnificent !  or  that  from  Perfia's  realm 
Imported  o'er ;   or  that  of  humbler  woof, 
In  looms  Wiltonian  !   What  the  marble  hearth 
Diverfify'd  with  many  a  mimick  cloud, 
Or  oftentatious  of  it's  azure  veins, 
And  Ihelf  adorn'd  with  ftrange  unmeaning  forms. 
If  pure  content  be  wanting.!   this  alone 
Silvers  the  pewter  fpoon  ;  and,  by  the  aid 
Of  that  great  alchymift  we  Fancy  call, 
Tranfmutes  the  bafeft  metal  into  gold. 
Content! — Oh,  pleafing  found ! — thy  very  name 
My  pulfe  invigorates.     In  quicker  waves 
Bounds  thro'  my  veins  the  crimfon  tide  of  life, 
And  brighter  looks  the  fluid  of  each  eye. 
Whate'er  of  happinefs,  Idea  forms, 
Beams  o'er  my  foul  it's  influence  benign. 
Tutor'd  by  thee,  Grief  thinks  her  burden  light, 
Great  reconciler  of  events  that  feem 
Improbable;  for,  thro'  thy  mirror  feen, 
Shade  turns  to  fubftance,  poverty  to  wealth, 
Queen  of  the  placid  brow  and  eye  ferene  ! 

O  2  Oi> 
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On  whom  the  gloomy,  rain  impregnate  cloud, 

No  terror  fheds;  whofe  firm  embofom'd  heart 

The  tempeft-croaking  raven  cannot  fhake, 

Come,  with  thy  fitter  Patience ;  hither  come, 

And  lead  me  to  thy  cot,  where  Temperance, 

Thy  handmaid,  holds  the  decent  cup  of  health. 
Here,  to  the  cricket's  intermitting  fong 

I  liflen  pleas'd :  nor  lefs  grimalkin's  purr 

Delights  me,   with  the  noife  of  chattering  jay 

In  ofier  bafltet  perch'd,  beyond  the  reach 

Of  little  puppy  yelping  underneath; 

Dame  partlet,  too,  attended  by  her  brood, 

Cackling  her  glee,  the  kitchen  concert  fills. 
Here,  free  from  jargon,  and  the  technick  terms 

Of  knowledge  fuperficial,  I  regale 

My  nofe  with  Trinidado,  valued  erft 

By  braggart  Bobadil.     As  oft  the  cloud 

Voluminous  I  raife,  refleft  I  muft, 

On  thee,  O  Garrick !  when  in  Drugger's  form 

Thy  droll  addrefs  excites  the  comick  laugh. 

Thanks  to  thee,  fon  of  Nature !  Much  of  mirth. 

And  much  of  intellect,  I  ewe  to  thee. 

Warm  clad  in  humble  veft,  the  farce  of  drefs 
I  reck  not,  heedlefs  of  the  veering  vane 
Of  falhion.     Leave  I  that  to  playhoufe  fpark,. 
Who  loves  to  {June  the  comet  of  the  night, 
Proud  in  balcony,  foremoft  in  the  train 
Of  fops,  who  byzz  their  nonfenfe  by  the  hour. 
Here,  in  my  caxon,  that  difdains  a  curl, 
The  ceremonious  tye  of  barrifter 
Loquacious,  boafling  it's  redundant  locks, 
I  laugh  to  fcorn.     Externals  I  defpife, 
Tho'  charafter,  much  fam'd  for  afpedl:  fage. 
Nor  lefs  renown'd  for  vacancy  of  thought, 
Should  ftrongly  plead  for  privilege  of  form. 
Formality!  what's  that?  a  publick  cheat 

On 
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On  common  fenfe,  that  ftruggles  hard  to  make 

} fer  fpurious  guinea  pafs  for  iterling  gold  ; 

Who,  bankrupt  like,  rears  high  her  haughty  head, 

Bluft'ring  fuperb,    to  catch  the  vulgar  eye, 

And  to  elude  Sufpicion's  eagle-watch. 

But  half  the  world  are  proftitutes  to  form, 

And  gravity  of  brow.     Hence  fwarms  each  ftrect 

With  ^Efculapian  wigs.     The  beardlefs  youth, 

Hight  pharmacopoliil,  ere  yet  he  knows 

The  painted  gallipot's  con  traded  terms, 

His  mafter  emulates,  and  tucks  his  locks 

Beneath  a  load  of  fcientifick  hair. 

Thus  tonfor-arm'd,  and  dangling  clouded  cane. 

With  folemn  ftep,   and  forehead  wond'rous  wile. 

Stalks  forth  the  great  phenomenon  abroad, 

Looking  auguft  importance.     Hence  the  fee 

Of  counfellor  enlarges.     '1  is  the  fun 

That  fheds  a  luftre  round  each  dunghill  thought, 

And  to  the  barren  boy,  from  guardian's  chain. 

Enfranchis'd,  gives  a  Lytteltonian  grace. 

Without  it,   what  were  medicinal  (kill, 

Or  what  the  deep  farrago  of  the  law  ? 

Who  would  commit  his  fever-burning  pulfe 

To  bag-wig  doftor?  or  who  ftate  his  ca:e 

To  chamber-counfel — if  he  wore  his  hair? 

Mean  time,  with  dumplin  hard  and  bacon  firm, 
The  oblong  culinary  board  is  fpread. 
Ceres  is  there  in  fhape  of  lulty  loaf 
Aduft,    adorn'dwith  many  a  mark  oblique, 
Device  of  houfewife  :    and  the  good  old  knight, 
So  univerfally  carefs'd,   is  there, 
Hight  Sir  John  Barleycorn.     In  nappy  ale 
Nut-brown  he  ftands,  inviting  to  the  tafte. 
The  clock  ttrikes  three.     In  pour  the  ruftick  rout, 
And  at  the  fight  of  ftranger  dofF  their  hats 
With  complaifancc  uncouth.     A  native  blufh 

Picture* 
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Piftures  each  honeft  weather-beaten  face 

That  rivets  my  regard.     At  length  appears, 

With  implement  of  labour  in  his  hand, 

The  farmer  boon,    and  on  his  open  brow 

Sits  Hofpitality  array 'd  in  fmiles, 

While  Health  prefents  him  with  her  frefheft  rofe. 

Fat  Plenty  round  his  fwelling  waift  robuft 

Her  belt  has  buckled,   and  athwart  his  fhoe 

Frugality  has  ty'd  her  leathern  thong. 

Jocund  he  comes.     Behind,  his  watchful  dog 

Clofe  cringes  at  his  heels,    an  emblem  ftri& 

Of  rare  fidelity.     Blum,  mortals,    blufli ! 

And  learn  one  grateful  leflbn  from  a  brute. 

He  comes  !  His  dame  furveys  him  with  a  fmile, 

Firm  token  of  his  welcome.     Round  her  neck 

His  brawny  arms  he  throws,   and  greets  her  well : 

Then  lolls  in  cufhion'd  chair.     Nor  long  he  fits 

Before  he  fpies  his  friend,  whom  clouds  of  fmoke, 

Pipe-iffuing,    at  firft  from  view  conceal'd. 

Me  narrowly  he  kens  from  head  to  foot, 

Then  recolle&s  the  features  he  had  loft 

Of  quondam  fchool-fellow.     What  raptures  then 

Enfue  !  The  hearty  manual  fhake,    the  hug 

Clofe  griping,  and  the  tear  affectionate 

Dewing  his  manly  cheek:  feniation  foft ! 

Real  and  tender,  worthy  Friendihip's  name. 

Now  fcenes  of  former  profpe&s  rufli  to  view, 

Heart-pleafmg.     Fond  enquiries  then  fucceed 

Of  brother  play-mates  in  the  days  of  fchool: 

And,  while  we  talk  of  feparated  friends, 

Some  dead,  and  fome  to  foreign  climes  remov'd 

Beyond  Hope's  telefcope,  deirends  again 

The  tear  humane,  and  mutual  is  our  grief, 

For  mutual  was  our  love.     «  But  come,'  quoth  he, 

«  Cheer  up,  nor  let  thy  courage  be  caft  down, 

•  Thus  runs  the  good  old  fong.     See  there,  my  friend, 

«The 
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'  The  table  fpread,   and  on't  a  fav'ry  hock, 

*  Remnant  of  flitch  well  dry'd.     Fall  to,'  quoth  he, 

'  And  eat  thy  fill — right  welcome  as  myfelf.' 

So  faying,    from  his  leather  (heath  he  draws 

His  knife,    but  newly  ground,    and  inftant  cuts 

A  (liver  longitudinal,  enough 

To  ftartle  invalid.     To  fee  him  bolt 

The  thick,  firm  dices  down,  with  relilh  due, 

And  gulp  the  fatt'ning  bev'rage,  rouzes  up 

My  ling'ring  appetite.     The  jovial  train, 

Entrencher'd  round,  he  views  with  eyes  of  joy, 

And  univejfal  merriment  prefides. 

Here,  Luxury,  thou  nymph  of  fqueamim  talle  *• 
Be  prefent— from  thy  making,   nervelefs  hand, 
Drop  thy  provocatives,   and  learn  how  much 
Of  lufly  health  on  exercife  depends. 

The  dinner  o'er,  each  to  his  ftation  hies 
Light-hearted.     While  before  the  chimney  fide 
Straddles  my  honeft  friend  in  eafy  chair, 
I  creep  to  fav'rite  corner.     There  my  pipe 

Pleas'd  I  refume,  and  on  my  finger  nail 

Knock  out  the  remnant  afiies.     Straight  my  hoft 

Prefents  his  pouch,  ftufPd  hard  with  Indian  weed, 

Fragrant  as  nofegay  in  the  month  of  June; 

Enters  the  houfewife  with  a  jug  replete  ^ 

Of  home-brew'd,  produce  of  the  laft  year's  crop". 

We  drink  ;  then  gaily  fill  our  clay-fonn'd  tubes. 

And  drink  twice  more  before  we  light.     So  prompt? 

Convivial  maxim.     Whofo  breaks  this  rule 

Subverts  the  chart  of  Bacchanalian  mirth. 

To  fragrant  leaf  we  then  the  coal  apply, 

And  give  it  fcope  to  burn.     Afcend  the  fumes 

laaromatick  wreath,  high  over  head 

Forming  a  clouded  canopy.     There  tranc'd 

We  fit,  nor  envy  aught  beneath  the  moor*. 
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Ye  for.s  of  care!  on  pinnacle  of  flate 
High  elevated,  hither  turn  your  eyes, 
Look  down,    and  pity  if  you  can.     Avaunt 
Your  garter'd  honours,   and  your  titled  names! 
If  for  thefe  toys  the  unpolluted  heart 
Mufi  barter  it's  integrity.     Farewel ! 
(When  all  the  fparks  of  honefty  are  quench'd) 
Content  of  mind,   that  life  of  life  below, 
And  faithful  index  to  the  life  to  come. 
Farewel  all  mirth !  the  retrofpe&ive  thought 
That  on  the  roll  of  Mem'ry  fees  no  ill 
In  capitals  recorded,  O  farewel ! 
What  can  compenfate  for  the  lofa  of  peace  i 
What  lenient  balm  the  torment  can  afluage 
Of  troubled  confcience  !  or  what  opiate  lull 
To  placid  {lumber,  when  Refle&iori  keen, 
Her  bitter,  counteracting  potion  holds ! 
Ever,  dear  Honelty  1  be  thou  my  guide, 
And  I  fhall  walk  unerring.     Guardian  Peace 
Shall  fmooth  my  pillow  then,  and  pleafing  dreams?, 
Unknown  to  wicked  Wealth,  compofe  my  mind* 

But  fee  !  the  daughter  of  my  happy  friend, 
The  darling  of  his  genuine  love,  advance, 
The  child  of  innocence ;  and,  by  her  fide, 
A  lamb,  aflbciate  meet,  whofe  head  me  pats 
In  fondling  attitude.     The  nurfling  meek, 
Licks  in  return  her  foft  good-natur'd  hand. 
More  pleafing  far  this  fcene  of  rural  life 
Than  all  the  ftrokes  the  painter's  pencil  gives  ;> 
'Tis  nature  in  it's  purity,  and  needs 
No  artful  light  or  fhade  to  trick  it  off. 
Quick  to  her  father's  loving  knees  me  clings,. 
And  prattles  amiable.     The  kifs  fmcere 
Of  mutual  love  is  interchang'd.     Excefs 
Of  tend'reft  rapture  fills  the  mother's  eye.- 

Throughout 
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Throughout  the  fcenes  of  nature,  is  there  one 
Like  this,  that  dawns  fuch  gladnefs  on  the  foul, 
And  blifs  beyond  conception,  but  of  thofe 
Who  tafle  connubial  joys?  How  fweeter  far 
The  face  of  Cupid  looks,  when  he  vouchfafes 
To  fit  with  Hymen  in  the  bow'r  of  Love, 
Than  when  he  roams  at  large  !  Ye  libertines, 
Who  in  the  fever  of  high  fpirits  ftray 
Thro'  Pleafure's  paths  delufive,  where  the  thorn 
Lurks  in  the  foldings  of  the  rofe,  O  fay, 
What  are  your  tranfports  when  compar'd  to  thefe? 
Painful  fimilitude!   For  once  confefs 
Your  conduct  wrong.     Confefs  it,  and  reform. 
Think  not,  ye  fe.w  felecl,   of  letter'd  fame, 
Deep-vers'd  in  claffick  lore,  that  Ignorance 
Reigns  here:  for  on  the  decent,  cleanly  fhelf, 
Difplays  Religion  her  immortal  page, 
From  family  to  family  tranfmitted  down ; 
And  many  a  curious  volume  here  is  found, 
Didaftically  penn'd  ;  nor  is  there  lack 
Of  books  amufive,   fuch  as  prompt  the  cheek 
To  wear  the  dimple  of  a  harmlefs  fmile. 
Such  is  my  comfort,  fuch  my  honeft  joy, 
In  rural  chimney-corner.     Nor,  ye  great! ' 
On  whom  kind  Fortune  fheds  her  welcome  fmile, 
My  tafte  defpife.     For,  if  at  me  ye  laugh, 
Yourfelves  ye  fatirize.     Like  me  ye  love 
The  country's  healthy  fare;  like  me  ye  prize 
The  chimney-corner;  and  at  vacant  hour, 
Eager  as  fifti  at  fly,   ye  gladly  feize 
Fair  Opportunity.     Behind  your  chaife 
The  full  portmanteau  (lands,    and  down  ye  whirl 
Uneafy,  till  ye  reach  your  little  vill, 
The  folace  of  your  fouls ;   where  Silence  leads 
To  moralizing  Thought,  and  calm  Content 

P  Denies 
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Denies  old  Care  his  entrance  at  the  door. 
Away  the  daemon  fleers  his  weary  flight, 
On  cumbrous  wings,  to  atmofphere  more  denfe, 
And  feeks  his  native  manfion  of  the  town. 


THE      ACADEMIC  K. 

WRITTEN   IN   APRIL   M  DCC  LV  *. 
BY    DR.     MARRIOTT. 


WHILE  filent  ftreams  the  mofs-grown  turrets  lave, 
Cam,  on  thy  banks  with  penfive  fteps  I  tread  ; 
The  dipping  oaiers  kifs  thy  patting  wave, 

And  evening  (hadows  o'er  the  plains  are  fpread. 

From  reftlefs  eye  of  painful  Care, 

To  thy  fecluded  grot  I  fly; 
Where  Fancy's  fweeteft  forms  repair, 
To  foothe  her  darling  poefy; 

Reclin'd  the  lovely  vifionary  lies, 

In  yonder  vale  and  laurel- vetted  bower ; 
Where  the  gay  turf  is  deck'd  with  various  dies, 

And  breathes  the  mingling  fcents  of  every  flower : 

While,  holy  dreams  prolong  her  calm  repofe, 
Her  pipe  is  caft  the  whifpering  reeds  among; 
High  on  the  boughs  her  waving  harp  is  hung, 

Murmuring  to  every  wind  that  o'er  it  blows. 

*  At  the  time  of  the  eftabliflunent  of  claffical  prizes,  and  building  the  new 
publick  library. 


Oft 
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II. 

Oft  have  T  feen  her  bathe  at  dewy  morn 

Her  wanton  bcfom  in  thy  filver  fpring; 
And,  while  her  hands  her  flowing  locks  adorn 

With  bufy  elegance,  have  heard  her  fing. 

But  fay,  what  long-recorded  theme, 

Thro*  all  the  lofty  tale  of  time, 
More  worthy  can  the  goddefs  deem 

Of  founding  chords,  and  fong  fublime, 

Than,  whofe  parental  hand  to  vigour  bred 

Each  infant  art,  the  noble  and  the  wife ; 
Whofe  bounty  <;.ire  yon  arching  (hades  to  fpread, 

Yon  pointed  ipires  in  holy  pomp  to  rife  ? 

Shall  war  alone  loud-echoing  numbers  claim, 

And  fhall  the  deeds  of  fmiling  Peace  be  drown'd, 
Amid  the  hero's  fhouts  and  trumpet's  found? 

Thefe,  too,  mall  flourifh  in  immortal  fame. 

III. 

When  Science  fled  from  Latium's  polifh'd  coafts. 
And  Grecian  groves,  her  long  and  lov'd  abode, 

Far  from  the  din  of  fierce  conflicting  hofts, 

Thro'  barbarous  realms  the  weary  wanderer  trodj 

But  to  what  more  indulgent  flcy, 

To  what  more  hofpitable  (hade, 
Could  trembling,  bleeding,   fainting  fly, 

The  helpiefs  and  devoted  maid? 

?  2  Time- 
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Time-honour'd  founders!  ye  the  virgin  woo'd! 

'Twas  yours,  with  fouls  to  native  grandeur  born, 
To  bid  her  radiant  beauties  fhine  renew'd, 

With  wealth  to  heap,  with  honours  to  adorn. 

In  Granta's  happier  paths  flie  wept  no  more ; 

Heal'd  were  the  wounds  that  fcarr'd  her  gentle  breaft; 

Kere,  ftill  me  fmiles  with  Freedom's  fons  to  reft, 
Nor  mourns  her  attick  towers,  nor  Tufcan  fhore. 

IV. 

Fathers  of  genius !  whom  the  Mufe  adores; 

For  fure  to  you  her  nobleft  (trains  belong, 
Beneath  whofe  venerable  roofs  me  pours 

The  grateful  notes  of  fweetly-flowing  fong. 

Th'  increafe  of  fwift  revolving  years 

With  confcious  pride  exulting  view  ; 
How  all  ye  plann'd  compleat  appears, 

How  all  your  virtues  bloom  anew. 

The  generous  zeal  which  erft  ye  felt  remains, 
It's  bounteous  beams  ftill  ardent  to  difpenfe ; 

Whilft,  unexhaufted,  to  your  learned  plains 
Rolls  the  rich  ftream  of  wide  munificence. 

Joy  to  your  fhades !  the  great  career  is  run, 
Referv'd  by  Fate  for  fome  fuperior  hand, 
Confefs'd,  the  laft,  th'  aufpicious  work  {hall  ftand, 

And  ftatefman,  monarch,  end  what  ye  begun. 

V. 

Ye,  too,  once  inmates  of  thefe  walls  renown'd, 
Whofe  fpirits,  mingling  with  the  ethereal  ray 

Of  univerfal  nature,  trac'd  the  bound, 
Or  rais'd  in  majefty  of  thought  the  lay  ; 

See 
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See  your  lov'd  arts  this  clime  to  grace, 

Their  rival  radiance  brighter  flied, 
While  Holies  fmiles  the  wreath  to  place 

Upon  the  youthful  victor's  head. 

Where  Spencer  fits  among  your  thrones,  fublime, 

To  the  foft  mufick  of  his  mournful  lays 
Liftening  ye  weep  for  his  ungrateful  time, 

And  point  the  better  hope  of  happier  days. 

If  with  the  dead  difhonour's  memory  dies, 

Forget,  much  injur'd  name,  th'  unworthy  woe; 
In  flrains  like  thine  fo  may  our  accents  flow, 

In  nobler  numbers  yon  fair  domes  arife. 

VI. 

'When  faction's  ftorms,  or  fome  fell  tyrant's  hate, 
Arts  join'd  with  freedom  to  one  grave  fhall  doom, 

Then,  tho'  thefe  ftruftures  to  the  hand  of  fate 

Bend  their  proud  height,  like  thine,  imperial  Rome, 

Know,  vainly,  Time,  thy  rapid  rage 

Shall  point  it's  wide-deftroying  aim, 
Since  what  defies  the  force  of  age 

Thus  confecrates  the  pile  to  Fame ; 

Some  future  eye  the  ruin'd  heap  mall  trace, 

The  name  of  Holies  on  the  ftone  behold, 
Shall  point  a  Brunfwick  to  a  diftant  race, 

Benign,  and  awful  on  the  fwelling  gold. 

Th'  hiftorick  page,  the  poet's  tuneful  toil. 

With  thefe  compar'd,  their  mutual  aid  fhall  raife 
To  build  the  records  of  eternal  praife, 

And  deck  with  endlefs  wreaths  their  honour'd  foil. 

Sweetor 
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VII. 

Sweeter  than  warbled  founds  that  win  the  fenfe, 
Flows  the  glad  mufick  of  a  grateful  heart; 

Beyond  the  pomp  of  wordy  eloquence, 

Or  ftrains  too  cold,  high-wrought  with  labour'd  art. 

Tho'  weakly  founds  the  jarring  firing, 
Tho'  vainly  would  the  mufe  explore, 

The  heights  to  which  with  eagle  wing 
Alone  can  heaven-taught  genius  foar; 

Yet  fhall  her  hand  ingenious  ftrive  to  twine 
The  blooming  chaplet  for  her  leader's  brow  ; 

While  with  new  verdure  grac'd,  in  Glory's  flirine, 
The  ampler  palms  of  civick  honours  grow ; 

When  he,  thefe  favour'd  Ihades  appears  to  blefs, 
Whofe  guardian  counfels  guide  a  nation's  fate, 
And  with  fuperior  toils  for  Europe's  ftate 

Mixes  the  thought  of  Granta's  happinefs. 

VIII, 

Hail,  feats  rever'd!  where  thoughtful  pleafures  dwell, 
And  hovering  Peace  extends  her  downy  wings; 

Where  mufing  Knowledge  holds  her  humble  cell, 
And  Truth  divine  unlocks  her  fecret  fprings : 

This  verfe  with  mild  acceptance  deign 
To  hear;  this  verfe  yourfelves  infpire, 

Ere  yet  within  your  facred  fane 
The  mufe  fufpends  her  votive  lyre. 

Thee,  Granta,  thus  with  filial  thanks  I  greet, 

With  fmiles  maternal  thou  thofe  thanks  receive; 

For  Learning's  humble  wealth,   for  friendship  fweet, 
For  every  calmer  joy  thy  fcenes  could  give. 
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While  thus  I  fport  upon  thy  peaceful  ftrand, 

The  ftorms  of  life  at  awful  diftance  roar ; 

And  ftill  I  dread,  ftill  lingering  on  the  more, 
To  launch  my  little  bark,  and  quit  the  land. 


COLIN    AND    LUCY. 

BY    MR.     TICK.EL. 

OF  Leinfter,  fam'd  for  maidens  fair, 
Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace; 
Nor  e'er  did  Liffy's  limpid  flream 
Reflect  a  fairer  face; 

Till  lucklefs  love,  and  pining  care, 

Impair 'd  her  rofy  hue, 
Her  dainty  lip,  her  damafk  cheek, 

And  eyes  of  glofly  blue. 

Ah !   have  you  feen  a  lily  pale 

When  beating  rains  defcend  ? 
So  droop'd  this  flow-confuming  maid, 

Her  life  now  near  it's  end. 

By  Lucy  warn'd,  of  flatt'ring  fwains 

Take  heed,  ye  eafy  fair; 
Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows, 

Ye  flatt'ring  fwains,  beware  ! 

Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring ; 
And  at  her  window,  fhrieking  thrice. 

The  raveu  flapp'd  his  wing. 

Full 
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Full  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  knew 

The  folemn  boding  found, 
And  thus  in  dying  words  befpake 

The  virgins  weeping  round — 

«  I  hear  a  voice  you  cannot  hear, 

*  That  cries,    I  muft  not  ftay ; 

*  I  fee  a  hand  you  cannot  fee, 
'  That  beckons  me  away. 

«  Of  a  falfe  fwain  and  broken  heart, 
'  In  early  youth  I  die  ; 

*  Am  I  to  blame,  becaufe  the  bride 
'  Is  twice  as  rich  as  I? 

'  Ah,  Colin!   give  not  her  thy  vows, 

'  Vows  due  to  me  alone  ! 
«  Nor  thou,  rafti  girl,  receive  his  kifs, 

'  Nor  think  him  all  thy  own  ! 

*  To-morrow  in  the  church  to  wed 
'  Impatient  both  prepare  : 

«  But  know,   falfe  man;  and  know,  fond  maid, 

*  Poor  Lucy  will  be  there. 

*  Then  bear  my  corfe,   ye  comrades  dear, 
'  The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet; 

*  He  in  his  wedding  trim  fo  gay, 
'  I  in  my  winding-meet.' 

She  fpake,  £he  dy'd :  her  corfe  was  borne, 
The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet ; 

He  in  his  wedding  trim  fo  gay, 
She  in  her  winding-iheet. 


What 
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What  then  were  Colin's  dreadful  thoughts ! 

How  were  thefe  nuptials  kept! 
The  bride-men  flock'd  round  Lucy  dead, 

And  all  the  village  wept. 

Compaffion,  fhame,  remorfe,  defpair, 

At  once  his  bofom  fwell: 
The  damps  of  death  bedew'd  his  brow, 

He  groan'd,   he  (hook,  he  fell. 

From  the  vain  bride,  a  bride  no  more, 

The  varying  crimfon  fled; 
When,  ftretch'd  befide  her  rival's  corfe, 

She  faw  her  lover  dead. 

He  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Convey'd  by  trembling  fwains, 
In  the  fame  mould,  beneath  one  fod, 

For  ever  now  remains. 

Oft  at  this  place  the  conftant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  feen ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots, 

They  deck  the  facred  green. 

But,  fwain  forfworn,  whoe'er  thou  art, 

This  hallow'd  ground  forbear  ! 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate, 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 


ALCANZOR 


122  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

ALCANZOR     AND      ZAYDA. 

A       MOORISH       TALE. 
BY    DR.    PERCY. 

SOFTLY  blow  the  evening  breezes, 
Softly  fall  the  dews  of  night ; 
Yonder  walks  the  Moor  Alcanzor, 
Shunning  every  glare  of  light. 

In  yon  palace  lives  fair  Zayda, 

Whom  he  loves  with  flame  fo  pure : 
Lovelieft  (he  of  Moorifli  ladies, 

He  a  young  and  noble  Moor. 

Waiting  for  th'  appointed  minute, 

Oft  he  paces  to  and  fro; 
Stopping  now,  now  moving  forwards, 

Sometimes  quick,   and  fometimes  flow. 

Hope  and  fear  alternate  teize  him, 

Oft  he  fighs  with  heartfelt  care. 
See,   fond  youth  !   to  yonder  window 

Softly  fteps  the  timorous  fair. 

Lovely  feems  the  moon's  fair  luflre 

To  the  loft  benighted  fwain, 
When  all  filvery  bright  me  rifes, 

Gilding  mountain,  grove,   and  plain; 

Lovely  feems  the  fun's  full  glory 

To  the  fainting  feaman's  eyes, 
When,  fome  horrid  ftorm  difperfing, 

O'er  the  wave  his  radiance  flies: 

But 
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But  a  thoufand  times  more  lovely 

To  her  longing  lover's  fight, 
Steals,   half  feen,   the  beauteous  maiden, 

Thro'  the  glimmerings  of  the  night. 

Tip-toe  ftands  the  anxious  lover, 
Whifpering  forth  a  gentle  figh: 
'  Alia  keep  thee,   lovely  lady; 

•  Tell  me,  am  I  doom'd  to  die  ? 

'  Is  it  true,   the  dreadful  ftory 
'  Which  thy  damfel  tells  my  page; 

*  That,  feduc'd  by  fordid  riches, 

'  Thou  wilt  fell  thy  bloom  to  age? 

'  An  old  lord  from  Antiquera 
'  Thy  ftern  father  brings  along  ; 

•  But  canft  thou,  inconftant  Zayda, 

•  Thus  confent  my  love  to  wrong  ? 

«  If  'tis  true,   now  plainly  tell  me, 

«  Nor  thus  trifle  with  my  woes ; 
1  Hide  not  then  from  me  the  fecret, 

'  Which  the  world  fo  clearly  knows.' 

Deeply  figh'd  the  confcious  maiden, 

While  the  pearly  tears  defcend : 
'  Ah,  my  lord !    too  true  the  ftory  ; 

•  Here  our  tender  loves  muft  end. 


Our  fond  friendfhip  is  difcover'd; 
•  Well  are  known  our  mutual  vows : 
All  my  friends  are  full  of  fury  ; 
«  Storms  of  paffion  ftiake  the  houfe, 

Qz  «  Threats, 
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'  Threats,   reproaches,  fears,   furround  me; 

'  My  ftern  father  breaks  my  heart : 
'  Alia  knows  how  dear  it  cofts  me, 

«  Generous  youth,  from  thee  to  part! 

«  Ancient  wounds  of  hoftile  fury 

«  Long  have  rent  our  houfe  and  thine  ; 

*  Why,  then,  did  thy  mining  merit 
«  Win  this  tender  heart  of  mine? 

'  Well  thou  krfow'ft  how  dear  I  lov'd  thee, 
«  Spite  of  all  their  hateful  pride; 

*  Tho'  I  fear'd'my  haughty  father 

'  Ne'er  would  let  me  be  thy  bride. 

'  Well  thou  know'ft  what  cruel  chidings 
'  Oft  I've  from  my  mother  borne, 

«  What  I've  fuffer'd  here  to  meet  thee 
'  Still  at  eve  and  early  morn. 

'  I  no  longer  may  refill  them; 

'  All,   to  force  my  hand  combine  ; 
'  And  to-morrow  to  thy  rival 

'  This  weak  frame  I  muft  refign. 

«  Yet  think  not  thy  faithful  Zayda 
'  Can  furvive  fo  great  a  wrong ; 

*  Well  my  breaking  heart  affures  me 
'  That  my  woes  will  not  be  long. 

*  Farewel,  then,  my  dear  Alcanzor! 
«  Farewel,  too,  my  life  with  thee  1 

*  Take  this  fcarf,  a  parting  token  ; 

*  When  thoa  wear'ft  it  think  on  me. 


Soon, 
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*  Soon,  lov'd  youth,  fome  worthier  maiden 

*  Shall  reward  thy  generous  truth; 

*  Sometimes  tell  her  how  thy  Zayda 

*  Died  for  thee  in  prime  of  youth.' 

To  him  all  amaz'd,  confounded, 

Thus  me  did  her  woes  impart : 
Deep  he  figh'd,  then  cry'd,  «  O  Zayda! 

«  Do  not,  do  not  break  my  heart. 

'  Canft  thou  think  I  thus  will  lofe  thee? 
«  Canft  thou  hold  my  love  fo  fmall  ? 

*  No!  a  thoufand  times  I'll  periih! 
«  My  curs'd  rival,  too,  (hall  fall. 

'  Canft  thou,  wilt  thou  yield  thus  to  them? 

*  O  break  forth,  and  fly  to  me ! 

*  This  fond  heart  mall  bleed  to  fave  thee, 

*  Thefe  fond  arms  {hall  fhelter  thee.' 

*  'Tisinvain!  in  vain,  Alcanzor! 

'  Spies  furround  me,  bars  fecure: 
'  Scarce  I  fteal  this  laft  dear  moment, 
'  While  my  damfel  keeps  the  door. 

«  Hark !  I  hear  my  father  ftorming  ! 

'  Hark!    I  hear  my  mother  chide ! 
'  I  muft  go  :  farewel  for  ever  ! 

'  Gracious  Alia  be  thy  guide  !' 


TRIVIA; 
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T    R     I     V    I     Aj 

O   R, 

THE  ART  OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  OF  LONDON. 

IN         THREE       BOOKS. 

BY      MR.      GAY. 

BOOK      I. 

THROUGH  winter  ftreets  to  fteer  your  courfe  aright, 
How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  fafe  by  night, 
How  joftling  crowds,  with  prudence  to  decline, 
When  to  affert  the  wall,  and  when  refign, 
I  fing:   thou,  Trivia!  goddefs,  aid  my  fong, 
Thro'  fpacious  ftreets  conduit  thy  bard  along ; 
By  thee  tranfported,  I  fecurely  ftray 
Where  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
The  filent  court  and  opening  fquare  explore, 
And  long  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before. 
To  pave  thy  realm,  and  fmooth  the  broken  ways, 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays; 
For  thee  the  fturdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground, 
Whilft  ev'ry  flroke  his  labouring  lungs  refound  ; 
For  thee  the  fcavenger  bids  kennels  glide 
Within  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  fubfide. 
My  youthful  bofom  burns  with  thirft  of  fame, 
From  the  great  theme  to  build  a  glorious  name, 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown, 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civick  crown  ; 
But  more,  my  country's  love  demands  the  lays; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praife. 

When  the  black  youth  at  chofen  ftands  rejoice, 
And  «  Clean  your  fhoes,'  refounds  from  every  voice; 

When 
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When  late  their  miry  fides  ftage-coaches  fhow, 
And  their  ftiffhorfes  thro'  the  town  move  flow; 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies, 
And  damfels  firft  renew  their  oyfter  cries; 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  fhoes  provide, 
Not  of  the  Spanifh  or  Morocco  hide; 
The  wooden  heel  may  raife  the  dancer's  bound, 
And  with  the  fcallop'd  top  his  ftep  be  crown'd : 
Let  firm,  well-hammer'd  foles,  protect  thy  feet 
Thro*  freezing  fnows,  and  rains,  and  foaking  fleet. 
Should  the  big  laft  extend  the  fhoe  too  wide. 
Each  ftone  will  wrench  th'  unwary  ftep  afide; 
The  fudden  turn  may  ftretch  the  fwelling  vein, 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ankle  fprain: 
And  when  too  fhort  the  modifh  flioes  are  worn, 
You'll  judge  the  feafons  by  your  mooting  corn. 

Nor  fliould  it  prove  thy  lefs  important  care 
To  chufe  a  proper  coat  for  winter's  wear. 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D'Oily  habit  fold, 
The  filken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frieze's  fpongy  nap  is  foak'd  with  rain, 
And  fhow'rs  foon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain; 
True  Witney  broad-cloth,  with  it's  (hag  unftiorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  in  the  lading  tempeft  worn : 
Be  this  the  horfeman's  fence  ;  for  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  fpoils  of  Ruflia's  bear  ? 
Within  the  roquelaure's  clafp  thy  hands  are  pent, 
Hands  that  ftretch'd  forth  invading  harms  prevent, 
Let  the  loop'd  Bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 
Or  his  deep  cloak  befpatter'd  o'er  with  lace : 
That  garment  beft  the  winter's  rage  defends, 
Whofe  ample  form  without  one  plait  depends ; 
By  various  names  in  various  counties  known. 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  furtout  alone; 
Be  thine  of  Kerfey  firm,  tho'  fmall  the  coft, 
Then  brave  unwet  the  rain,  uachiU'J  the  frofc, 

If 
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If  the  ftrong  cane  fupport  thy  walking  hand, 
Chairmen  no  longer  (hall  the  wall  command  ; 
E'en  fturdy  carmen  fliall  thy  nod  obey, 
And  rattling  coaches  flop  to  make  thee  way  : 
This  mall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright, 
Tho'  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tipp'd  produce, 
Be  theirs  for  empty  (how,  but  thine  for  ufe. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  eafe, 
And  lazily  infure  a  life's  difeafe  ; 
While  fofter  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  court,  to  White's,  afTemblies,   or  the  play; 
Rofy-complexion'd  health  thy  fteps  attends, 
And  exercife  thy  lafting  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choiceft  gifts  profane: 
Thus  fome  beneath  their  arm  fupport  the  cane  ; 
The  dirty  point  oft  checks  the  carelefs  pace, 
And  miry  fpots  the  clean  cravat  difgrace. 
O  may  I  never  fuch  misfortune  meet ! 
May  no  fuch  vicious  walkers  croud  the  ftreet ! 
May  Providence  o'er/hade  me  with  her  wings, 
While  the  bold  Mufe  experienc'd  dangers  tings! 

Not  thai  I  wander  from  my  native  home, 
And  (tempting  perils)  foreign  cities  roam. 
Let  Paris  be  the  theme  of  Gallia's  Mufe, 
Where  Slavery  treads  the  flreets  in  wooden  moes : 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgia's  frozen  clime, 
And  teach  the  clumfy  boor  to  fkate  in  rhyme  ; 
Where,   if  the  warmer  clouds  in  rain  defcend, 
No  miry  ways  induftricus  fteps  offend; 
The  rufhing  flood  from  Hoping  pavements  pours, 
And  blackens  the  canals  with  dirty  (howers. 
Let  others  Naples'  fmoother  ftreets  rehearfe, 
And  with  proud  Roman  ftruftures  grace  their  verfe, 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the  night  with  groans, 
Aad  blood  in  purple  torrents  dyes  the  ftones. 

Nor 
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Nor  flull  the  Mufe  thro*  narrow  Venice  ftray, 
Where  gondolas  their  painted  cars  difplay. 
O  happy  ftreets!    to  rumbling  wheels  unknown, 
No  carts,  no  coaches,  (hake  the  floating  town  ! 
Thus  was  of  old  Britannia's  city  blefs'd, 
Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  fons  poflefs'd; 
Coaches  and  chariots  yet  unfafhion'd  lay, 
Nor  late-invented  chairs  perplex'd  the  way : 
Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town, 
And  tuck'd  up  petticoats  fccur'd  her  gown; 
Her  rofy  cheek  with  diftant  vifits  glow'd, 
And  exercife  unartful  charms  beftow'd; 
But  fince  in  braided  gold  her  foot  is  bound, 
And  a  long  trailing  mantua  fweeps  the  ground, 
Her  fhoe  difdains  the  ftreet ;  the  lazy  fair 
With  narrow  ftep  affects  a  limping  air. 
Now  gaudy  Pride  corrupts  the  lavifli  age, 
And  the  ftreets  flame  with  glaring  equipage: 
The  tricking  gamefter  infolently  rides, 
With  loves  and  graces  on  his  chariot  fides; 
In  faucy  ftate  the  griping  broker  fits, 
And  laughs  at  honefty  and  trudging  wits. 
For  you,  O  honeft  men  !  thefc  ufeful  lays 
The  Mufe  prepares ;  I  feek  no  other  praiie. 

When  fleep  is  firft  difturb'd  by  morning  cries, 
From  fure  prognofticks  learn  to  know  the  Ikies, 
Left  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  night  complain, 
Surpriz'd  in  dreary  fogs  or  driving  rain. 
When  fuffocating  mifts  obfcure  the  morn, 
Let  thy  worft  wig,   long  us'd  to  ftorms,  be  worn; 
This  knows  the  powder'd  footman,   and  with  care 
Beneath  h-is  flapping  hat  fecures  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  fcafon  juftly  drefs'd, 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  froft  with  open  breaft; 
And,  when  the  burfting  clouds  a  deluge  pour, 
Let  thy  furtout  defend  the  drenching  mower, 

R  The 
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The  changing  weather  certain  figns  reveal. 
Ere  winter  fheds  her  fnow,  or  frofts  congeal, 
You'll  fee  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  afpire, 
And  fulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  riling  fire; 
Your  tender  fhins  the  fcorching  heat  decline, 
And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine : 
Before  her  kitchen  hearth  the  nodding  dame, 
In  flannel  mantle  wrapp'd,   enjoys  the  flame  ; 
Hov'ring,   upon  her  feeble  knees  (he  bends, 
And  all  around  the  grateful  warmth  afcends. 

Nor  do  lefs  certain  figns  the  town  advife 
Of  milder  weather  and  ferener  flues. 
The  ladies,  gaily  drefs'd,    the  Mall  adorn 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  funny  morn ; 
The  wanton  fawns  with  friflcing  pleafure  range, 
And  chirping  fparrows  greet  the  welcome  change: 
Not  that  their  minds  with  greater  fkill  are  fraught, 
Endu'd  by  inftinct,  or  by  reafon  taught; 
The  feafons  operate  on  ev'ry  breaft : 
'Tis  hence  that  fawns  are  brifk,    and  ladies  drefs'd. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  fnores, 
And  dreams  of  fancied  fares;    when  tavern  doors 
The  chairmen  idle  croud,   then  ne'er  refufe 
To  truft  thy  bufy  fteps  in  thinner  fhoes. 

But  when  the  fwinging  figns  your  ears  offend 
With  creaking  noife,   then  rainy  floods  impend  ; 
Soon  ftiall  the  kennels  fwell  with  rapid  ftreams. 
And  rum  in  muddy  torrents  to  the  Thames. 
The  bookfeller,   whofe  fliop's  an  open  fquare, 
Forefees  the  tempeft,  and  with  early  care 
Of  learning  ftrips  the  rails :  the  rowing  crew, 
To  tempt  a  fare,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue. 
On  hofiers'  poles  depending  {lockings  ty'd, 
Flag  with  the  flacken'd  gale  from  fide  to  fide. 
Church  monuments  foretel  the  changing  air; 
Then  Niobe  diflblves  into  a  tear, 
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And  fweats  with  facred  grief.     You'll  hear  the  founds 
Of  whittling  winds  ere  kennels  break  their  bounds ; 
Ungrateful  odours  common-fewers  diffufe, 
And  dropping  vaults  diftil  unwholefome  dews, 
Ere  the  tiles  rattle  with  the  fmoaking  ftiow'r, 
And  fpouts  on  heedlefs  men  their  torrents  pour. 

All  fuperftition  from  thy  breaft  repel. 
Let  cred'lous  boys,  and  prattling  nurfes  tell 
How,   if  the  feftival  of  Paul  be  clear, 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  ihall  ftrow  the  year: 
When  the  dark  ikies  difTolve  in  fnow  or  rain, 
The  lab'ring  hind  Ihall  yoke  the  fteer  in  vain  ; 
But  if  the  threat'ning  winds  in  tempefts  roar, 
Then  War  (hall  bathe  her  wafteful  fword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feaft  the  welkin  lours, 
And  ev'ry  penthoufe  ftreams  with  hafty  Ihow'rs, 
Twice  twenty  days  fhall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain, 
And  warn  the  pavements  with  inceflant  rain. 
Let  not  fuch  vulgar  tales  debafe  thy  mind  ; 
Nor  Paul,  nor  Swithin,  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  Mufe  defpife, 
And  flight  the  faithful  warning  of  the  flcies, 
Others  you'll  fee,  when  all  the  town's  afloat, 
Wrapp'd  in  th'  embraces  of  a  Kerfey  coat, 
Or  double-button'd  frieze ;    their  guarded  feet 
Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  ftreet, 
While  you,  with  hat  unloop'd,    the  fury  dread 
Of  fpouts  high-ftreaming,    and  with  cautious  tread 
Shun  ev'ry  darning  pool;  or  idly  flop, 
To  feek  the  kind  protection  of  a  mop. 
But  bufmefs  fummons ;  now  with  hafty  feud 
You  joftle  for  the  wall ;  the  fpatter'd  mud 
Hides  all  thy  hofe  behind  ;    in  vain  you  fcour ; 
Thy  wig,  alas!    uncurl'd,  admits  the  (how'r. 
So  fierce  Ale&o's  fnaky  trefles  fell, 
When  Orpheus  charm'd  the  rigorous  powers  of  hell; 

R?  Or 
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Or  thus  hung  Glaucus'  beard,   with  briny  dew 
Clotted  and  ftraight,  when  firft  his  am'rous  view 
Surpriz'd  the  bathing  fair;  the  frighted  maid 
Now  Hands  a  rock,    transform'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Good  houfewives  all  the  winter's  rage  defpife, 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  difguife  ; 
Or,   underneath  th' umbrella's  oily  flied, 
Safe  thro'  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
Let  Perfian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  difplay, 
To  guard  their  beauties  from  the  funny  ray; 
Or  fweating  flaves  fupport  the  mady  load, 
When  eaftern  monarchs  mow  their  ftate  abroad  ; 
Britain  in  winter  only  knows  it's  aid, 
To  guard  from  chilly  fhow'rs  the  walking  maid. 
But,  O !    forget  not,  Mufe  !   the  patten's  praife, 
That  female  implement  fhall  grace  thy  lays ; 
Say  from  what  art  divine  th'  invention  came, 
And  from  it's  origin  deduce  it's  name. 

Where  Lincoln  wide  extends  her  fenny  foil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  liv'd,   grown  white  with  toil; 
One  only  daughter  blefs'd  his  nuptial  bed, 
Who  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed  : 
Martha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  me  bore, 
But  now  her  careful  mother  was  no  more. 
Whilft  on  her  father's  knee  the  damfel  play'd, 
Patty  he  fondly  call'd  the  fmiling  maid ; 
As  years  increas'd,   her  ruddy  beauty  grew, 
And  Patty's  fame  o'er  all  the  village  flew. 

Soon  as  the  grey-ey'd  morning  ftreaks  the  flcies, 
And  in  the  doubtful  day  the  woodcock  flies, 
Her  cleanly  pail  the  pretty  houfewife  bears, 
And  fmging,    to  the  diftant  field  repairs  ; 
And  when  the  plains  with  evening  dews  are  fpread, 
The  milky  burden  fmokes  upon  her  head: 
Deep  thro'  a  miry  lane  (he  pick'd  her  way, 
Above  her  ancle  rofe  the  chalky  clay. 
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Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  fpies, 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes ; 
He  faw,  he  lov'd  ;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  meet  in  one. 
Ah,   Mulciber  !  recal  thy  nuptial  vows, 
Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  Paphian  fpoufe ; 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhaufted  charms, 
And  canft  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms? 

The  Lemnian  Pow'r  forfakes  the  realms  above, 
His  bofom  glowing  with  terreftrial  love. 
Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found; 
No  tenant  ventur'd  on  th'  unwholfome  ground. 
Here  fmokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  finewy  arm, 
And  early  ftrokes  the  founding  anvil  warm: 
Around  his  mop  the  fteely  fparkles  flew, 
As  for  the  fteed  he  fhap'd  the  bending  fhoe. 

When  blue-ey'd  Patty  near  his  window  came, 
His  anvil  refts,  his  forge  forgets  to  flame  : 
To  hear  his  foothing  tales  me  feigns  delays; 
What  woman  can  refift  the  force  of  praife  ? 

At  firft  me  coyly  ev'ry  kifs  withftood, 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flufli'd  with  modeft  blood: 
With  headlefs  nails  he  now  furrounds  her  (hoes, 
To  fave  her  fteps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  foothing  tales,   his  prefents  wore, 
And  granted  kifles,  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chill'd  her  feet,  with  cold  (he  pines, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofe  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  luftre  boaft, 
And  in  hoarfe  founds  her  melting  voice  is  loft. 

This  Vulcan  faw,    and  in  his  heav'nly  thought 
A  new  machine  mechanick  fancy  wrought, 
Above  the  mire  her  fhelter'd  tteps  to  raife, 
And  bear  her  fafely  thro'  the  wint'ry  ways. 
Straight  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows, 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rofc. 

No 
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No  more  her  lungs  are  fhook  with  dropping  rheums, 
And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  god  obtain'd  his  fuit :  tho'  flatt'ry  fail, 
Prefents  with  female  virtue  muft  prevail. 
The  patten  now  fupports  each  frugal  dame, 
Which  from  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  takes  the  name. 


BOOK    II. 

*TpHUS  far  the  Mufe  has  trac'd,  in  ufeful  lays, 

The  proper  implements  for  wint'ry  ways ; 
Has  taught  the  walker  with  judicious  eyes 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  Uje-lkies : 
Now  venture,  Mufe!   from  home  to  range  the  town, 
And  for  the  publick  fafety  rifque  thy  own. 

For  eafe  and  for  difpatch  the  morning's  bell : 
No  tides  of  paflengers  the  ftreets  moleft ; 
You'll  fee  a  draggled  damfel  here  and  there, 
From  Billingfgate  her  fifhy  traffick  bear : 
On  doors  the  fallow  milkmaid  chalks  her  gains ; 
Ah!  how  unlike  the  milkmaid  of  the  plains! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  affes  bray, 
Or  arrogate  with  folemn  pace  the  way; 
Thefe  grave  phyficians,  with  their  milky  chear, 
The  love-fick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repair. 
Here  rows  of  drummers  ftand  in  martial  file, 
And  with  their  vellum  thunder  fhake  the  pile, 
To  greet  the  new-made  bride.     Are  founds  like  thefe 
The  proper  prelude  to  a  ftate  of  peace  ? 
Now  Induftry  awakes  her  bufy  fons; 
Full  charg'd  with  news  the  breathlefs  hawker  runs : 
Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  fhake  the  ground, 
And  all  the  ftreets  with  paffing  cries  refound. 

If  cloath'd  in  black  you  tread  the  bufy  town, 
Or  if  diilinguifh'd  by  the  rev 'rend  gown, 

Three 
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Three  trades  avoid:  oft  in  the  mingling  prefs 

The  barber's  apron  foils  the  fable  drefs; 

Shun  the  perfumer's  touch  with  cautious  eye; 

Nor  let  the  baker's  ftep  advance  too  nigh. 

Ye  walkers,   too,    that  youthful  colours  wear, 

Three  fullying  trades  avoid  with  equal  care: 

The  little  chimney-fweeper  fltulks  along, 

And  marks  with  footy  ftains  the  heedlefs  throng  ; 

When  «  Small-coal !'  murmurs  in  the  hoarfer  throat, 

From  fmutty  dangers  guard  thy  threaten'd  coat; 

The  duft-man's  cart  offends  thy  cloaths  and  eyes, 

When  thro'  the  ftreet  a  cloud  of  afhes  flies. 

But  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn, 

The  chandler's  baflcet,  on  his  (houlder  borne, 

With  tallow  fpots  thy  coat.     Refign  the  way 

To  Jhun  the  furly  butcher's  greafy  tray  ; 

Butchers  !    whofe  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul  ftain, 

And  always  foremoft  in  the  hangman's  train. 

Let  due  civilities  be  ftri&Iy  paid  : 
The  wall  furrender  to  the  hooded  maid ; 
Nor  let  thy  fturdy  elbow's  haftyrage 
Joftle  the  feeble  fteps  of  trembling  Age; 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load, 
And  pants  for  breath,   clear  thou  the  crouded  road  ; 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  dired, 
And  from  the  prefling  throng  the  lame  protect. 

You'll  fometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  niceft  tread, 
Whofe  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head; 
At  ev'ry  ftep  he  dreads  the  wall  to  lofe, 
And  rifques,  to  fave  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  (hoes; 
Him,   like  the  miller,  pafs  with  caution  by, 
Left  from  his  {houlder  clouds  of  powder  fly : 
But  when  the  bully,  with  affuming  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'd  round  with  tarnilh'd  lace, 
Yield  not  the  way;  defy  his  ftrutting  pride, 
And  thruft  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  fide, 

He 
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He  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppofe, 
But  mutters  coward  curfes  as  he  goes. 

If  drawn  by  bufmefs  to  a  ftreet  unknown, 
Let  the  fworn  porter  point  thee  thro'  the  town. 
Be  fure  obferve  the  figns,  for  figns  remain 
Like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  not  from  prentices  to  learn  the  way  ; 
Thofe  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  iteps  aftray  : 
ACc  the  grave  tradefman  to  direct  thee  right, 
He  ne'er  deceives — but  when  he  profits  by't. 

Where  fam'd  Sti  Giles's  ancient  limits  fpread, 
An  inrail'd  column  rears  it's  lofty  head ; 
Here  to  fev'n  ftreets  fev'n  dials  count  the  day, 
And  from  each  other  catch  the  circling  ray: 
Here  oft  the  peafant,  with  enquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place; 
He  dwells  on  ev'ry  fign  with  ftupid  gaze, 
Enters  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze  ; 
Tries  ev'ry  winding  court  and  ftreet  in  vain, 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  Iteps  again. 
Thus  hardy  Thefeus,   with  intrepid  feet, 
Travers'd   the  dang'rous  labyrinth  of  Crete  ; 
But  ftill  the  wand'ring  pafles  forc'd  his  ftay, 
Till  Ariadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 
But  do  not'thou,  like  that  bold  chief,  confide 
Thy  vent'rous  footfteps  to  a  female  guide  ; 
She'll  lead  thee  with  delufive  imiles  along, 
Dive  in  thy  fob,    and  drop  thee  in  the  throng. 

When  waggifh  boys  the  Hunted  beefom  ply, 
To  rid  the  flabby  pavement,  pafs  not  by 
Ere  thou  haft  held  their  hands ;  fome  heedlefs  flirt 
Will  overfpread  thy  calves  with  fpatt'ring  dirt. 
Where  porters  hogflieads  roll  from  carts  aflope, 
Or  brewers  down  deep  cellars  ftretch  the  rope, 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  carmen  tofs'd, 
Stay  thy  rafti  ftep,  and  walk  without  the  poll. 
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What  tho'  the  gath'ring  mire  thy  feet  befmear, 
The  voice  of  Induftry  is  always  near. 
Hark  !   the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  deftin'd  Hand, 
And  the  fhoe  fhines  beneath  his  oily  hand. 
Here  let  the  Mufe,  fatigu'd  amid  the  throng, 
Adorn  her  precepts  with  digreffive  fong  ; 
Of  fhirtlefs  youths  the  fecret  rife  to  trace, 
And  mow  the  parent  of  the  fable  race. 

Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove  (grown  fond  of  change) 
Of  old  was  wont  this  nether  world  to  range, 
To  feek  amours ;   the  vice  the  monarch  lov'd 
Soon  thro'  the  wide  ethereal  court  improv'd, 
And  e'en  the  proudeft  goddefs  now  and  then 
Would  lodge  a  night  among  the  fons  of  men ; 
To  vulgar  deities  defcends  the  fafhion, 
Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  paffion. 
Then  Cloacina  (goddefs  of  the  tide 
Whofe  fable  ftreams  beneath  the  city  glide) 
Indulg'd  the  modifh  flame;  the  town  fhe  rov'd, 
A  mortal  fcavenger  me  faw,  fhe  lov'd  ; 
The  muddy  fpots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face, 
Like  female  patches,  heighten'd  ev'ry  grace : 
She  gaz'd,  fhe  figh'd  ;  for  Love  can  beauties  fpy 
In  what  feem  faults  to  every  common  eye. 

Now  had  the  watchman  walk'd  his  fecond  round, 

When  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  found 

Of  her  brown  lover's  cart,  for  well  fhe  knows 

That  pleafmg  thunder  :  fwift  the  goddefs  rofe, 

And  thro'  the  ftreets  purfu'd  the  diftant  noife, 

Her  bofom  panting  with  expected  joys. 

With  the  night-wand'ring  harlot's  airs  fhe  pafs'd, 

Brufh'd  near  his  fide,  and  wanton  glances  caft  : 

In  the  black  form  of  cinder-wench  fhe  came, 

When  love,  the  hour,  the  place,  had  banifh'd  mame ; 

To  the  dark  alley,  arm  in  arm  they  move; 

O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love  ! 

S  When 
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When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  fill'd  her  fp.ace, 
The  pregnant  goddefs  (cautious  of  difgrace) 
Defcends  to  earth,  but  fought  no  midwife's  aid, 
Nor  'midft  her  anguifh  to  Lucina  pray'd; 
No  chearful  goflip  wifh'd  the  mother  joy, 
Alone,  beneath  a  bulk,  fhe  dropp'd  the  boy. 

The  child  thro*  various  rifques  in  years  improv'd, 
At  firft  a  beggar's  brat,  compaflion  mov'd; 
His  infant  tongue  foon  learn'd  the  canting  art, 
Knew  all  the  pray'rs  and  whines  to  touch  the  heart. 

O  happy  unown'd  youths !  your  limbs  can  bear 
The  fcorching  dog-ftar,  and  the  winter's  air; 
While  the  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirfts  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  ev'ry  rain ! 

The  goddefs  long  had  mark'd  the  child's  diftrefs, 
And  long  had  fought  his  fufP rings  to  redrefs; 
She  prays  the  gods  to  take  the  fondling's  part, 
To  teach  his  hands  fome  beneficial  art 
Praftis'd  in  ftreets :  the  gods  her  fait  allow'd, 
And  made  him  ufeful  to  the  walking  crowd; 
To  cleanfe  the  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  (hoe 
With  nimble  fcill  the  gloffy  black  renew. 
Each  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
With  the  flrong  briftles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  forms  his  brufh  ;  the  god  of  day 
A  tripod  gives,  amid  the  crowded  way 
To  raife  the  dirty  foot,  and  eafe  his  toil ; 
Kind  Neptune  fills  his  vafe  with  fcetidoil 
Prefs'd  from  th'  enormous  whale  ;  the  god  of  fire, 
From  whofe  dominions  fmoaky  clouds  afpire, 
Among  thefe  generous  prefents  joins  his  part, 
And  aids  with  foot  the  new  japanning  art. 
Pleas'd,  {he  receives  the  gifts;   me  downward  glides, 
Lights  in  Fleet  Ditch,  and  moots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  fturdy  lad  awakes, 
Leaps  from  his  ftall,  his  tangled  hair  he  lhakes, 

The 
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Then  leaning  o'er  the  rails,   he  mufing  flood, 
And  view'd  below  the  black  canal  of  mud, 
Where  common  few'rs  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Whofe  torrents  rufh  from  Holborn's  fatal  fteep  : 
Penfive  thro'  idlenefs,  tears  flow'd  apace, 
Which  eas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wauYd  his  face; 
At  length,  he  fighing  cry'd,  '  That  boy  was  blefs'd, 
'  Whofe  infant  lips  have  drain'd  a  mother's  breaft  ; 
'But  happier  far  are  thofe,  (if  fuch  be  known) 
'  Whom  both  a  father  and  a  mother  own : 
'  But  I,  alas!  hard  Fortune's  utmoft  fcorn, 
'  Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  born  ! 
«  Some  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 

*  Belov'd  by  uncles,  and  kind  good  old  aunts  ; 

*  When  time  comes  round,   a  Chriftmas-box  they  bear, 
'  And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 

'  Had  I  the  precepts  of  a  father  learn'd, 
«  Perhaps  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  earn'd  ; 
'  For  leffer  boys  can  drive :  I  thirfly  ftand, 
'  And  fee  the  double  flaggon  charge  their  hand ; 
'  See  them  puff  off  the  froth,  and  gulp  amain, 
'  While  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain.* 
While  thus  he  fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide 
In  widen'd  circles  beats  on  either  fide ; 
The  goddefs  rofe  amid  the  inmoft  round, 
With  wither'd  turnip-tops  her  temples  crown 'd; 
Low  reach'd  her  dripping  trefTes,  lank,  and  black 
As  the  fmooth  jet,  or  glofly  raven's  back; 
Around  her  waift  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd, 
Which  bound  her  robe,  that  hung  in  rags  behind  : 
Now  beck'ning  to  the  boy,  fhe  thus  begun — 
'  Thy  prayers  are  granted;  weep  no  more,   my  fon; 

*  Go,   thrive.     At  fome  frequented  corner  ftand; 
'  This  brufh  I  give  thee,    grafp  it  in  thy  hand  ; 

*  Temper  the  foot  within  this  vafe  of  oil, 
'•  And  let  the  little  tripod  aid  thy  toil ; 

S  a  'On 
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'  On  this  methinks  I  fee  the  walking  crew, 

'  At  thy  requeft,  fupport  the  miry  fhoe  ; 

'  The  foot  grows  black  that  was  with  dirt  imbrown'd, 

'  And  in  thy  pocket  jingling  halfpence  found. 

'  The  goddefs  plunges  fwift  beneath  the  flood, 

'  And  dames  all  around  her  fhow'rs  of  mud.' 

The  youth  firaight  chofe  his  poft  ;  the  labour  ply'd, 
Where  branching  ftreets  from  Charing  Crofs  divide  j 
His  treble  voice  refounds  along  the  Mufe, 
And  Whitehall  echoes,  '  Clean  your  honour's  fhoest* 

Like  the  fweet  ballad,  this  amufing  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  walker  on  his  way; 
While  he  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  throng; 
The  bufy  city  afks  iuftruftive  fong. 

Where,  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  crowd, 
Clafp'd  in  the  board  theperjur'd  head  is  bow'd, 
Betimes  retreat ;  here,  thick  as  hailftones  pour, 
Turnips  and  half-hatch'd  eggs  (a  mingled  mow'r) 
Among  the  rabble  rain  :  fome  random  throw 
May  with  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erflow. 

Tho'  expedition  bids,    yet  never  ftray 
Where  no  rang'd  pofts  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thund'ring  waggons  meet, 
Wheels  clam  with  wheels,  and  bar  the  narrow  ftreet; 
The  laming  whip  refounds,   the  horfes  drain, 
And  blood  in  anguim  burfts  the  fwelling  vein. 
O  barb'rous  men  !    your  cruel  breads  afluage; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  gen'rous  fteed  your  rage? 
Does  not  his  fervice  earn  your  daily  bread  ? 
Your  wives,  your  children,   by  his  labours  fed  ! 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,   the  foul  revives, 
And,   ftiifting  feats,    in  other  bodies  lives, 
Severe  mail  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change, 
Doom'din  a  hackney  horfe  the  town  to  range  ; 
Carmen,  transform'd,  the  groaning  load  mall  draw, 
Whom  Other  tyrants  with  the  lam  mall  awe. 

Who 
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Who  would  of  Watling  Street  the  dangers  (hare, 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  Cheapfide  is  near? 
Or  who  that  rugged  ftreet  would  traverfe  o'er, 
That  ftretches,  O  Fleet  Ditch !  from  thy  black  fhore 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls?    Here  ftreams  afcend, 
That  in  mix'd  fumes  the  wrinkled  nofe  offend. 
Where  chandlers  cauldrons  boil ;  where  fifliy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  ftall,   long  abfent  from  the  fea; 
And  where  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  fpoil ; 
And  where  huge  hogfheads  fweat  with  trainy  oil, 
Thy  breathing  noftril  hold :  but  how  (hall  I 
Pafs  where,  in  piles,  Carnavian  *  cheefes  lie  ? 
Cheefe,  that  the  table's  clofing  rites  denies, 
And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rife. 
O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall  Mall ! 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  fmell! 

At  diftance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach, 

Nor  fturdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach  ; 

No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways,   were  chairs  deny'd, 

The  foft  fupports  of  lazinefs  and  pride  ; 

Shops  breathe  perfumes,  thro'  faflies  ribbands  glow. 

The  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau  : 

Yet  itill  e'en  here,  when  rains  the  paffage  hide, 

Oft  the  loofe  ftone  fpirts  up  a  muddy  tide 

Beneath  thy  carelefs  foot;   and  from  on  high, 

Where  mafons  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly  ; 

Mortar  and  crumbled  lime  in  fhowers  defcend, 

And  o'er  thy  head  deftrudlive  tiles  impend. 
But  fometimes  let  me  leave  the  noify  roads, 

And  filent  wander  in  the  clofe  abodes, 

Where  wheels  ne'er  fhake  the  ground  ;   there  penfive  ftray, 

In  lludious  thought,  the  long  uncrouded  way. 

Here  I  remark  each  walker's  difPrent  face, 

And  in  their  look  their  various  bufmefs  trace. 

*  Che/hire,  anciently  fo  called. 

The 
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The  broker  here  his  fpacious  beaver  wears, 

Upon  his  brow  fit  jealoufies  and  cares; 

Bent  on  fome  mortgage  (to  avoid  reproach) 

He  feeks  bye-ftreets,   and  faves  th'  expenfive  coach. 

Soft,    at  low  doors,   old  letchers  tap  their  cane, 

For  fair  reclufe,   who  travel  Drury  Lane ; 

Here  roams,    uncomb'd,  the  lavifh  rake,   to  fliun 

His  Fleet  Street  draper's  everlailing  dun. 

Careful  obfervers,  fludious  of  the  town', 
Shun  the  misfortunes  that  difgrace  the  clown ; 
Untempted,   they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats, 
Pafs  by  the  Meufe,  nor  try  the  thimble's  cheats  *: 
When  drays  bound  high,   they  never  crofs  behind, 
Where  bubb'ling  yeaft  is  blown  by  guils  of  wind : 
And  when  up  Ludgate  Hill  huge  carts  move  flow, 
Far  from  the  (training  fteeds  fecurely  go, 
Whofe  dafhing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire. 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  the  gazing  fquire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  javelin  backward  throws, 
And  as  he  flies  infefls  purfuing  foes. 

The  thoughtlefs  wits  fliall  frequent  forfeits  pay, 
Who  'gainft  the  fentry's  box  difcharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  fome  court  or  fecret  corner  feek, 
Nor  flufh  with  ihame  the  palling  virgin's  cheek. 

Yet  let  me  not  defcend  to  trivial  fong, 
Nor  vulgar  circumftance  my  verfe  prolong. 
Why  ihould  I  teach  the  maid,  when  torrents  pour, 
Her  head  to  fhelter  from  the  fudden  ihower  ? 
Nature  will  bell  her  ready  hand  inform, 
With  her  fpread  petticoat  to  fence  the  ftorm. 
Does  not  each  walker  know  the  warning  fign, 
When  wifps  of  ftraw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Crofs  the  clofe  ftreet,   that  then  the  pavior's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart? 

•  A  cheat  commonly  praftifed  with  three  thimbles  and  a  little 
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Who  knows  not  that  the  coachman  lafhing  by, 

Oft  with  his  flourilh  cuts  the  heedlefs  eye? 

And  when  he  takes  his  fland,   to  wait  a  fare, 

His  horfes  foreheads  fhun  the  winter's  air? 

Nor  will  I  roam  where  fummer's  fultry  rays 

Parch  the  dry  ground,  and  fpread  with  duft  the  ways; 

With  whirling  gufts  the  rapid  atoms  rife, 

Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  Ikies. 

Winter  my  theme  confines,  whofe  nitry  wind 
Shall  cruft  the  flabby  mire,  and  kennels  bind  ; 
She  bids  the  fnow  defcend  in  flaky  fheets, 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  ftreets. 
Let  not  the  virgin  tread  thefe  flippery  roads, 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hoiiow  patten  loads; 
But  if  thy  footfteps  flide  with  clotted  froft, 
Strike  off  the  breaking  balls  againfl  the  poft. 
On  filent  wheel  the  pafling  coaches  roll ; 
Oft  look  behind,  and  ward  the  threat'ning  pole. 
In  harden'd  orbs  the  fchool-boy  moulds  the  fnow. 
To  mark  the  coachman  with  a  dext'rous  throw. 
Why  do  ye,  boys  !   the  kennel's  furface  fpread, 
To  tempt  with  faithlefs  pafs  the  matron's  tread? 
How  can  ye  laugh  to  fee  the  damfel  fpurn, 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  and  her  green  (locking  mourn  ? 
At  White's  the  harnefs'd  chairman  idly  ftands, 
And  fwings  around  his  waift  his  tingling  hands: 
The  fempftrefs  fpeeds  to  Change  with  red-tipp'd  nofc, 
The  Belgian  ftove  beneath  her  footftool  glows ; 
In  half-whipt  muflin  needles  ufelefs  lie, 
And  flmttle-cocks  acrofs  the  counter  fly. 
Thefe  fports  warm  harmlefs;   why,  then,  will  ye  prove, 
Deluded  maids!   the  dangerous  flame  of  love? 

Where  Covent  Garden's  famous  temple  ftands, 
That  boafts  the  work  of  Jones'  immortal  hands, 
Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear, 
And  graceful  porches  lead  along  the  fquare ; 

Here 
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Here  oft  my  courfe  I  bend;  when,  lo!   from  far, 
I  fpy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war: 
The  prentice  quits  his  fhop  to  join  the  crew, 
Jncreafing  crowds  the  flying  game  purfue. 
.  Thus,  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  fnovvy  ground, 
The  gath'ring  globe  augments  with  ev'ry  round. 
But  whither  fhall  I  run  ?  The  throng  draws  nigh  ; 
The  ball  now  ikims  the  ftreet,  now  foars  on  high  ; 
The  dext'rous  glazier  ftrong  returns  the  bound, 
And  jingling  fafiies  on  the  penthoufe  found. 

O  rovipg  Mufe !  recal  that  wond'rous  year, 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air  ; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  frofted  ofiers  crown'd, 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound. 
The  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  more, 
Penfive  reclines  upon  his  ufelefs  oar; 
See  harnefs'd  fteeds  defert  the  ftony  town, 
And  wander  roads  unftable,  not  their  own; 
Wheels  o'er  the  harden 'd  waters  fmoothly  glide, 
And  raife  with  whiten'd  tracks  the  flippery  tide. 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire, 
And  fcarce  the  fpit  can  turn  the  fleer  entire. 
Booths  fudden  hide  the  Thames,  long  llreets  appear, 
And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crouded  fair. 
So,  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train 
Spread  their  encampment  e'er  the  fpacious  plain, 
Thick  rifmg  tents  a  canvas  city  build, 
And  the  loud  dice  refound  thro'  all  the  field. 

'Twas  here  the  matron  found  a  doleful  fate: 
Let  elegiack  lay  the  woe  relate, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  diflant  flutes,  at  hours 
When  filent  evening  clofes  up  the  flowers; 
Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noife, 
Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice. 

Doll  every  day  had  walk'd  thefe  treacherous  roads, 
Her  neck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnal  loads 

Of 
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Of  various  fruit:  fhe  now  a  baiket  bore; 
That  head,  aLas!  Iball  baiket  bear  no  more. 
Each  booth  (he  frequent  pafs'd,  in  queft  of  gain. 
And  boys  with  pleafure  heard  her  fhrilling  ftrain. 
Ah,  Doll !  all  mortals  muft  refign  their  breath, 
And  Indufhy  itfelf  fubmit  to  death. 
The  cracking  chryftal  yields  ;  me  finks,  fhe  dies  ; 
Her  head,  chopt  off,  from  her  loft  moulders  flies  : 
'  Pippins!'  fhe  cry'd,  but  death  her  voice  confounds, 
And  '  Pip-pip-pip!'  along  the  ice  refounds. 

So,  when  the  Thracian  furies  Orpheus  tore, 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gore, 
His  fever 'd  head  floats  down  the  filver  tide, 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  loft  confort  cry'd ; 
'  Eurydice!'  with  quivering  voice  he  mourn'd, 
And  Heber's  banks  '  Eurydice  !'  return'd. 

But  now  the  weftern  gale  the  flood  unbinds, 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  with  warmer  winds; 
The  wooden  town  it's  frail  foundation  leaves, 
And  Thames'  full  urn  rolls  down  his  plenteous  waves; 
From  ev'ry  penthoufe  ftreams  the  fleeting  fnow, 
And  with  diflblving  froft  the  pavements  flow. 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  city  ways, 
Need  not  the  Calendar  to  count  their  days. 
When  thro*  the  town,  with  flow  and  folemn  air, 
Led  by  the  noftril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear; 
Behind  him  moves,  majeftically  dull, 
The  pride  of  Hockley-hole,  the  furly  bull. 
Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  name ; 
Mondays  and  Thurfdays  are  the  days  of  game. 

When  nfhy  flails  with  double  ftore  are  laid, 
The  golden-belly'd  carp,  the  broad-finn'd  maid, 
Red-fpeckled  trouts,  the  falmon's  filver  jowl, 
The  jointed  lobfter,  and  unfcaly  foal, 
And  lufcious  fcallops  to  allure  the  taftes 
Of  rigid  zealots  to  delicious  fafts; 

T  Wednefdays 


146  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Wednefdays  and  Fridays,  you'll  obferve  from  hence, 
Days  when  our  fires  were  doom'd  to  abftinence. 

When  dirty  waters  from  balcpnies  drop, 
And  dext'rous  darafels  twirl  the  fprinkling  mop, 
And-cleanfe  the  fpatter'd  fa-fli,  and  fcrub  the  ftairs; 
Know,  Saturday's  conclufive  morn  appears. 

Succeflive  cries  the  feafons  change  declare, 
And  mark  the  monthly  progrefs  of  the  year. 
Hark !  how  the  ftreets  with  treble  voices  ring, 
To  fell  the  bounteous  produft  of  the  fpring : 
Sweet-fmelling  flowers,  and  elder's  early  bud, 
With  nettle's  tender  fhoots,  to  cleanfe  the  blood: 
And  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  fultry  Odes, 
E'en  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackrel  cries, 

Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  autumn  ftain, 
Blue  plums  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain: 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice 
To  truft  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rofemary,  and  bays  the  poet's  crown, 
Are  bawl'd  in,  frequent  cries  thro'  all  the  town, 
Then  judge  the  feftival  of  Chriftmas  near; 
Chriftmas,  the  joyous  period  of  the  year. 
Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  temples  ftrow, 
With  laurel  green,  and  facred  mifletoe  : 
Now,  heav'n-born  Charity  !   thy  bleffings  fhed; 
Bid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  fickly  head ; 
Bid  fhiv'ring  limbs  be  warm;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
In  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  foul! 
See,  fee!   the  heaven-born  maid  her  bleffings  fhed  : 
Lo!  meagre  Want  uprears  her  fickly  head; 
Cloath'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad? 
While  felfifti  avariee  alone  is  fad. 

Proud  coaches  pafs,  regardlefs  of  the  moan 
Of  infant  orphans,   and  the  widow's  groan, 
While  Charity  ftill  moves  the  walker's  mind, 
His  liberal  purfe  relieres  the  lame  and  blind. 

Jildicioufly 
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judicioufly  thy  halfpence  are  beftow'd, 

Where  the  laborious  beggar  fweeps  the  road. 

Whate'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand, 

Nor  let  Old  Age  long  firetch  his  palfy'd  hand. 

Thofe  who  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day, 

And  ftill  are  teaz'd — becauie  they  ftill  delay. 

If  e'er  the  mifer  durft  his  farthings  fpare, 

He  thinly  fpreads  them  thro'  the  publick  fquare^ 

Where,  all  befide  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  "lie. 

And  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry; 

With  heav'n,  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his  fcore, 

Lifts  up  his  eyes — and  haftes  to  beggar  more. 

Where  the  brafs-knocker,  wrapp'd  in  flanael  band, 
Forbids  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand, 
Th'  upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death, 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath  ; 
As  vultures  o'er  a  camp,  with  hovering  Sight, 
Snuff  up  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Here  canft  thoa  pafs,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 
That  Heav'n  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  fpare? 

Come,  Fortefcue!    fincere,  experienc'd  friend, 
Thy  briefs,  thy  deeds,  and  e'en  thy  fees  fufpend  : 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  filent  walls. 
Me  bufinefs  to  my  drftant  lodging  calls : 
Thro*  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  ftray; 
With  thee  converfcng,  I  forget  the  way. 
Behold  that  narrow  ftrect  which  fteep  defcends, 
Whofe  building  to  the  flimy  fhore  extends i 
Here  Arundel's  fara'd  ftrufture  rear'd  it's  frame. 
The  ftreet  alone  retains  an  empty  name. 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  warm'd, 
And  Raphael's  fair  defign  with  judgment  charm'd, 
Now  hangs  the  bellman's  fong,  and  palled  here 
The  colour'd  prints  of  Overton  appear, 
Where  ftatues  breath'd  the  works  of  Phidias'  bands, 
A  wooden  pump  or  lonely  watch-houfe  ftands. 

T  2  There 
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There  EfTex'  ftately  pile  adorn'd  the  (here, 
There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  Villers',  now  no  mora! 
Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  ftill  remains; 
Beauty  within,  without  proportion  reigns. 
Beneath  his  eye  declining  Art  revives, 
The  wall  with  animated  pifture  lives. 
There  Handel  flrikes  the  firings,  the  melting  drain 
Tranfports  the  foul,  and  thrills  thro'  every  vein. 
There  oft  I  enter  (but  with  cleaner  flioes) 
For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  ev'ry  Mufe, 

O  ye  aflbciate  walkers,  O  my  friends, 
Upon  your  ftate  what  happinels  attends  ! 
What  tho'  no  coach  to  frequent  vifit  rolls, 
Nor  for  your  {hilling  chairmen  fling  their  pales; 
Yet  ftill  your  nerves  rheumatick  pains  defy, 
Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  faffron  eye  ; 
No  wafting  coagh  difcharges  founds  of  death, 
Nor  wheezing  afthma  heaves  in  vain  for  breath; 
Nor  from  your  reftlefs  couch  is  heard  the  groan 
Of  burning  gout,   or  fedentary  ftone. 
Let  others  in  the  jolting  coach  confide, 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  ftreet, 
And  truft  their  fafety  to  another's  feet : 
Still  let  me  walk;  for  oft  the  fudden  gale 
Ruffles  the  tide,  and  fliifts  the  dangerous  fail; 
Then  (hall  the  paflenger  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow  and  the  faithlefs  oar; 
The  drukea  chairman  in  the  kennel  fpurns, 
The  glafles  {hatters,  and  his  charge  o'erturns. 
Who  can  recount  the  coach's  various  harms; 
The  legs  disjointed,  and  the  broken  arms? 

I've  feen  a  beau,  in  fome  ill-fated  hour, 
When  o'er  the  ftones  choak'd  kennels  fwell  the  Ihow'r, 
In  gilded  chariot  loll ;  he  with  difdain 
Views  fpatter'd  paflengers  all  drench'd  in  rain: 

With 
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With  mud  fill'd  high,  the  rumbling  cart  draws  near ; 
Now  rule  thy  prancing  fteeds,  lac'd  charioteer  1 
The  duflman  lames  on  with  fpiteful  rage, 
His  ponderous  fpokes  thy  painted  wheel  engage ; 
Crufh'd  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  fhrieking  beau, 
The  flabby  pavement  chryftal  fragments  ftrow; 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  embroider'd  coat  difgrace, 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So,  when  dread  Jove  the  fon  of  Phcebus  hurl'd, 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nether  world, 
The  headftrong  courfers  tore  the  filver  reins, 
And  the  fun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills, 
His  fickly  hand  is  ftor'd  with  friendly  bills : 
From  hence  he  learns  the  feventh-born  doctor's  fame  ! 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapeft  taylor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  fmoke  upon  your  boards? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  bell  affords. 
Wouldft  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal? 
Seek  Leadenhall :  St.  James's  fends  thee  veal. 
Thames  Street  gives  cheefes ;   Covent  Garden  fruits; 
.M porfi elds  old  books,  and  Monmouth  Street  old  fuits. 
Hence  may'ft  thou  well  fupply  the  wants  of  life, 
Support  thy  family,  and  cloath  thy  wife. 

Volumes  on  (helter'd  flails  expanded  lie, 
And  various  fcience  lures  the  learned  eye ; 
The  bending  fhelves  with  pond'rous  fcholiafts  groan. 
And  deep  divines,  to  modern  (hops  unknown : 
Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  induflrious  wing 
Colle&s  the  various  odours  of  the  fpring, 
Walkers,  at  leifure,  learning's  flowers  may  fpoil. 
Nor  watch  the  wafting  of  the  midnight  oil ; 
May  morals  fnatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  fage: 
Here  fauntering  prentices  o'er  Ocway  weep, 
O'er  Congreve  fmile,  or  over  D'Urfy  fleep; 

PleasM 
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Pleas'd  fempftrefTes  the  Lock's  fam'd  Rape  unfold, 
And  Squirts  *  read  Garth,  till  apozems  grow  cold, 

O  Lintot !    let  my  labours  obvious  lie, 
Rang'd  on  thy  ftall,  for  ev'ry  curious  eye ; 
So  fliall  the  poor  thefe  precepts  gratis  know. 
And  to  my  verfe  their  future  fafeties  owe. 

What  walker  (hall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  falfe  luftre  of  a  coach  and  fix? 
Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  mow, 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th'  embroider'd  beau. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  it's  braces  fwing, 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  fpring: 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place, 
Betray'd  his  filter  to  a  lewd  embrace. 
This  coach,  that  with  the  blazon'd  'fcutcheon  glows, 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  mows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  funk  in  velvet,  fleeps; 
The  ftarving  orphan,  as  he  paffes,  weeps  : 
There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinfel'd  flaves, 
Who  waftes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves. 
That  other,  with  a  cluttering  train  behind, 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  fordid  mind. 
This  next  in  court-fidelity  excels, 
The  publick  rifles,  and  his  country  fells. 
May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate, 
If  purchas'd  at  fo  mean,  fo  dear  a  rate  ! 
Or  rather  give  me  fweet  content  on  foot, 
Wrapp'd  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  furtout ! 


BOOK    III. 

O  Trivia,  goddefs !  leave  thefe  low  abodes, 
And  traverfe  o'er  the  wide  ethereal  roads ; 
Celeftial  queen!   put  on  thy  robes  of  light, 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 

*  The  name  of  an  apothecary's  boy,  in  the  poem  of  The  Difpenfary. 

At 
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At  fight  of  thee  the  villain  flieathes  his  fworcf, 
Nor  fcales  the  wall,  to  fteal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  filver  lamp  from  heaven's  high  bow'r 
Direct  my  footfteps  in  the  midnight  hour! 

When  night  firft  bids  the  twinkling  ftars  appear, 
Or  with  her  cloudy  veft  inwraps  the  air, 
Then  fwarms  the  bufy  ftreet ;  with  caution  tread 
Where  the  fhop-windows  falling  threat  thy  head: 
Now  labourers  home  return,  and  join  their  ftrength 
To  bear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng, 
And,  as  the  pafles  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fair  columns  of  St.  Clement  ftand, 
Whofe  llraiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand; 
Where  the  low  penthouie  bows  the  walker's  head, 
And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread ; 
Where  not  a  poft  prote&s  the  narrow  fpace, 
And,  ftrung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  in  thy  face  ; 
Summon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouze  thy  care, 
Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  refolute,  beware: 
Forth  iffuing  from  fteep  lanes,  the  collier's  fteeds 
Drag  the  black  load  ;  another  cart  fucceeds; 
Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowds  appear, 
And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  clear. 
Now  all  the  pavement  founds  with  trampling  feet, 
And  the  mix'd  hurry  barricades  the  llreet. 
Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  lengthen'd  team 
Cracks  the  tough  harnefs;  here  a  ponderous  beam 
Lies  overturn 'd  athwart;  for  daughter  fed, 
Here  lowing  bullocks  raife  their  horned  head. 
Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar, 
And  the  fmart  blow  provokes  the  fturdy  war: 
From  the  high  box  they  whirl  the  thong  around. 
And  with  the  twining  la(h  their  fliins  refound: 
Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they  try, 
And  the  blood  gu(hes  down  their  painful  eye. 

And 
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And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warriors  light, 
And  with  their  ponderous  fids  renew  the  fight; 
Blow  anfwers  blow,    their  cheeks  are  fmear'd  with  blood«» 
Till  down  they  fall,  and  grappling  roll  in  mud. 
So,  when  two  boars,    in  wild  Ytene*  bred, 
Or  on  Weftphalia's  fattening  chefnuts  fed, 
Gnafh  their  fharp  tuflcs,  and,  rouz'd  with  equal  fire, 
Difpute  the  reign  of  fome  luxurious  mire; 
Jn  the  black  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er, 
Till  their  arm'd  jaws  diftil  with  foam  and  gore. 
Where  the  mob  gathers,   fwiftly  (hoot  along, 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noify  throng. 
Lur'd  by  the  filver  hilt,  amid  the  fwarm, 
The  fubtle  artift  will  thy  fide  difarm. 
Nor  is  thy  flaxen  wig  with  fafety  worn ; 
High  on  the  fhoulder,  in  a  bafket  borne, 
Larks  the  fly  boy,   whofe  hand,  to  rapine  bred, 
Plucks  off  the  curling  honours  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  fkulking  thief,   with  praftis'd  fleight, 
And  unfelt  ringers  make  thy  pocket  light. 
Where's  now  the  watch,   with  all  it's  trinkets,  flown? 
And  thy  late  fnuff-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But,  lo!  his  bolder  thefts  fome  tradefman  fpies, 
Swift  from  his  prey  the  fcudding  lurcher  flics ; 
Dext'rous  he  'fcapes  the  coach  with  nimble  bounds, 
Whilft  ev'ry  honeft  tonjrue    '  Stop  thief!'  refounds. 
So  fpeeds  the  wily  fox,   alarm'd  by  fear, 
Who  lately  filch'd  the  turkey's  callow  care; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  flies, 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  the  hunter's  cries; 
Ereathlefs,  he  {tumbling  falls.     Ill-fated  boy! 
Why  did  not  honeft  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
Seiz'd  by  rough  hands,   he's  dragg'd  amid  the  rout, 
And  ftretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  inceflant  fpout ; 

*  New  Foreft  in  Hampfhire,  anciently  fo  called. 

Or 
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Or,  plung'd  in  miry  ponds  he  gafping  lies, 

Mud  choaks  his  mouth,  and  plaifters  o'er  his  eyes. 

Let  not  the  ballad-finger's  fhrilling  ftrain 
Amid  the  fwarm  thy  liftening  ear  detain: 
Guard  well  thy  pocket ;    for  thefe  fyrens  Hand 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving 'hand; 
Confederate  in  the  cheat,   they  draw  the  throng, 
And  cambrick  handkerchiefs  reward  the  fong. 
But  foon  as  coach  or  cart  drives  rattling  on, 
The  rabble  part,  in  fhoals  they  backward  run: 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  mingled  war  divide, 
And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  fide. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pace, 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace, 
Stop  fhort;   ncr  ftruggle  thro'  the  crowd  in  vain, 
But  watch  with  careful  eye  the  patting  train. 
Yet  I,  (perhaps  too  fond)   if  chance  the  tide, 
Tumultuous,  bear  my  partner  from  my  fide^ 
Impatient  venture  back;  defpifing  harm, 
I  force  my  paffage  where  the  thickeft  fwarm. 
Thus  his  loft  bride  the  Trojan  fought  in  vain, 
Thro'  night,  and  arms,   and  flames,  and  hills  of  flain : 
Thus  Nifus  wander'd  o'er  the  pathlefs  grove, 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love  ; 
The  pathlefs  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er  ! 
Euryalus,    alas!  is  now  no  more. 

That  walker,  who,  regardlefs  of  his  pace, 
Turns  oft  to  pore  upon  the  damfel's  face, 
FrCin  fide  to  fide  by  thrufting  elbows  tofs'd, 
Shall  ftrike  his  aching  bread  againft  a  poft ; 
Or  water,  dafh'd  from  fifhy  ftalls,   fhall  ftain 
His  haplefs  coat  with  fpirts  of  fcaly  rain. 
But  if  unwarily  he  chance  to  ftray, 
Where  twirling  turnlliles  intercept  the  way, 
The  thwarting  paflenger  fhall  force  them  round, 
And  beat  the  wretch,  half  brcathlefs,    to  the  ground. 

U  Let 
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Let  conftant  vigilance  thy  footfteps  guide, 
And  wary  circumfpedion  guard  thy  iide  ; 
Then  fhalt  thou  walk  unharm'd  the  dangerous  night, 
Nor  need  th'  officious  linkboy's  fmoaky  light. 
Thou  never  wilt  attempt  to  crofs  the  road 
Where  alehoufe  benches  reft  the  porter's  load, 
Grievous  to  heedlefs  fhins ;   no  barrow's  \rheel, 
That-bruifes  oft  the  truant  fchool-boy's  heel, 
Behind  thee  rolling,   with  infidious  pace, 
Shall  mark  thy  flocking  with  a  miry  trace. 
Let  not  thy  venturous  fteps  approach  too  nigh, 
Where,    gaping  wide,   low  fteepy  cellars  lie ; 
Should  thy  fhoe  wrench  afide,   down,  down  you  fall, 
And  overturn  the  fcolding  huckfler's  flail ; 
The  fcolding  huckfler  fhall  not  o'er  thee  moan, 
But  pence  exact  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erthrown. 

Tho*  you  thro'  cleanlier  alleys  wind  by  day, 
To  fhun  the  hurries  of  the  publick  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  thofe  dark  paths  by  night  retire  j 
Mind  only  fafety,    and  contemn  the  mire. 
Then  no  impervious  caurts  thy  hafle  detain, 
Nor  faeering  ale  wives  bid  thee  turn  again. 

Where  Lincoln's  Inn,    wide  fpace,  is  rail'd  around, 
Crofs  not  with  vent'rous  flep  :    there  oft  is  found 
The  lurking  thief;    who,    while  the  day-light  fhone, 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  his  begging  tone ; 
That  crutch  which  late  compaffion  mov'd,    mail  wound 
Thy  bleeding  head,    and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Tho'  thou  art  tempted  by  the  linkman's  call, 
Yet  trufl  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall ; 
In  the  mid-way  he'll  quench  the  flaming  brand, 
And  mare  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
Still  keep  the  publick  ftreets,  where  oily  rays, 
Shot  from  the  chryflal  lamp,  o'erfpread  the  ways. 

Happy  Augufla  !   law-defended  town  ! 
Here*  no  dark-Ian  thorns  made  the  villain's  frown  ; 

No 
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No  Spanifli  jealoufies  thy  lanes  infeft, 
Nor  Roman  vengeance  ftabs  th'  unwary  bread; 
Here  Tyranny  ne'er  lifts  her  purple  hand, 
But  Liberty  and  Juftice  guard  the  land: 
No  bravoes  here  profefs  the  bloody  trade, 
Nor  is  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 

Let  not  the  chairman,  with  afluming  ftride, 
Prefs  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thruft  thy  fide : 
The  laws  have  fet  him  bounds ;    his  fervile  feet 
Should  ne'er  encroach  where  pofts  defend  the  ftreet. 
Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell, 
Whofe  flambeau  gilds  the  fames  of  Pall  Mall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  torches  flame, 
To  light  the  midnight  vifits  of  the  dame  ? 
Others,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led, 
May  where  the  chairman  refts  with  fafety  tread  : 
Whene'er  I  pafs,    their  poles  unfeen  below, 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  the  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road  where  ftreets  are  crofs'd, 
With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accoft: 
He  ne'er  the  threat  or  harfh  command  obeys, 
But  with  contempt  the  fpatter'd  fhoe  fnrveys. 
Now  man  with  utmoft  fortitude  thy  foul, 
To  crofs  the  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roll ; 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  (kill  confide, 
Nor  raftily  rifque  the  kennel's  fpacions  ftride ; 
Stay  till  afar  the  diftant  wheel  you  hear, 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air  : 
Thy  foot  will  flide  upon  the  miry  ftone, 
And  pafling  coaches  crufti  thy  tortur'd  bone; 
Or  wheels  inclofe  the  road — on  either  hand, 
Pent  round  with  perils,   in  the  mid  ft  you  ftand, 
And  call  for  aid  in  vain  ;  the  coachman  fwears, 
And  carmen  drive,   unmindful  of  thy  prayers. 
Where  wilt  thou  turn?   ah!   whither  wilt  thou  fly? 
On  ev'ry  fide  the  prefling  fpokes  are  nigh. 

Uz  $• 
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So  failors,  while  Charybdis  gulph  they  fhun, 
Amaz'd,  on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 

Be  fure  obferve  where  brown  Oftrea  ftands, 
Who  boafts  her  fhelly  ware  from  Wallfleet  fands; 
There  may'il  thou  pafs,  with  fafe  unmiry  feet, 
Where  the  rais'd  pavement  leads  athwart  the  ftreet. 
If  where  Fleet  Ditch  with  muddy  current  flows 
You  chance  to  roam,  where  oyfter-tubs  in  rows 
Are  rang'd  befide  the  ports,  there  Hay  thy  hafte, 
And  with  the  favoury  fifli  indulge  thy  tafte ; 
The  damfel's  knife  the  gaping  ftiell  commands, 
While  the  fait  liquor  ftreams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  fure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er 
With  brafs  or  fteel,  that  on  the  rocky  fhore 
Firft  broke  the  oozy  oyfter's  pearly  coat, 
And  rifqued  the  living  morfel  down  his  throat. 
What  will  not  Lux'ry  tafte  ?  Earth,  fea,  and  air, 
Are  daily  ranfack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare. 
Blood  ftufFd  in  fluns  is  Britifh  Chriftians  food, 
And  France  robs  marfhes  of  the  croaking  brood  ; 
Spongy  morels  in  ftrong  ragouts  are  found, 
And  in  the  foup  the  flimy  inail  is  drown'd. 

WThen  from  high  fpouts  the  darning  torrents  fall, 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall ; 
For  fhouldft  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  ruftung  throng 
Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along; 
All  prefs  to  gain  thofe  honours  thou  haft  loft, 
And  rudely  {hove  thee  far  without  the  poft. 
Then  to  retrieve  the  fhed  you  ftrive  in  vain, 
Draggled  all  o'er,  and  foak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bear  the  fhow'r,  and  toils  of  mud, 
Than  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  rifque  thy  blood: 
O  think  on  Oedipus'  detefted  ftate, 
And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  fliun  thy  fate. 

Where  three  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  fire  unknown ; 
(Unhappy  fire,  but  more  unhappy  fon  !) 

Each 
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Each  claim'd  the  way;  their  fwords  the  ftrife  decide: 
The  hoary  monarch  fell;  he  groan'd,  and  dy'd  1 
Hence  fprung  the  fatal  plague  that  thinn'd  thy  reign, 
Thy  curfed  inceft  !   and  thy  children  flain ! 
Hence  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endlefs  night  to  ftray 
Thro'  Theban  ftreets,  and  cheerlels  grope  thy  way. 

Contemplate,  mortal!  on  thy  fleeting  years; 
See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears! 
Whether  feme  heir  attends  in  fable  ftate, 
And  mourns  with  outward  grief  a  parent's  fate; 
Or  the  fair  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty's  bloom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb; 
Why  is  the  hearfe  with  'fcutcheons  blazon'd  round, 
And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  oftrich  crown'd? 
No!  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain; 
It  only  ferves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 
How  fhort  is  life  !  how  frail  is  human  trufl! 
Is  all  this  pomp,  for  laying  duft  to  duil? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  flail, 
Brufh  not  thy  fweeping  fkirt  too  near  the  wall; 
Thy  heedlefs  fleeve  will  drink  the  colour'd  oil, 
And  fpot  indelible  thy  pocket  foil. 
Has  not  wife  Nature  ftrung  the  legs  and  feet 
With  firmed  nerves,  defign'd  to  walk  the  ftreet? 
Has  me  not  given  us  hands  to  grope  aright, 
Amidft  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night  r 
And  think'ft  thou  not  the  double  noftril  meant 
To  warn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  fcent? 

Who  can  the  various  city  frauds  recite, 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night? 
Who  now  the  guinea-dropper's  bait  regards, 
Trick'd  by  the  (harper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards? 
Why  mould  I  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fray, 
Where  the  (ham-quarrel  interrupts  the  way? 
Lives  there  in  thele  our  days  fo  foft  a  clown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths  o  r  threatening  frown? 

I  need 
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I  need  not  ftricl  enjoin  the  pocket's  care, 
When  from  the  crouded  play  thou  lead'ft  the  fair: 
Who  has  not  here  or  watch  or  fnuft-box  loft, 
Or  handkerchiefs  that  India's  muttle  boail  ? 

0  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  thro'  the  roads 
Of  DruryVmazy  courts  and  dark  abodes, 

The  harlots  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  ftand 
Where  Catherine  Street  defcends  into  the  Strand. 
Say,  vagrant  Mufe!  their  wiles  and  fubtle  arts, 
To  lure  the  ilrangers  unfufpefting  hearts; 
So  fliall  our  youth  on  healthful  fmews  tread, 
And  city  cheeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red, 

'Tis  (he  who  nightly  ftrolls  with  faunt'ring  pace, 
No  ftubborn  ftays  her  yielding  fhape  embrace; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribbands  glare, 
The  new-fcower'd  manteau  and  the  flattern  air ; 
High -draggled  petticoats  her  travels  fhow, 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blufhes  glow; 
With  flattering  founds  me  foothes  the  credulous  ear, 
*  My  noble  Captain! — Charmer! — Love! — My  dear!' 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  me  plies, 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes: 
With  empty  bandbox  me  delights  to  range, 
And  feigns  a  diftant  errand  from  the  Change; 
Nay,  me  will  oft  the  Quaker's  hood  profane, 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Drury-lane ; 
She  darts  from  farcenet  ambufh  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  fleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  will  pat  thy  cheek  ;  thefe  fnares  difdain, 
Nor  gaze  behind  thee  when  me  turns  again. 

1  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  thirft  of  gain, 
To  the  great  city  drove,  from  Devon's  plain, 
Ijis  numerous  lowing  herd  ;  his  herds  he  fold, 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold : 
Drawn  by  a  fraudful  nymph,  he  gaz'd,  he  figh'd; 
Unmindful  of  his  home,  and  diftant  bride, 

She 
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She  leads  the  willing  vidim  to  his  doom, 
Thro'  winding  alleys  to  her  cobweb  room, 
Thence  thro'  the  ftreet  he  reels,  from  poft  to  poft, 
Valiant  with  wine,  nor  knows  his  treafure  loft. 
The  vagrant  wretch  th'  aflembled  watchmen  fpies, 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies ; 
Deep  in  the  round-houfe  pent,  all  night  he  fnores, 
And  the  next  morn  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah,  haplefs  fwain !  unus'd  to  pains  and  ills, 
Canft  thou  forego  roaft-beef  for  naufeous  pills  ? 
How  wilt  thou  lift  to  Heav'n  thy  eyes  and  hands, 
When  the  long  fcroll  the  furgeon's  fees  demands! 
Or  elfe  (ye  gods  !  avert  that  worft  difgrace) 
Thy  ruin'd  nofe  falls  level  with  thy  face ; 
Then  mail  thy  wife  thy  loathfome  kifs  difdain, 
And  wholefome  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain. 

Yet  there  are  watchmen,  who  with  friendly  light 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  fteps  to  tread  aright ; 
For  fixpence  will  fupport  thy  helplefs  arm, 
And  home  condudl  thee  fafe  from  nightly  harm; 
But  if  they  fhake  their  lanthorns,  from  afar 
To  call  their  brethren  to  confederate  war, 
When  rakes  refift  their  pow'r ;  if  haplefs  you 
Should  chance  to  wander  with  the  fcowering  crew! 
Tho'  fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne'er  defpair, 
But  feek  the  conftable's  confiderate  ear; 
He  will  reverfe  the  watchman's  harm  decree, 
Mov'd  by  the  rhetorick  of  a  filver  fee. 
Thus,  would  you  gain  lome  favourite  courtier's  word, 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord. 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep, 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  fleep. 
His  fcatter'd  pence  the  flying  Nicker  *  flings; 
And  with  the  copper  mower  the  cafement  rings. 

*  Gentlemen  who  delighted  to  break  windows  with  halfpence. 
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Who  has  not  heard  the  Scowerer's  midnight  fame  ? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name  ? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds 
Safe  from  their  blows,   or  new-invented  wounds? 
I  pafs  their  defperate  deeds  and  mifchiefs   done, 
Where  from  Snow  Hill  black  fteepy  torrents  run ; 
How  matrons,    hoop'd  within  the  hogfhead's  womb, 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence  ;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  ftones  thunders,   bounds  from  fide  to  fide  : 
So  Regulus  to  fave  his  country  dy'd. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lanthorn  throws 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,    heapy  rubbim  grows; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend, 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common  few'rs  defcend ; 
Oft  by  the  winds  extinft  the  figual  lies, 
Or  fmother'd  in  the  glimmering  focket  dies, 
Ere  night  has  half  roll'd  round  her  ebon  throne; 
In  the  wide  gulph   the  fhauer'd  coach  o'erthrown 
Sinks  with  the  fnorting  fteeds  ;  the  reins  are  broke, 
And  from  the  crackling  axle  flies  the  fpoke-. 
So,  when  fam'd  Eddyftone's  far-mooting  ray, 
That  led  the  failor  thro'  the  ftormy  way, 
Was  from  it's  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn, 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne, 
Fleets  bulg'd  their  fides  againft  the  craggy  land, 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  ftrand. 

Who,  then,  thro*  night  would  hire  the  harnefs'd  fteed  ? 

And  who  would  chufethe  rattling  wheel  for  fpeedr 

But  hark  !  Diftrefs  with  fcreaming  voice  draws  nigher, 

And  wakes  the  flumb'ring  ftreet  with  cries  of  '  Fire.' 

Atfirft  a  glowing  red  enwraps  the  fkies, 

And  borne  by  winds  the  featuring  fparks  arife; 

From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  fpreads ; 

The  fpiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  heads  ; 

Thro'  the  burfl.  fafli  a  blazing  deluge  pours, 

And  fplittitig  tiles  defcend  in  rattling  fliow'r?. 

No] 
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Now  with  thick  crowds  th'  enlighten'd  pavement  fwarms, 

The  fireman  fweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms; 

A  leathern  cafque  his  vent'rous  head  defends, 

Boldly  he  climbs  where  thickeft  fmoke  afcends ; 

Mov'd  by  the  mother's  ftreaming  eyes  and  pray'rs, 

The  helplefs  infant  thro'  the  flame  he  bears, 

With  no  lefs  virtue  than  thro'  hoftile  fire 

The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aged  fire. 

See  forceful  engines  fpout  their  levell'd  ftreams, 

To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams  ; 

The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 

And  heaps  on  heaps  the  fmoaky  ruin  falls. 

Blown  by  itrong  winds,    the  fiery  tempeft  roars, 

Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors  ; 

The  heav'ns  are  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night 

Is  cover'd  with  a  fanguine  dreadful  light; 

'Twas  fuch  a  light  involv'd  thy  tow'rs,   O  Rome! 

The  dire  prefage  of  mighty  Csefar's  doom, 

When  the  fun  veil'd  in  ruft  his  mourning  head, 

And  frightful  prodigies  the  flcies  o'erfpread. 

Hark!    the  drum  thunders!    far,   ye  crowds!   retire: 

Behold  !    the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire  ; 

The  nit'rous  flore  is  laid;    the  fmutty  train 

With  running  blaze  awakes  the  barrell'd  grain  ; 

Flames  fudden  wrap  the  walls;   with  fudden  found 

The  fhatter'd  pile  fmks  on  the  fmoaky  ground. 

So  when  the  years  (hall  have  revolv'd  the  date, 

Th'  inevitable  hour  of  Naples'  fate, 

Her  fapp'd  foundations  ihall  with  thunders  make, 

And  heave  and  tofs  upon  the  fulph'rous  lake; 

Earth's  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  mail  rend, 

And  in  th'  abyfs  her  plunging  tow'rs  defcend. 

Confider,   reader!    what  fatigues  I've  known, 
The  toils,  the  perils,    of  the  wint'ry  town; 
What  riots  feen,  what  buttling  crowds  I  bor'd. 
How  oft  I  crofs'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roarM ; 

X    '  Yet 
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Yet  fhall  I  blefs  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Their  future  fafety  from  my  dangers  find. 
Thus  the  bold  traveller,    (inur'd  to  toil, 
Whofe  fteps  have  printed  Afia's  defart  foil, 
The  barb'rous  Arabs'  fyaunt;  or  fhivering  crofs'd 
Dark  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  frofl ; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  reftores 
To  the  wifh'd  harbour  of  his  native  fliores) 
Sets  forth  his  Journals  to  the  publick  view, 
To  caution,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew. 
And  now  compleat  my  generous  labours  lie, 
Finifh'd,  and  ripe  for  immortality. 
Death  fhall  entomb  in  duft  this  mouldering  frame, 
But  never  reach  th'  eternal  part,  my  fame. 

When  W and  G ,  mighty  names !  are  dead : 

Or  but  at  Chelfea  under  cuftards  read; 

When  cri  ticks  crazy  band -boxes  repair, 

And  tragedies,  turn'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air; 

High  rais'd  on  Fleet  Street  pofls,  confign'd  to  fame, 

This  work  fhall  mine,  and  walkers  blefs  my  name. 


ODE    TO    FRIENDSHIP. 

BY    JAMES     SCOTT,    M.  A. 

COME,  gentle  pow'r,  from  whom  arofe 
Whate'er  life's  chequer'd  fcenes  adorns; 
From  whom  the  living  current  flows 

Whence  Science  fills  her  various  urns : 
Sacred  to  thee,  yon  marble  dome, 

O  goddefs !  rears  it's  awful  head, 
Fraught  with  the  ftores  of  Greece  and  Rome, 

With  gold  and  glowing  gems  inlaid  ; 
Where  Art,  by  thy  command,  hath  fix'd  her  feat, 
And  ev'ry  Mufe,  and  ev'ry  Grace  retreat. 

For 
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For  erft  mankind,  a  favage  race, 

As  lawlefs  robbers  rang'd  the  woods; 
And  chofe,  when  weary'd  with  the  chace, 

Midft  rocks  and  caves,  their  dark  abodes: 
Till,  Friendlhip,  thy  perfuafive  (trains, 

Powerful  as  Orpheus'  magick  fong, 
Re-echo'd  thro'  the  fqualid  plains, 

And  drew  the  brutifli  herd  along ; 
Loft  in  furprize  thy  pleaftng  voice  they  own'dj 
Chofe  fofter  arts,  and  polifh'd  at  the  found. 

Then  Pity  firft  her  facred  flame 

Within  their  frozen  bofoms  rais'd  ; 
Tho'  faint  the  fpark  when  Friendfhip  came, 

When  Friend  (hip  wav'd  her  wing  it  blazM: 
»Twas  then  firft  heav'd  the  focial  figh, 

The  focial  tear  began  to  flow ; 
They  felt  a  fympathetick  joy, 

And  learn'd  to  melt  at  others'  woe; 
By  juft  degrees  Humanity  refin'd, 
And  virtue  fix'd  her  empire  in  the  mind. 

O  goddefs  !  when  thy  form  appears, 

Revenge,  and  rage,  and  fa&iou  ceafe. 
The  foul  no  fury-paffion  tears, 

But  all  is  harmony  and  peace. 
Aghaft  the  purple  tyrant  flood, 

With  awe  beheld  thy  glowing  charms. 
Forgot  the  curfed  third  of  blood, 

And  long'd  to  grafp  thee  in  his  arms; 
Felt  in  his  bread  unufual  fbftnefs  rife, 
And,  deaf  before,  heard  Pity's  moving  cries*. 

*  Alluding  to  the'ftory  of  Damon  and  Pythias. 

X*  I: 
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Is  there  a  wretch  in  Sorrow's  (hade, 

Who  waftes  in  tears  life's  ling'ring  hours  ? 
Is  there,  on  whofe  devoted  head 

Her  vengeful  curfes  Ate  pours? 
See  to  their  aid  fair  Friend  {hip  flies, 

Their  forrows  fympathetick  feels  ; 
.With  lenient  hand  her  balm  applies, 

And  ev'ry  grief  indulgent  heals : 
The  woe-fraught  fiends  before  her  ftalk  away, 

As  fpe&res  fhun  the  flaming  eye  of  day. 

Oh  !  for  a  faithful,  honeft  friend, 

To  whom  I  ev'ry  care  could  trull; 
Each  weaknefs  of  my  foul  commend, 

Nor  fear  him  treach'rous,  or  unjufl! 
Drive  Flatt'ry's  fummer-train  away: 

Thofe  bufy,  curious,  flutt'ring  things, 
That  infecVlike,  in  Fortune's  ray, 

Bafk,  and  expand  their  gaudy  wings; 
But,  ah!  when  once  the  tranfient  gleam  is  o'er, 
Behold  the  change! — they  die,  and  are  no  more. 


ODE    TO    THE    TIBER. 

ON    ENTERING     THE    CAMPANIA    OF    ROME,     AT    OTRICOLI, 
M  DCC  LV. 

BY    WILLIAM    WHITEHEAD,     ESQ., 

I. 

HAIL,  facred  ftream !  whofe  waters  roll 
Immortal  thro'  the  claflick  page ; 
To  thee  the  Mufe-devoted  foul, 
Tho'  deftin'd  to  a  later  age, 

And 
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And  lefs  indulgent  clime,  to  thee, 

Nor  thou  difdain,  in  Runick  lays, 
Weak  mimick  of  true  harmony, 

His  grateful  homage  pays. 
Far  other  drains  thine  elder  ear 
With  pleas'd  attention  wont  to  hear, 
When  he,  who  flrung  the  Latian  lyre, 
And  he,  who  led  th'  Aonian  choir 

From  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  ofiers  crown 'd, 
Taught  echo  from  thy  banks  with  tranfport  to  refound. 
Thy  banks  ! — Alas,  is  this  the  boafted  fcene  ! 
This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain, 
Where  fick'ning  Nature  wears  a  fainter  green, 
And  defolation  fpreads  her  torpid  reign? 
Is  this  the  fcene  where  Freedom  breath'd, 
Her  copious  horn  where  Plenty  wreath'd, 

And  Health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  rofeate  breezes  fly, 
To  wake  the  fons  of  Induftry, 
And  make  their  fields  more  gay? 

II. 

Where  is  the  villa's  rural,  pride, 

The  fwelling  dome's  imperial  gleam; 
Which  lov'd  to  grace  thy  verdant  fide, 

And  tremble  in  thy  golden  ftream  ? 
Where  are  the  bold,,  the  bufy  throngs, 

That  rufh'd  impatient  to  the  war, 
Or  tun'd  to  peace  triumphal  fong.s 

And  hail'd  the  palling  car  ? 
Along  the  folitary  road*, 
Th'  eternal  flint  by  confuls  trod, 
We  mufe,  and  mark  the  fad  decays 
Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days ! 

*   The  Flamlrian  way. 

'  For 
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*  For  thefe  vile  waftes/  wl  cry,  '  had  Fate  decreed, 

«  That  Veil's  fons  mould  ftrive ;  for  thefe  Camillas  bleed? 

'  Did  here,  in  after-times  of  Roman  pride, 
'  The  muling  fhepherd  from  Sorafte's  height, 

'  See  towns  extend  where'er  thy  waters  glide, 

*  And  temples  rife,  and  peopled  farms  unite  ?' 

They  did.     For  this  deferted  plain 
The  hero  (trove,  nor  ftrove  in  vain  j 

Arid  here  the  fhepherd  faw 
Unnumber'd  towns  and  temples  fpread, 
While  Rome  majeftick  rear'd  her  head, 

And  gave  the  nations  law. 

III. 

Yes,  thou  and  Latium  once  were  great. 

And  ftill,  ye  firft  of  human  things, 
Beyond  the  grafp  of  time  or  fate 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphant  fprings. 
What  tho'  the  mould'ring  columns  fall, 

And  ftrow  the  defart  earth  beneath; 
Tho'  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall 

Entwine  it's  fatal  wreath ; 
Yet  fay,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  boaft 
The  numerous  glories  thou  haft  loft? 
Can  e'en  Euphrates'  palmy  more, 
Or  Nile,  with  all  his  myftick  lore, 
Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  name? 
E'en  now  the  Mufe,  the  confcious  Mufe  is  here  j 

From  eyery  ruin's  formidable  made 
Eternal  mufick  breathes  on  Fancy's  ear, 
And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th'  illuftrious  dead, 

Thy  Caefars,  Scipio's,   Cato's,  rife; 

The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife, 
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In  folemn  ftate  advance  ! 
They  fix  the  philofophick  eye, 
Or  trail  the  robe,   or  lift  on  high 

The  lightning  of  the  lance. 


IV. 


But  chief  that  humbler,  happier  train, 

Who  knew  thofe  virtues  to  reward 
Beyond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain 
Secure,   th'  hiftorian  and  the  bard. 
By  them  the  hero's  generous  rage,         ' 
Still  warm  in  youth,  immortal  lives; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 

Thy  glory  full  furvives. 
Thro'  deep  favannahs  wild  and  vaft, 
Unheard,  unknown,  thro'  ages  pafl, 
Beneath  the  fun's  dire&er  beams, 
What  copious  torrents  pour  their  ftreams ! 
No  fame  have  they,  no  fond  pretence  to  mourn, 
No  annals  fwell  their  pride,   or  grace  their  lloried  urn. 
Whilft  thou,  with  Rome's  exalted  Genius  join'd, 

Her  fpear  yet  lifted,   and  her  corflet  brac'd, 
Canft  tell  the  waves,   canft  tell  the  paffing  wind, 
Thy  wond'rous  tale,  and  chear  the  lifl'ning  wafte. 
Tho'  from  his  caves  th'  unfeeling  North 
Pour'd  all  his  legion'd  tempeils  forth, 

Yet  Hill  thy  laurels  bloom  : 
One  deathlefs  glory  ftill  remains  ; 
Thy  ftream  has  roll'd  thro'  Latian  plains, 
Has  wafli'd  the  walls  of  Rome. 


ELEGIES. 
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ELEGIES. 
ELEGY    I. 

WRITTEN      AT      THE      CONVENT      OF      HAUT      VILLERS     IN 
CHAMPAGNE,   MDCCLIV. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

SILENT  and  clear,  thro'  yonder  peaceful  vale, 
While  Marne's  flow  waters  weave  their  mazy  way, 
See,  to  th'  exulting  fun,   and  foft'ring  gale, 

What  boundlefs  treafures  his  rich  banks  difplay! 

Faft  by  the  ftream,   and  at  the  mountain's  bafe, 
The  lowing  herds  thro'  living  paftures  rove; 

Wide  waving  harvefts  crown  the  riling  fpace, 
And  flill  fuperior  nods  the  viny  grove. 

High  on  the  top,   as  guardian  of  the  fcene, 

Imperial  Sylvan  fpreads  his  umbrage  wide; 
Nor  wants  there  many  a  cot,  and  fpire  between, 

Or  in  the  vale,  or  on  the  mountain's  fide; 

To  mark  that  man,  as  tenant  of  the  whole, 
Claims  the  juft  tribute  of  his  culturing  care, 

Yet  pays  to  Heaven,  in  gratitude  of  foul, 
The  boon  which  Heaven  accepts,  of  praife  and  prayer. 

O  dire  effefls  of  war!   the  time  has  been 

When  defoktion  vaunted  here  her  reign  ; 
One  ravag'd  defart  was  yon  beauteous  fcene, 

And  Marne  ran  purple  to  the  frighted  Seine. 


Oft 
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Oft  at  his  work,   the  toilfome  day  to  cheat, 
The  fwain  ftill  talks  of  thofe  difaft'rous  times, 

When  Guife's  pride,  and  Conde's  ill-ftarr'd  heat, 
Taught  Chriftian  zeal  to  authorize  their  crimes  : 

Oft  to  his  children,  fportive  on  the  grafs, 

Does  dreadful  tales  of  worn  tradition  tell ; 
Oft  points  to  Epernay's  ill-fated  pafs, 

Where  force  thrice  triumph'd,  and  where  Biron  fell. 

O  dire  effefts  of  war!  may  ever  more 

Thro'  this  fweet  vale  the  voice  of  difcord  ceafe ! 

A  Britifh  bard  to  Gallia's  fertile  more 
Can  wim  the  bleflings  of  eternal  peace. 

Yet  fay,  ye  monks,  (beneath  whofe  mofs-grown  feat, 
Within  whofe  cloifter'd  cells  th'  indebted  Mufe 

Awhile  fojourns,  for  meditation  meet, 

And  thefe  loofe  thoughts  in  penfive  ftrain  purfues) 

Avails  it  aught,  that  war's  rude  tumults  fpare 

Yon  clufter'd  vineyard,  or  yon  golden  field; 
If,   niggards  to  yourfelves,   and  fond  of  care, 

You  flight  the  joys  their  copious  treafures  yield? 

Avails  it  aught,  that  Nature's  liberal  hand 

With  every  blefling  grateful  man  can  know, 
Cloaths  the  rich  bofom  of  yon  fmiling  land. 

The  mountain's  Hoping  fide,   or  pendant  brow; 

If  meagre  famine  paint  your  pallid  cheek, 

If  breaks  the  midnight  bell  your  hours  of  reft, 

If,   'midil  heart-chiliing  damps,  and  winter  bleak, 
You  Chun  the  chearful  bowl,   and  moderate  feaft? 

V  Look 
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Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd  !   'tis  Nature  pleads, 
Her  ample  volume  opens  on  your  view: 

The  fimple-minded  fwain,  who  running  reads, 
Feels  the  glad  truth,  and  is  it  hid  from  you  ? 

Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd  !     Yon  profpefts  wide, 
To  reafon's  ear  how  forcibly  they  fpeak : 

Compar'd  with  thofe  how  dull  is  letter'd  pride, 
And  Auflin's  babbling  eloquence  how  weak! 

Temp'rance,  not  abftinence,  in  every  blifs 

Is  man's  true  joy,  and  therefore  Heaven's  command 

The  wretch  who  riots  thanks  his  God  amifs ; 
Who  ftarves,   rejedls  the  bounties  of  his  hand. 

Mark,   while  the  Marne  in  yon  full  channel  glides, 
How  fmooth  his  courfe,  how  Nature  fmiles  around ! 

But  mould  impetuous  torrents  fwell  his  tides, 
The  fairy  landfcape  finks  in  oceans  drown'd. 

Nor  lefs  difaft'rous,   mould  his  thrifty  urn 
Neglefted  leave  the  once  well-water'd  land; 

To  dreary  waftes  yon  paradife  would  turn, 
Polluted  ooze,  or  heaps  of  barren  fand. 


ELEGY 
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• 

ELEGY        It. 

ON  THE  MAUSOLEUM  OF  AUGUSTUS*. 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE    GEORGE    BUSSY    VILLlERSj 
VISCOUNT    VILtlERS. 

WRITTEN    AT    ROME,    MDCCLVl. 

BY     THE    SAME. 

AMID  thefe  mould'ring  walls,   this  marble  round> 
Where  flept  the  heroes  of  the  Julian  name, 
Say,   (hall  we  linger  dill  in  thought  profound, 
And  meditate  the  mournful  paths  to  fame  ? 

What  tho'  no  cyprefs  fhades,  in  funeral  rows, 
No  fculptur'd  urns,    the  laft  records  of  fate, 

O'er  the  fhrunk  terrace  wave  their  baleful  boughs, 
Or  breathe  in  lloried  emblems  of  the  great ; 

Yet  not  with  heedlefs  eye  will  we  furvey 
The  fcene,  tho'  chang'd,  nor  negligently  tread  j 

Thefe  variegated  walks,   however  gay, 

Were  once  the  filent  manfions  of  the  dead. 

In  every  fhrub,  in  every  flow'ret's  bloom, 

That  paints  with  different  hues  yon  fmiling  plain. 

Some  hero's  afhes  iflue  from  the  tomb, 
And  live  a  vegetative  life  again. 

*  Jt  is  now  a  garden  belonging  to  Marchefe  di  Corre. 

Ya  For 
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For  matter  dies  not,   as  the  fages  fay, 
But  Ihifts  to  other  forms  the  pliant  mafs; 

When  the  free  fpirit  quits  it's  cumb'rous  clay, 
And  fees,   beneath,  the  rolling  planets  pafs. 

Perhaps,   my  Villiers,  for  I  fmg  to  thee, 
Perhaps,    unknowing  of  the  bloom  it  gives, 

In  yon  fair  fcyon  of  Apollo's  tree; 

The  facred  duft  of  young  Marcellus  lives. 

Pluck  not  the  leaf  —  'twere  facrilege  to  wound 
Th'  ideal  memory  of  fo  fweet  a  lhade  ; 

In  thefe  fad  feats  an  early  grave  he  found, 
And  the  firft  rites  to  gloomy  Dis  convey'd  *. 

Witnefs  thou  field  of  Mars,  that  oft  hadft  known 
His  youthful  triumphs  in  the  mimick  war; 

Thou  heard'ft  the  heart-felt  univerfal  groan, 
When  o'er  thy  bofom  roll'd  the  funeral  carf  . 

Witnefs  thou  Tufcan  ftream,  where  oft  he  glow'd 
In  fportive  ftrugglings  with  th'  oppofmg  wave, 

Faft  by  the  recent  tomb  thy  waters  flow'd, 

While  wept  the  wife,    the  virtuous,  and  the  brave  j. 

O  loft  too  foon!  —  Yet  why  lament  a  fate 

By  thoufands  envied,  and  by  Heaven  approv'd  ? 

Rare  is  the  boon  to  thofe  of  longer  date 

To  live,  to  die,   admir'd,  efleem'd,  belov'd. 


*  He  is  faid  to  be  the  firft  perfon  buried  in  this  monument. 
•f  Quantos  ille  virum  magnam  Mavortis  ad  urbem 

Campus  aget  gemitus  ! 
J  "  Vel  <juae,  Tyberine,  videbis 

Funera,  cum  tumulum  prjeterlabtre  recentem.         VIRG. 


Weak 
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Weak  are  our  judgments,   and  our  paflions  warm, 
And.flowly  dawns  the  radiant  morn  of  truth  ; 

Our  expectations  haftily  we  form, 

And  much  we  pardon  to  ingenuous  youth. 

Too  ofc  we  fatiate  on  th'  app'.aufe  we  pay 

To  rifmg  merit,   and  refume  the  crown  ; 
Full  many  a  blooming  genius  fnatch'd  away, 

Has  fall'n  lamented,   who  had  liv'd  unknown. 

For  hard  the  taflc,   O  Villiers !   to  fuftain 

Th'  important  burden  of  an  early  fame  ; 
Each  added  day,  fome  added  worth  to  gain, 

Prevent  each  wifh,   and  anfwer  every  claim. 

Be  thou  Marcellus,  with  a  length  of  days! 

But,  O  remember!    whatfoe'er  thou  art, 
The  moft  exalted  breath  of  human  piaife, 

To  pleafe  indeed  muft  echo  from  the  heart. 

Tho'  thou  be  brave,  be  virtuous,   and  be  wife, 
By  all,  like  him,  admir'd,    efteem'd,    belov'd: 

'Tis  from  within,  alone,  true  Fame  can  rife; 
The  only  happy  is  the  felf-approv'd. 


Et£GY 
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ELEGY        III. 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE    GEORGE     SIMON    HARCOURT, 
VISCOUNT   NUNEHAM. 

WRITTEN  AT   ROME,  M  DCC  LVI. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

YES,  noble  youth,  'tis  true;    the  fofter  arts, 
The  fweetly-founding  firing,  and  pencil's  power, 
Have  warm'd  to  rapture  e'en  heroick  hearts,    . 
And  taught  the  rude  to  wonder  and  adore. 

For  beauty  charms  us,  whether  (he  appears 

In  blended  colours ;  or  to  foothing  found 
Attunes  her  voice ;   or  fair  proportion  wears 

In  yonder  fwelling  dome's  harmonious  round. 

All,  all  Ihe  charms;   but  not  alike  to  all 

'Tis  given  to  revel  in  her  blifsful  bower ; 
Coercive  ties,  and  Reafon's  powerful  call, 

Bid  fome  but  tafte  the  fweets,  which  fome  devour1. 

When  Nature  govern *d,   and  when  man  was  young, 

Perhaps  at  will  th'  untutor'd  Savage  rov'd  ; 
Where  waters  murmur'd,   and  where  cluilers  hung, 

He  fed,  and  flept  beneath  the  made  he  lov'd. 

But  fmce  the  Sage's  more  fagacious  mind, 

By  Heaven's  permiffion,  or  by  Heaven's  command, 

To  polifh'd  ftates  has  focial  laws  affign'd, 
And  general  good  on  partial  duties  plann'd; 
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Not  for  ourfelves  our  vagrant  fteps  we  bend, 
As  heedlefs  chance,  or  wanton  choice  ordain ; 

On  various  ftatioiis  various  taflcs  attend, 
And  men  are  born  to  trifle,  or  to  reign. 

As  chaunts  the  woodman,   whilft  the  Dryads  weep, 

And  falling  for  jfts  fear  th'  uplifted  blow  ; 
As  chaunts  the  ftiepherd,    whilft  he  tends  his  fheep, 

Or  weaves  to  pliant  forms  the  ofier  bough : 

To  me  'tis  given,   whom  Fortune  loves  to  lead 
Thro'  humbler  toils  to  life's  fequefter'd  bowers; 

To  me  'tis  given  to  wake  th'  amufive  reed, 
And  foothe  with  fong  the  folitary  hours. 

But  thee  fuperior,  foberer  toils  demand, 

Severer  paths  are  thine  of  patriot  fame ; 
Thy  birth,    thy  friends,    thy  king,    thy  native  land, 

Have  giv'n  thee  honours,  and  have  each  their  claim. 

Then  nerve  with  fortitude  thy  feeling  breaft, 
Each  wifli  to  combat,  and  each  pain  to  bear; 

Spurn  with  difdain  th'  inglorious  love  of  reft, 
Nor  let  the  Syren,  Eafe,  approach  thine  ear. 

Beneath  yon  cyprefs  {hade's  eternal  green 

See  proftrate  Rome  her  wond'rous  ftory  tell ; 
Mark  how  fhe  rofe  the  world's  imperial  queen, 

And  tremble  at  the  profpeft  how  fhe  fell ! 

Not  that  my  rigid  precepts  would  require 

A  painful  flruggling  with  each  adverfe  gale, 
Forbid  thee  liften  to  th'  enchanting  lyre, 

Or  turn  thy  fteps  from  Fancy's  flowery  vale: 

Whate'er 
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Whate'er  of  Greece  in  fculptur'd  brafs  furvives, 
Whate'er  of  Rome  in  mould'ring  arcs  remains, 

Whate'er  of  genius  on  the  canvas  live?, 
Or  flows  in  polim'd  verfe,  or  airy  Urains; 

Be  thefe  thy  leifure to  the  chofen  few, 

Who  dare  excel,    thy  foft'ring  aid  afford; 

Their  arts,  their  -magick  powers,  with  honours  due 
Exalt,    but  be  thyfelf  what  they  record. 


ELEGY 

TO   AN   OFFICER. 
WRITTEN    AT    ROME,    MTCC1 

BY      THE      SAME. 


FROM  Latian  fields,   the  manfions  of  renown, 
Where  fix'd  the  warrior  god  his  fated  feat ; 
Where  infant  heroes  learn'd  the  martial  frown, 
And  little  hearts  for  genuine  glory  beat; 

What  for  my  friend,  my  foldier,  fhall  I  frame? 

What  nobly-glowing  verfe  that  breathes  of  arms, 
To  point  his  radiant  path  to  deathlefs  fame, 

By  great  examples,  and  terrifick  charms: 

Quirinus  firft,   with  bold,  collected  bands, 

The  finewy  fons  of  ftrength,   for  empire  ftrove  ; 

Beneath  his  prowefs  bow'ii  th'  aftoniih'd  lands, 
And  temples  rofc  to  Mar?,  and  to  Feretrian  love. 


War 
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War  taught  contempt  of  death,  contempt  of  pain, 
And  hence  the  Fabii,   hence  the  Decii  come  ; 

War  urg'd  the  Slaughter,   tho'  flie  wept  the  flain, 
Stern  War,  the  rugged  nurfe  of  virtuous  Rome. 

But  not  from  antique  fables  will  I  draw, 

To  fire  thy  adlive  foul,  a  dubious  aid; 
Tho'  now,  e'en  now,   they  ftrike  with  rev'rent  awe, 

By  poets  or  hiftorians  facred  made-. 

Nor  yet  to  thee  the  babbling  Mufefhall  tell 

What  mighty  kings  with  all  their  legions  wrought; 

What  cities  funk,  and  ftoried  nations  fell, 

When  Casfar,  Titus,  or  when  Trajan  fought; 

Whilft  o'er  yon  hill  th'  exalted  trophy  *  mows 

To  what  vaft  heights  of  incorrupted  praife 
The  great,   the  felf-ennobled  Marius  rofe, 

From  private  worth,   and  Fortune';*  private  ways. 

From  fteep  Arpinnm's  rock-invefled  {hade, 

From  hardy  Virtue's  emulative  fchool, 
Kis  daring  flight  th'  expanding  genius  made; 

And,  by  obeying,  nobly  learn'd  to  rule. 

Abafh'd,  confounded,   flern  Iberia  groan'd, 

And  Africk  trembled  to  her  utmofl  coafts; 
V.'hen  the  proud  land  it's  deftin'd  conqueror  own'd 

In  the  new  conful,   and  his  veteran  holb. 

Yet  chiefs  are  madmen,  and  ambition  weak, 
And  mean  the  joys  the  laurel'd  harvefts  yield, 

;f  Virtue  fail.     Let  Fame,  let  Envy  fpeak 
Of  Capfa's  walls,  and  Sextia's  wat'ry  field. 

*   Thf  trophies  of  Marius,  now  erefted  before  the  Capitol. 

Z  But 
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But  fink  for  ever,   in  oblivion  caft, 

Difhoneft  triumphs,    and  ignoble  fpoils: 

Minturnae's  Marfh  feverely  paid,  at  laft, 
The  guilty  glories  gain'd  in  civil  broils. 

Nor  yet  his  vain  contempt  the  Mufe  (hall  praife 
For  fcenes  of  polifh'd  life,  and  letter'd  worth ; 

The  fteel-ribb'd  warrior  wants  not  Envy's  ways 
To  darken  theirs,  or  call  his  merits  forth  ; 

Witnefs  yon  Cimbrian  trophies ! — Marius,  there 
Thy  ample  pinion  found  a  fpace  to  fly; 

As  the  plum'd  eagle  foaring  fails  in  air, 
In  upper  air,   and  fcorns  a  middle  iky. 

Thence  too  thy  country  claim'd  thee  for  her  own, 
And  bade  the  fculptor's  toil  thy  afts  adorn, 

To  teach  in  characters  of  living  (lone 
Eternal  leflbns  to  the  youth  unborn. 

For  wifely  Rome  her  warlike  fons  rewards 
With  the  fweet  labours  of  her  artifts'  hands-; 

He  wakes  her  graces,  who  her  empire  guards, 
And  both  Minervas  join  in  willing  bands. 

O  why,  Britannia!   why  untrophied  pafs 
The  patriot  deeds  thy  godlike  fons  difplay; 

Why  breathes  on  high  no  monumental  brafs. 
Why  fwells  no  arc  to  grace  Culloden's  day? 

Wait  we  till  faithlefs  France  fubmiflive  bow 

Beneath  that  hero's  delegated  fpear, 
Whofe  lightning  fmote  Rebellion's  haughty  brow. 

And  fcatter'd  her  vile  rout  with  horror  in  the  rear? 


Gland 
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O  land  of  freedom,  land  of  arts!  aflura* 

That  graceful  dignity  thy  merits  claim ; 
Exalt  thy  heroes,  like  imperial  Rome, 

And  build  their  virtues  on  their  love  of  fame. 


ELEGY          V. 

TO  A  FRIEND  SICK. 

WRITTEN  AT  HOME,  M  DCCI.VI. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

W  A  S  in  this  ifle*,  O  Wright!  indulge  my  lay, 
Whofe  naval  form  divides  the  Tufcan  flood, 
In  the  bright  dawn  of  her  illuflrious  day, 
Rome  fix'd  her  temple  to  the  healing  god. 

Here  flood  his  altars,  here  his  arm  he  bar'd, 
And  round  his  myftick  ftaff  the  ferpent  twin'd  ; 

Through  crouded  portals  hymns  of  praife  were  heard, 
And  viftims  bled,  and  facred  feers  divin'd. 

On  every  breathing  wall,  on  every  round 

Of  column,   fwelling  with  proportion'd  grace, 

It's  ftated  feat  fome  votive  tablet  found, 
And  ftoried  wonders  dignified  the  place. 

Oft  from  the  balmy  bleffings  of  repofr, 

And  the  cool  ftillnefs  of  the  night's  deep  (hade, 

To  light  and  health  th'  exulting  votarift  rofe, 
Whilft  fancy  work'd  with  med'cine's  powerful  aid. 

•  The  Infula  Tiberina,  where  there  arc  ftill  fome  fmall  remains  of  the  fa- 
mous temple  of  jtfcutopiui. 

Z2  Oft 
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Oft  in  his  dreams  (no  longer  clogg'd  with  fears 
Of  fome  broad  torrent,  or  fomc  headlong  fteep, 

With  each  dire  form  Imagination  wears 

When  harrafs'd  Nature  finks  in  turbid  fleep) 

Oft  in  his  dreams  he  faw  diffufive  day 

Through  burfting  glooms  it's  chearful  beams  extend  ; 
On  billowy  clouds  faw  fportive  Genii  play, 

And  bright  Hygeia  from  her  heaven  defcend. 

What  marvel,  then,  that  man's  o'erflowing  mind 

Should  wreathe-bound  columns  raife,   and  altars  fair; 

And  grateful  offerings  pay  to  powers  fo  kind, 
Tho'  fancy-form'd,  and  creatures  of  the  air  ? 

Who  thai  has  writh'd  beneath  the  fcourge  of  pain, 
Or  felt  the  burden'd  languor  of  difeafe  ; 

But  would  with  joy  the  flighteft  refpite  gain, 
And  idolize  the  hand  which  lent  him  eafe  ? 

To  thee,   my  friend,   unwillingly  to  thee, 

For  truths  like  thefe  the  anxious  Mufe  appeals. 

Can  memory  anfwer  from  aifli&ion  free, 

Or  fpeaks  the  fufferer  what,  I  fe,ar,  he  feels? 

No,  let  me  hope,  ere  this,  in  Romely  grove, 
Hygeia  revels  with  the  blooming  Spring; 

Ere  this,  the  vocal  feats  the  Mufes  love, 

With  hymns  of  praife,  like  Paeon's  temple,  ring. 

It  was  not  written  jn  the  Book  of  Fate, 

That,    wand'ring  far  from  Albion's  fea-girt  plain, 

Thy  diftant  friend  fhould  mourn  thy  fljorter  date, 
And  tell  to  alien  woods  and  ftreams  his  pain. 
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It  was  not  written!     Many  a  year  (hall  roll, 

If  aught  th'  infpiring  Mufe  aright  prefage, 
Of  blamelefs  intercourfe  from  foul  to  foul, 

And  friendihip  well  matured  from  youth  to  age. 


ELEGY        VI. 

TO  ANOTHER  FRIEND. 
WRITTEN    AT  ROME,  MDCCLVX. 

BY     THE    SAME. 

BEHOLD,  my  friend,  to  this  fmallorb*  confin'd, 
The  genuine  features  of  Aurelius'  face; 
The  father,  friend,  and  lover  of  his  kind, 
Shrunk  to  a  narrow  coin's  contracted  fpace. 

Not  fo  his  fame;  for  erft  did  Heaven  ordain, 

Whilft  feas  mould  wafc  us,  and  whilft  funs  fhould  warm* 

On  tongues  of  men,  the  friend  of  man  mould  reign, 
And  in  the  arts  he  lov'd  the  patron  charm. 

Oft,  as  amidft  the  mould'ring  fpoils  of  age, 
His  mofs-grown  monuments  my  fteps  purfue; 

Oft,  as  my  eye  revolves  th'  hiftorick  page, 
Where  pafs  his  generous  afts  in  fair  review : 

Imagination  grafps  at  mighty  things, 

Which  men,  which  angels,  might  with  rapture  fee  ; 
Then  turns  to  humbler  fcenes  it's  fafer  wings, 

And,  blufh  not  whilft  I  fpeak  it,  thinks  on  thce. 

•  The  medal  of  Marcus  Aurelim. 
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With  all  that  firm  benevolence  of  mind 
Which  pities  whilft  it  blames  th'  unfeeling  vain ; 

With  all  that  active  zeal  to  ferve  mankind. 
That  tender  fnffering  for  another's  pain; 

Why  wert  not  thou  to  thrones  imperial  rais'd  ? 

Did  heedlefs  Fortune  flumber  at  thy  birth; 
Or  on  thy  virtues  with  indulgence  gaz'd. 

And  gave  her  grandeurs  to  her  fons  of  earth  ? 

Happy  for  thee,  whofe  lefs  diftinguifli'd  fphere 
Now  chears  in  private  the  delighted  eye ; 

For  calm  Content,  and  fmiling  Eafe  are  there, 
And  Heaven's  divineft  gift,  fweet  Liberty. 

Happy  for  me,  on  life's  ferener  flood 
Who  fail,  by  talents  as  by  choice  reftrain'd; 

Elfe  had  I  only  fhar'd  the  general  good, 
And  loft  the  friend  the  univerfe  had  gain'd. 


TOWN     ECLOGUES. 

BY    LADY    MARY    WORTLEY    MONTAGUE. 

MONDAY. 
ROXANA;  OR,  THE    DRAWING-ROOM. 

T>  O  X  A  N  A  from  the  court  retiring  late, 
AV.  Sigh'd  her  foft  forrows  at  St.  James's  gate. 
Such  heavy  thoughts  lay  brooding  in  her  breaft. 
Not  her  own  chairmen  with  more  weight  opprefs'd : 
They  groan  the  cruel  load  they're  doom'd  to  bear; 
She  in  thefe  gentle  founds  exprefs'd  her  care. 

«  Was 
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«  Was  it  for  this,  that  I  thefe  rofes  wear, 

*  For  this  new-fet  the  jewels  for  my  hair  ? 

«  Ah,  princefs !   with  what  zeal  have  I  purfu'd ! 
c  Almoft  forgot  the  duty  of  a  prude. 

*  Thinking  I  never  could  attend  too  foon, 

'  I've  mifs'd  my  prayers,  to  get  me  drefs'd  by  noon* 

«  For  thee,  ah !  what  for  thee  did  I  refign  ? 

'  My  pleafures,  paffions,  all  that  e'er  was  mine. 

«  I  facrific'd  both  modefty  and  eafe; 

'  Left  operas,  and  went  to  filthy  plays: 

*  Double  entendres  fhock'd  my  tender  ear, 

*  Yet  even  this,  for  thee,  I  chofe  to  bear. 

'  In  glowing  youth,  when  nature  bids  be  gay, 

«  And  every  joy  of  life  before  me  lay, 

«  By  honour  prompted,   and  by  pride  reftrain'd, 

*  The  pleafures  of  the  young  my  foul  difdain'd: 
'  Sermons  I  fought,  and  with  a  mien  fevere 

'  Cenfur'd  my  neighbours,    and  faid  daily  pray'r. 
'  Alas,  how  chang'd  !  with  the  fame  fermon-mien 
<  That  once  I  pray'd,  the  What-d'ye-call't  I've  feen. 
«  Ah,  cruel  princefs  !  for  thy  fake  I've  loft 
'  That  reputation  which  fo  dear  had  coft : 
'  I,  who  avoided  every  publick  place, 
'  When  bloom  and  beauty  bade  me  ihow  my  face ; 
'  Now  near  thee  conftant  ev'ry  night  abide 

*  With  never- failing  duty  by  thy  fide, 

*  Myfelf  and  daughters  Handing  on  a  row, 
'  To  all  the  foreigners  a  goodly  (how  ! 

'  Oft  had  your  drawing-room  been  fadly  thin, 

c  And  merchants'  wives  clofe  by  the  chair  been  feen; 

'  Had  not  I  amply  fill'd  the  empty  fpace, 

*  And  fav'd  your  highnefs  from  the  dire  difgrace. 
«  Yet  Coquetilla's  artifice  prevails, 

*  When  all  my  merit  and  my  doty  fails  : 

*  That  Coquetilla,  whofe  deluding  airs 

'  Corrupts  our  virgins,  and  our  youth  enfnares ; 

*  So 
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'  So  funk  her  charafter,  fo  loft  her  fame, 
f  Scarce  vifited  before  your  highnefs  came: 
'  Yet  for  the  bed-chamber  'tis  her  you  chufe, 
'  When  Zeal,  and  Fame,  and  Virtue,  you  refufe. 
'   Ah,  worthy  choice  !  not  one  of  all  your  train 
'  Whom  cenfure  blafts  not,  and  dimonours  (lain. 
'  Let  the  nice  hind  now  fuckle  dirty  pigs, 
'  And  the  proud  pea-hen  hatch  the  cuckow's  eggs  ! 
'  Let  Iris  leave  her  paint,    and  own  her  age  ; 

*  And  grave  Suffolka  wed  a  giddy  page  ! 

*  A  greater  miracle  is  daily  vievv'd, 

'  A  virtuous  princefs,  with  a  court  folewd. 

f  I  know  thee,  Court !  with  all  thy  treach'rous  wiles, 
'  Thy  falfe  carefTes  and  undoing  fmiles ! 

*  Ah,   princefs \  learn'd  in  all  the  courtly  arts, 

'  To  cheat  our  hopes,  and  yet  to  gain  our  hearts! 

*  Large  lovely  bribes  are  the  great  ftatefcian's  aim  ; 
«  And  the  negleSed  patriot  follows  fame  : 
«  The  prince  is  ogled  ;  fome  the  king  purfue  ; 
«  But  your  Roxana  only  follows  you. 
'  Defpis'd  Roxana,  ceafe;  and  try  to  find 

*  Some  other,  fince  the  princefs  proves  unkind  ! 

*  Perhaps  it  is  not  hard  to  find  at  court, 

'  If  not  a  greater,  a  more  firm  fupport.' 


TUESDAY 
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TUESDAY. 

ST.    JAMES'S     COFFEE-HOUSE. 

SILMAKDER    AND    PATCH, 

THOU,  who  fo  many  favours  haft  receiv'd, 
Wond'rous  to  tell,  and  hard  to  be  believ'd, 
Oh  !  H— d,  to  my  lays  attention  lend, 
Hear  how  two  lovers  boaftingly  contend  : 
Like  thee  fuccefsfnl,  fuch  their  bloomy  youth, 
Renown'd  alike  for  gallantry  and  truth. 

St.  James's  bell  had  tolPd  fome  wretches  in, 
(As  tatter'd  riding-hoods  alone  could  fin) 
The  happier  fmners  now  their  charms  put  out, 
And  to  their  mantuas  their  complexions  fuit ; 
The  opera  queens  had  finifhed  half  their  faces, 
And  city-dames  already  taken  places ; 
Fops  of  all  kinds,  to  fee  the  Lion,  run  ; 
The  beauties  ftay  till  the  firft  aft's  begun, 
And  beaux  ftep  home  to  put  frefh  linen  on. 
No  well-drefs'd  youth  in  cofFee-houfe  remainM, 
But  penfive  Patch,  who  on  the  window  lean'd  ; 
And  Silliander,  that,  alert  and  gay, 
Firft  pick'd  his  teeth,  and  then  began  to  fay. 

SILLIANDER. 

Why  all  thefe  fighs  ?  ah  !  why  fo  penfive  grown  ? 
Some  caufe  there  is  why  thus  you  fit  alone. 
Does  haplefs  paflion  all  this  forrow  move? 
Or  doft  thou  envy  where  the  ladies  love? 

PATCH. 

If,  whom  they  love,  my  envy  muft  purfue, 
'Tis  true,  at  kaft,  I  never  envy  you. 
Aa 
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SILLIANDER. 

No,  I'm  unhappy — you  are  in  the  right— 
'Tis  you  they  favour,  and  'tis  me  they  flight: 
Yet  I  could  tell,  but  that  I  hate  to  boaft, 
A  club  of  ladies  where  'tis  me  they  toaft. 

PATCH. 

Toafting  does  feldom  any  favour  prove ; 
Like  us,  they  never  toaft  the  thing  they  love. 
A  certain  duke  one  night  my  health  begun ; 
With  chearful  pledges  round  the  room  it  run, 
Till  the  young  Sylvia,  prefs'd  to  drink  it  too, 
Started,  and  vow'd  fhe  knew  not  what  to  do: 
What,  drink  a  fellow's  health!  me  dy'd  with  fhame.; 
Yet  blufh'd  whenever  me  pronounc'd  my  name. 

SILLIANDER. 

Ill  fates  purfue  me;  may  I  never  find 
The  dice  propitious,  or  the  ladies  kind, 
If  fair  Mifs  Flippy's  fan  I  did  not  tear, 
And  one  from  me  fhe  condefcends  to  wear ! 
PATCH. 

Women  are  always  ready  to  receive ; 
'Tis  then  a  favour,  when  the  fex  will  give. 
A  lady  (but  fhe  is  too  great  to  name) 
Beauteous  in  perfon,  fpotlefs  in  her  fame, 
With  gentle  ftrugglings  let  me  force  this  ring; 
Another  day  may  give  another  thing. 

SILLIANDER. 

I  could  fay  fomething fee  this  billet-doux— ~ 

And  as  for  prefents look  upon  my  (hoe  : 

Thefe  buckles  were  not  forc'd,  nor  half  a  theft, 
But  a  young  countefs  fondly  made  the  gift. 
PATCH. 

My  countefs  is  more  nice,  more  artful  too, 
Affe&s  to  fly,  that  I  may  fierce  purfue : 
This  fnuff-box  which  I  begg'd,  fhe  flill  deny'd, 
And  when  I  fhove  to  match  it,  feem'd  to  hide ; 

She 
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She  laugh'd  and  fled,  and  as  I  fought  to  feize, 
With  affe&ation  cramm'd  it  down  her  flays  ; 
Yet  hope  fhe  did  not  place  it  there  unfeen, 
Iprefs'd  her  breafts,  and  pull'd  it  from  between 

SILLIANDER. 

Laft  night,  as  I  flood  ogling  of  her  grace, 
Drinking  delicious  poifon  fiom  her  face, 
The  foft  enchantrefs  did  that  face  decline, 
Nor  ever  rais'd  her  eyes  to  meet  with  mine  ; 
With  fudden  art  fome  fecret  did  pretend, 
Lean'd  crofs  two  chairs  to  whifper  to  a  friend, 
While  the  ftiff  whalebone  with  the  motion  rofe, 
And  thoufand  beauties  to  my  fight  expofe. 

PATCH. 

Early  this  morn — (but  I  was  afk'd  to  come) 
I  drank  bohea  in  Caelia's  drefling-room : 
Warm  from  her  bed,  to  me  alone  within, 
Her  night-gown  faften'd  with  a  fingle  pin  ; 
Her  night-cloaths  tumbled  with  refiftlefs  grace, 
And  her  bright  hair  play'd  carelefs  round  her  face; 
Reaching  the  kettle  made  her  gown  unpin, 
She  wore  no  waiftcoat,   and  her  fhift  was  thin. 

SILLIANDER. 

See  Titiana,  driving  to  the  park ! 
Hark!  let  us  follow,  'tis  not  yet  too  dark; 
In  her  all  beauties  of  the  fpring  are  feen, 
Her  cheeks  are  rofy,   and  her  mantle  green. 

PATCH. 

See  Tintoretta  to  the  opera  goes ! 
Hafte,  or  the  crowd  will  not  permit  our  bows; 
In  her  the  glory  of  the  heav'ns  we  view, 
Her  eyes  are  ftar-like,  and  her  mantle  blue. 

SILLIANDER. 

What  colour  does  in  Cselia's  ftockings  fliinc? 
Reveal  that  fecret,  and  the  prize  is  thine, 

A  a  z  PATCH. 
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PATCH. 

What  are  her  garters  ?  tell  me,  if  you  can  j 
I'll  freely  own  thee  far  the  happier  man. 

Thus  Patch  continued  his  heroick  ftrain, 
While  Silliander  but  contends  in  vain, 
After  a  conqueft,  fo  important,  gain'd, 
Unrivall'd  Patch  in  ev'ry  ruelle  reign'd-. 


WEDNESDAY. 


THE    TETE    A    TETE. 


DANCINDA.. 

'  T^T  O,  fair  Dancinda,  no !  you  ftrive  in  vain 

«  To  calm  my  care,  and  mitigate  my  pain  ; 

*  If  all  my  fighs,  my  cares,  can  fail  to  move, 

*  Ah  !  foothe  me  not  with  fruitlefs  vows  of  love.' 
Thus  Strephon  fpoke.     Dancinda  thus  reply'd: 

'  What  mult  I  do  to  gratify  your  pride  ? 

*  Too  well  you  know  (ungrateful  as  thou  art) 

'  How  much  you  triumph  in  this  tender  heart : 

'  What  proof  of  love  remains  for  me  to  grant  ? 

'  Yet  ftill  you  teaze  me  with  fome  new  complaint. 

'  Oh  !  would  to  Heav'n  ! — but  the  fond  wifh  is  vain-— 

*  Too  many  favours  had  not  made  it  plain  ! 

*  But  fuch  a  pafiion  breaks  through  all  difguife, 

'  Love  reddens  on  my  cheek,  and  wilhes  in  my  eyes, 

'  Is't  not  enough  (inhuman  and  unkind  !) 

«  I  own  the  fecret  conftift  of  my  mind ; 

«  You  cannot  know  what  fecret  pain  1  prove, 

«  When  I  with  burning  blufhes  own  I  lo\  e. 

*  You  fee  my  artlefs  joy  at  your  approach  ; 

*  I  figh,  I  faint,  I  tremble  at  your  touch  ; 

«  And 
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r  And  in  your  abfcnce  all  the  world  I  fhun; 
1  I  hate  mankind,  and  curfe  the  chearing  fun. 
'  Still  as  I  fly,  ten  thoufand  Avains  purfue; 
«  Ten  thoufand  fwains  I  facrifice  to  youi 

*  I  fhew  you  all  my  heart  without  difguife : 

*  But  thefe  are  tender  proofs  that  you  defpife. 

*  I  fee  too  well  what  wifhes  you  purfue  ; 

*  You  would  not  only  conquer,  but  undo: 

*  You,  cruel  victor,  weary  of  your  flame, 
'  Would  feek.  a  cure  in  my  eternal  fiiame ; 

*  And  not  content  my  honour  to  fubdue, 

*  Now  ftrive  to  triumph  o'er  my  virtue  too. 

*  Oh  !  Love,  a  god  indeed  to  womankind, 

«  Whofe  arrows  burn  me,  and  whofe  fetters  bind  ; 

*  Avenge  thy  altars,  vindicate  thy  fame, 
'And  blaft  thefe  traitors  that  profane  thy  name ; 

*  Who,  by  pretending  to  thy  facred  fire, 

*  Raife  curfed  trophies  to  impure  defire. 

*  Have  you  forgot  with  what  enfnaring  art 
'  You  firft  feduc'd  this  fond  uncautious  heart? 

*  Then,  as  I  fled,  did  you  not  kneeling  cry, 

•'  Turn,  cruel  benuty!   whither  would  you  fly  ? 
"  Why  all  thefe  doubts?  why  this  dillruftful  fear? 
"  No  impious  wilhcs  fliall  offend  your  ear  : 
"  Nor  ever  lhall  my  boldeft  hopes  pretend 
"  Above  the  title  of  a  tender  friend ; 
"  Blcfs'd,  if  my  lovely  goddefs  will  permit 
<f  My  humble  vows  thus  fighing  at  her  feet. 
*'  The  tyrant  Love,  that  in  my  bofom  reigns, 
'*'  The  god  himfelf  fubmits  to  wear  your  chains. 
"  You  (hall  direct  his  courfe,  his  ardour  tame, 
«'  And  check  the  fury  of  his  wildeft  flame." 
'  Unpraftis'd  youth  is  eafily  deceiv'd  ; 

*  Sooth'd  by  fnch  founds  J  liften'd  and  believ'd  ; 
1  Now  quite  forgot  that  foft  fubmiiiive  fear, 

'  You  dare  to  alk  what  I  muft  blufli  to  hear. 
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«  Could  I  forget  the  honour  of  my  race, 

*  And  meet  your  wifhes,  fearlefs  of  difgrace  ; 
«  Could  paffion  o'er  my  tender  youth  prevail, 

'  And  all  my  mother's  pious  maxims  fail; 

'  Yet  to  preferve  your  heart  (which  ftill  muft  be, 

'  Falfe  as  it  is,  for  ever  dear  to  me) 

'  This  fatal  proof  of  love  I  would  not  give, 

«  Which  you'd  contemn  the  moment  you  receive. 

'  The  wretched  fhe,   who  yields  to  guilty  joys, 

'  A  man  may  pity,  but  he  muft  defpife. 

*  Your  ardour  ceas'd,  I  then  mould  fee  you  fliun 
'  The  wretched  viftim  by  your  arts  undone. 

•  Yet  if  I  could  that  cold  indifference  bear, 

'  What  more  would  ftrike  me  with  the  laft  defpair, 

•  With  this  reflexion  would  my  foal  be  torn, 
'  To  know  I  merited  your  cruel  fcorn.' 

'  Has  love  no  pleafures  free  from  guilt  or  fear  ? 

*  Pleafures  lefs  fierce,  more  lafting,  more  fmcere  ? 
«  Thus  let  us  gently  kifs,  and  fondly  gaze; 

'  Love  is  a  child,  and  like  a  child  it  plays.* 
*  O  Strephon!  if  you  would  continue  juft, 

•  If  love  be  fomething  more  than  brutal  luft, 
'  Forbear  to  afk  what  I  muft  ftill  deny, 

'  This  bitter  pleafure,  this  deftru&ive  joy, 

'  So  clofely  follow'd  by  the  difmal  train 

'   Of  cutting  {hame,  and  guilt's  heart-piercing  pain.' 

She  paus'd,  and  fix'd  her  eyes  upon  her  fan : 
He  took  a  pinch  of  fnuff,  and  thus  began. 

'  Madam,  if  love '  but  he  could  fay  no  more, 

For  Mademoifelle  came  rapping  at  the  door  : 

The  dangerous  moments  no  adieus  afford; 

'  Be  gone1.'  ihe  cries,  '  I'm  fure  I  hear  my  lord.' 

The  lover  ftarts  from  his  unfinifh'd  loves, 

To  fnatch  his  hat,  and  feek  his  fcatter'd  gloves  : 

The  fighing  dame  to  meet  her  dear  prepares  ; 

While  Strephon,  curfing,  flips  down  the  back-ftairs. 

THURSDAY. 
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THURSDAY. 

THE   BASSETTE-TABLE. 
SMILINDA     AND     CARDELIA. 

CARDELIA. 

HPHE  bafiette-table  fpread,  the  tallier  come, 

Why  ftays  Smilinda  in  the  dreffing-room? 
Rife,  penfive  nymph  !   the  tallier  ftays  for  you. 

SMILINDA. 

Ah,  Madam!  fincemy  Sharper  is  untrue, 
I  joylefs  make  my  once  ador'd  alpieu. 
I  faw  him  ftand  behind  Ombrelia's  chair, 
And  whifper  with  that  foft,    deluding  air, 
And  thofe  feign'd  fighs,   that  cheat  the  lift'ning  fair. 

CARDFLIA. 

Is  this  the  caufe  of  your  romantick  {trains? 
A  mightier  grief  my  heavy  heart  fuftains. 
As  you  by  Love,  fo  I  by  Fortune  crofs'd, 
In  one  bad  deal  three  feptlevas  I  loft. 

SMILINDA. 

Is  that  a  grief  which  you  compare  with  mine? 
With  eafe  the  fmiles  of  Fortune  I  refign. 
Would  all  my  gold  in  one  bad  deal  were  gone, 
Were  lovely  Sharper  mine,  and  mine  alone! 

CARDELIA. 

A  lover  loft  is  but  a  common  care, 
And  prudent  nymphs  againft  the  change  prepare. 
The  queen  of  clubs  thrice  loft!    Oh,    who  could  guefs 
This  fatal  ftroke!    this  unforefeen  diftrefs! 

SMILINDA. 
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SMILINDA. 

See  1   Betty  Loveit  very  a  propos ! 
She  all  the  pains  of  love  and  play  (foes  know, 
Deeply  experienc'd  many  years  ago. 
Dear  Betty  (hall  th'  important  point  decide  ; 
Betty,  who  oft  the  pains  of  each  has  try'-d : 
Impartial,   me  fhall  fay  who  fuffers  molt, 
By  cards'  ill-ufage,  or  by  lovers  loft. 
LOVEIT. 

Tell,   tell  your  griefs ;    attentive  will  I  flay, 
Tho*  time  is  precious,  and  I  want  forae  tea. 

CARDELIA. 

Behold  this  equipage  by  Mathers  wrought, 
With  fifty  guineas    (a  great  penn'orth)  bought! 
See  on  the  toothpick  Mars  and  Cupid  flrive, 
And  both  the  ftruggling  figures  feem  to  live. 
Upon  the  bottom  fee  the  queen's  bright  face: 
A  myrtle  foliage  round  the  thimble  cafe; 
Jove,   Jove  himfelf  does  on  the  fciffars  ftiine, 
The  metal  and  the  workmanfhip  divine. 

SMILINDA. 

This  fnuff-box,  once  the  pledge  of  Sharper's  love5, 

When  rival  beauties  for  the  preient  flrove 

(At  Corticelli's  he  the  raffle  won, 

There  firfl  his  paffion  was  in  public  fliown ; 

Hazardia  blufti'd,  and  turn'd  her  head  afide, 

Her  rival's  envy  all  in  vain  to  hide) 

This  (huff-box — on  the  hinge  fee  diamonds  fliine— 

This  fnufr-box  will  I  Hake,   the  prize  is  mine. 

CARDELIA. 

Alas  !  far  fmaller  lofles  than  I  bear, 
Have  made  a  foldier  figh,    a  lover  fwear : 
But,  ohi  what  makes  the  difappointment  hard, 
'Twas  my  own  lord  who  drew  the  fatal  card  I—- 
In complaifance  I  took  the  queen  he  gave, 
Tho'  my  own  fecret  wiih.  was  for  the  knave  : 

Tha 
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The  knave  won  Jon  ecart  that  I  had  chofe, 
And  the  next  pull  myfepeleva  I  lofe. 

SMILINDA.     • 

But,  ah!   what  aggravates  the  killing  fmart, 
The  cruel  thought  that  (labs  me  to  the  heart, 
This  curs'd  Ombrelia,    this  undoing  fair, 
By  whofe  vile  arts  this  heavy  grief  I  bear, 
She  at  whofe  name  I  Ihed  thefe  fpiteful  tears, 
She  owes  to  me  the  very  charms  flie  wears : 
An  aukward  thing  when  firftfhe  came  to  town, 
Her  fhape  unfafhion'd,   and  her  face  unknown. 
She  was  my  friend;  I  taught  her  firft  to  fpread 
Upon  her  fallow  cheeks  enlivening  red  ^ 
I  introduc'd  her  to  the  park  and  plays; 
And,  by  my  int'reft,  Cofins  made  her  flays. 
Ungrateful  wretch  !   with  mimick  airs  grown  pert, 
She  dares  to  fteal  my  favourite  lover's  heart. 

CARDELIA. 

Wretch  that  I  was !  how  often  have  I  fwore, 
When  Winnall  tallied,  I  would  punt  no  more ! 
I  know  the  bite,  yet  to  my  ruin  run, 
And  fee  the  folly  which  I  cannot  fhun. 
SMILINDA. 

How  many  maids  have  Sharper's  vows  deceiv'd ! 
How  many  curs'd  the  moment  they  believ'd  ! 
Yet  his  known  falftiood  could  no  warning  prove  : 
Ah  !   what  are  warnings  to  a  maid  in  love! 

CARDELIA. 

But  of  what  marble  muft  that  bread  be  form'd, 
To  gaze  on  Baflette,   and  remain  unwarm'd  ? 
When  kings,  queens,  knaves,    are  fet  in  decent  rank, 
Expos'd  in  glorious  heaps  the  tempting  bank, 
Guineas,   half  guineas,   all  the  mining  train, 
The  winner's  pleafure,  and  the  lofcr's  pain, 
In  bright  confufion  open  rouleaus  lie, 
They  llrilce  the  foul,  and  glitter  in  the  eye  ; 

B  b  Fir'd 
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Fir'd  by  the  fight,  all  reafon  I  difdain, 
My  paflions  rife,  and  will  not  bear  the  rein : 
Look  upon  BafTette,  you  who  reafon  boaft. 
And  fee  if  reafon  may  not  there  be  loft. 

SMJLINDA. 

What  more  than  marble  muft  that  bread  compofe, 
That  liftens  coldly  to  my  Sharper's  vows ! 
Then  when  he  trembles,  when  his  blufhes  rife, 
When  aweful  love  feems  melting  in  his  eyes ! 
With  eager  beats  his  Mechlin  cravat  moves  ; 
'  He  loves!'  I  whifper  to  myfelf;   «  he  loves ! 
Such  unfeign'd  paflion  in  his  look  appears, 
I  lofe  all  mem'ry  of  my  former  fears ; 
My  panting  heart  confefles  all  his  charms; 
I  yield  at  once,  and  fink  into  his  arms. 
Think  of  that  moment  you  who  prudence  boaft! 
For  fuch  a  moment,  prudence  well  were  loft. 

CARDELIA. 

At  the  groom-porter's,  batter'd  bullies  play  $ 
Some  dukes  at  Marybone  bowl  time  away: 
"But  who  the  bowl  or  rattling  dice  compares 
To  Baffette's  heavenly  joys  and  pleafing  cares  ? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft  Simplicetta  doats  upon  a  beau; 
Prudina  likes  a  man,  and  laughs  at  mow: 
Their  feveral  graces  in  my  Sharper  meet; 
Strong  as  the  footman,  as  the  mafter  fweet. 

LOVEIT. 

Ceafe  your  contention,  which  has  been  too  longs 
I  grow  impatient,  and  the  tea  grows  ftrong  : 
Attend,  and  yield  to  what  I  now  decide ; 
The  equipage  fhall  grace  Smilinda's  fide, 
The  muff-box  to  Cardelia  I  decree ; 
So  leave  complaining,  and  begin  your  tea, 


FRIDAY. 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  195 


FRIDAY. 

THE  TOILETTE. 
LYDIA. 

•^  O  W  twenty  fprings  had  cloth'd  the  park  with  greed, 

Since  Lydia  knew  the  blofibms  of  fifteen  ; 
No  lovers  now  her  morning  hours  moleft  ; 
And  catch  her  at  her  toilette  half  undrefs'd. 
The  thund'ring  knocker  wakes  the  ftreet  no  more, 
Nor  chairs,  nor  coaches,  croud  the  filent  door  ; 
Nor  at  the  window  all  her  mornings  pafs, 
Or  at  the  dumb  devotion  of  her  glafs : 
Reclin'd  upon  her  arm  (he  penfive  fate, 
And  ciirs'd  th'  inconftancy  of  man  too  late. 

•  Oh,  youth!   O  fpring  of  life  for  ever  loft! 
'  No  more  my  name  mail  reign  the  fav'rite  toad  ; 
'  On  glafs  no  more  the  diamond  grave  my  name, 
'  And  lines  mif-fpelt  record  my  lover's  flame: 
'  Nor  (hall  fide-boxes  watch  my  wand'ring  eyes, 
'  And  as  they  catch  the  glance,  irt  rows  arife 
«  With  humble  bows ;  nor  white-glov'd  beaus  encroach 
'  In  crowds  behind,  to  guard  me  to  my  coach. 

'  What  mail  I  do  to  fpend  the  hateful  day? 

*  At  chapel  (hall  I  wear  the  morn  away  ? 

'  Who  there  appears  at  thefe  unmodifh  hours, 
f  But  ancient  matrons  with  their  frizzled  tow'rs, 

*  And  grey  religious  maids?  my  prefence  there, 
'  Amidft  that  fober  train,  would  own  dcfpair  ; 

*  Nor  am  I  yet  fo  old,  nor  is  my  glance 

'  As  yet  fix'd  wholly  on  devotion's  trance. 

«  Straight  then  I'll  drefs,  and  tr.ke  my  wonted  range 

'  Thro'  India  ftops,  to  Motteux's,  or  the  Change, 

B  b  2  -  '  Vv'here 
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'  Where  the  tall  jar  ere&s  it's  ftately  pride, 
'  With  antick  ihapes  in  China's  azure  dy'd ; 

*  There  carelefs  lies  a  rich  brocade  unroll'd, 
'  Here  ihines  a  cabinet  with  burnifli'd  gold. 

*  But  then,  alas!   I  mult  be  forc'd  to  pay, 

'  And  bring  no  penn'orths,  not  a  fan  away! 
'  How  am  I  curs'd,  unhappy  and  forlorn ! 

*  My  lover's  triumph,  and  my  fex's  fcorn ! 

«  Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  heirs; 
'  Falfe  are  the  loofe  coquette's  inveigling  airs ; 

*  Falfe  is  the  crafty  courtier's  plighted  word ; 

'  Falfe  are  the  dice,  when  gamefter's  ftamp  the  board  ; 

*  Falfe  is  the  fprightly  widow's  publick  tear; 
'  Yet  thefe,  to  Damon's  oaths,  are  all  fincere. 

'  For  what  young  flirt,  bafe  man,  am  I  abus'd? 
'  To  pleafe  your  wife  am  I  unkindly  us'd; 
'  'Tis  true,  her  face  may  boaft  the  peach's  bloom  ; 
•But  does  her  nearer  whifper  breathe  perfume  ? 
'  I  own  her  taper  fhape  is  form'd  to  pleafe; 
'But  don't  you  fee  her  unconfin'd  by  ftays  ? 
«  She  doubly  to  fifteen  may  claim  pretence; 
'  Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfe. 
'  Infipid,  fcrvile  thing !    whom  I  difdain ! 
'  Her  phlegm  can  belt  fupport  the  marriage  chain. 
'  Damon  is  pra&is'd  in  the  modifli  life; 

*  Can  hate,  and  yet  be  civil  to  his  wife: 

'  He  games,  he  drinks,  he  fwears,  he  fights,  he  roves; 

'  Yet  Cloe  can  believe  he  fondly  loves. 

'  Miftrefs  and  wife  by  turns  fupply  his  need; 

*  A  Mifs  for  pleafure,  and  a  wife  for  breed. 

'  Powder'd  with  diamonds,  free  from  fpleen  or  care, 

'  She  can  a  fallen  hufband's  humour  bear  ; 

'  Her  credulous  friendlhip,  and  her  ftupid  eafe, 

'  Have  often  been  my  jeft  in  happier  days: 

4  Now  Cloe  boafts  and  triumphs  in  my  pains ; 

'  To  her  he's  faithful,  'tis  to  me  he  feigns. 

*  Am 
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'  Am  I  that  ftupid  thing  to  bear  negleft, 
'  And  force  a  fmile,  not  daring  to  fufpecl? 
'  No,  perjur'd  man !  a  wife  may  be  content, 
1  But  you  {hall  find  a  miftrefs  can  refent.' 

Thus  love-fick  Lydiarav'd:  her  maid  appears. 
And  in  her  faithful  hand  the  band-box  bears; 
(The  Ceftos  that  reform'd  inconftant  Jove 
Not  better  fill'd  with  what  allur'd  to  love.) 
'  How  well  this  ribband's glofs  becomes  your  face!' 
She  cries  in  rapture;  '  then,  fo  fweet  a  lace  ! 
'  How  charmingly  you  look !    fo  bright !  fo  fair  ! 
'  Tis  to  your  eyes  the  head-drefs  owes  it's  air!' 
Straight  Lydia  fmil'd  ;    the  comb  adjufts  her  locks ; 
And  at  the  play-houfe,  Harry  keeps  her  box. 


SATURDAY. 


THE    SMALL    POX. 


HPH  E  wretched  Flavia,  on  her  couch  reclin'd, 
•*•     Thus  breath'd  the  anguifli  of  a  wounded  mind; 
A  glafs  revers'd  in  her  right-hand  (he  bore, 
For  now  flie  fhunn'd  the  face  (he  fought  before. 
'  How  am  I  chang'd  !  alas,  how  am  I  grown 
'  A  frightful  fpettre,  to  myfelf  unknown  ! 
'  Where's  my  complexion?  where  my  radiant  bloom, 
'  That  promic'd  happinefs  for  years  to  come? 
'  Then  with  what  pleafure  I  this  face  furvey'd ! 
'  To  lock  once  more,  my  viiits  oft  dclay'd  ! 
'  Charm'd  with  the  view,  a  frcfher  red  would  rife, 
'  And  a  new  life  mot  Darkling  from  my  eyes ! 

'  Ah, 
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*  Ah,  faithlefs  glafs !  my  wonted  bloom  reftore  3 

*  Alas!  I  rave,  that  bloom  is  now  no  more. 
«  The  greateft  good  the  gods  on  men  beftow, 
'  E'en  youth  itfelf  to  me  is  ufelefs  now. 

c  There  was  a  time  (oh,  that  I  could  forget!) 
«  When  opera-tickets  pour'd  before  my  feet; 
«  And  at  the  ring,'  where  brighteft  beauties  mine, 
'  The  earlieft  cherries  of  the  fpring  were  mine. 

*  Witnefs,  O  Lilly!    and  thou,  Motteux,  tell, 
'  How  much  japan  thefe  eyes  have  made  ye  fell; 

*  With  what  contempt  ye  faw  me  oft  defpife 
«  The  humble  offer  of  the  raffled  prize; 

*  For  at  the  raffle  ftill  each  prize  I  bore, 

*  With  fcorn  rejected,  or  with  triumph  wore. 

«  Now  beauty's  fled,  and  prefents  are  no  more  ! 

'  For  me  the  patriot  has  the  houfe  forfook, 
'  And  left  debates  to  catch  a  paffing  look: 

*  For  me  the  foldier  has  foft  verfes  writ; 
'  For  me  the  beau  has  aim'd  to  be  a  wit. 

«  For  me  the  wit  to  nonfenfe  was  betray'd; 
•*  The  gamefter  has  for  me  his  dun  delay'd, 
1  And  overfeen  the  card  he  would  have  play'd. 

*  The  bold  and  haughty  by  fuccefs  made  vain, 

'  Aw'd  by  my  eyes,  have  trembled  to  complain  : 
'  The  bamful  fquire,  touch'd  by  a  wifh  unknown, 
'  Has  dar'd  to  fpeak  with  fpirit  not  his  own; 
c  Fir'd  by  one  wifh,  all  did  alike  adore ; 
'  Now  beauty's  fled,  and  lovers  are  no  more  ! 

'  As  round  the  room  I  turn  my  weeping  eyes, 
«  New  unaffefted  fcenes  of  forrow  rife. 

*  Far  from  my  fight  that  killing  pi&ure  bear, 
'  The  face  disfigure,  and  the  canvas  tear  : 

'  That  picture  which  with  pride  I  us'd  to  {how, 
'  The  loft  refemblance  but  upbraids  me  now. 

*  And  thou,  my  toilette,  where  I  oft  have  fate,. 
'  While  hours  unheeded  pafs'd  in  deep  debate, 
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*  How  curls  ihould  fall,  or  where  a  patch  to  place; 
'  If  blue  or  fcarlet  beft  became  my  face ; 

'  Now  on  fome  happier  nymph  your  aid  beftow; 
f  On  fairer  heads,  ye  ufelefs  jewels,  glow; 
'  No  borrow'd  luftre  can  my  charms  reftore  j 

*  Beauty  is  fled,  and  drefs  is  now  no  more. 

'  Ye  meaner  beauties,  I  permit  ye  fliine ; 
'  Go,  triumph  in  the  hearts  that  once  were  mine; 
f  But,  'midft  your  triumphs,  with  confufion  know^ 

*  'Tis  to  my  ruin  all  your  arms  ye  owe. 

*  Would  pitying  Heav'n  reftore  my  wonted  mien, 

*  Ye  ftill  might  move  unthought  of  and  unfeen : 
'  But,  oh!  how  vain,  how  wretched  is  the  boaft, 

*  Of  beauty  faded,  and  of  empire  loft! 

«  What  now  is  left,  but  weeping,  to  deplore 

*  My  beauty  fled,  and  empire  now  no  more  ? 

'  Ye  cruel  chymifts,  what  witheld  your  aid ! 

*  Could  no  pomatums  fave  a  trembling  maid! 
'  How  falfe  and  trifling  is  that  art  ye  boaft ! 

*  No  art  can  give  me  back  my  beauty  loft. 
'  In  tears,  furrounded  by  my  friends  I  lay, 

*  Mafk'd  o'er,  and  trembled  at  the  fight  of  day; 

*  Mirmillio  came  my  fortune  to  deplore, 

*  (A  golden-headed  cane  well  carv'd  he  bore) 

*  Cordials,  he  cry'd,  my  fpirits  muft  reftore  1 

*  Beauty  is  fled,    and  fpirit  is  no  more  ! 

'  Galen,  the  grave ;  officious  Squirt  was  there, 
«  With  fruitlefs  grief,  and  unavailing  care  : 
'  Machaon  too,  the  great  Machaon,  known 

*  By  his  red  cloak,  and  his  fuperior  frown ; 

"  And  why,"  he  cry'd,  "  this  grief,  and  this  defpair? 

"  You  mail  again  be  well,  again  be  fair; 

*'  Believe  my  oath!"  (with  that  an  oath  he  fworp  :) 

*  Falfe  was  his  oath  ;  my  beauty  is  no  more  ! 

«'  Ceafe,  haplefs  maid  !  no  more  thy  tale  purfue ; 
f*  Forfake  mankind,  and  bid  the  world  adieu  ! 

"  Monarchs 
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««  Monarchs  and  beauties  rule  with  equal  fway; 
*'  All  ftrive  to  ferve,  and  glory  to  obey : 
««  Alike  unpitied  when  depos'd  they  grow  ; 
•«  Men  mock  the  idc!  of  their  former  vow." 
'  Adieu,   ye  parks !   in  fome  obfcure  recefs, 

*  Where  gentle  ftreams  will  weep  at  my  difcrefs; 

*  Where  no  falfe  friend  will  in  my  grief  take  part, 
'  And  mourn  my  ruin  with  a  joyful  heart; 

*  There  let  me  live  in  fome  deferted  place, 

'  There  hide  in  fhades  this  loft  inglorious  face; 
'  Plays,  operas,  circles,  I  no  more  muft  view1. 
«  My  toilette,  patches,  all  the  world,  adieu !' 


EPISTLE  TO  ALLEN  LORD  BATHURST. 

BY     MR.    POPE. 

P.  YJT  7  H  O  mail  decide,  when  dofltors  difagree, 

W    And  foundeft  cafuifts  doubt,  like  you  and  me? 
You  hold  the  word,  from  Jove  to  Momus  given, 
That  man  was  made  the  {landing  jeft  of  Heav'n: 
And  gold  but  fent  to  keep  the  fools  in  play; 
For  fome  to  heap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And  furely  Heaven  and  I  are  of  a  mind) 
Opine,  that  nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  fhining  mifchief  under  ground  : 
But  when,   by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  to  it's  fire,  the  Sun, 
Then  careful  Heav'n  fupplied  two  forts  of  men, 
To  fquander  thefe,  and  thofe  to  hide  again. 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  difpute  has  pafs'd, 
We  find  our  tenets  juft  the  fame  at  laft  j 

Both 
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Both  fairly  owning,  riches,  in  effedl, 
No  grace  of  Heav'n,  or  token  of  th'  cleft  ; 
Giv'n  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  devil. 

B.  What  nature  wants  commodious  gold  beftows ; 
'Tis  thus  we  eat  the  bread  another  fows. 

P.  But  how  unequal  it  beftows  obferve  ; 
'Tis  thus  we  riot,  while  who  fow  it  ftarve. 
What  nature  wants  (a  phrafe  I  muft  diftruft) 
Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  luft  : 
Ufeful,  I  grant,  it  ferves  what  life  requires; 
But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  aflaffin  hires."* 

B.  Trade  it  may  help,  fociety  extend. 

P.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  friend. 

B.  It  raifes  armies  in  a  nation's  aid. 

P.  But  bribes  a  fenate,  and  the  land's  betray'd.  • 
In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave, 
If  fecret  gold  fap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once,  we  confefs,   beneath  the  patriot's  cloak, 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  fpoke, 
And  jingling  down  the  back-ftairs,   told  the  crew, 
'  Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you.' 
Blefs'd  paper  credit!  laft  and  beft  fupply ! 
That  lends  Corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly ! 
Gold,  imp'd  by  thee,  can  compafs  hardeft  things, 
Can  pocket  ftates,  can  fetch  or  carry  kings ; 
A  fingle  leaf  mail  waft  an  army  o'er, 
Or  (hip  off  fenates  to  fome  diltant  more; 
A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro 
Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind*  mall  blow; 
Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  fcrap  unfeen, 
And  filent  fells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 

Oh !  that  fuch  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  fee, 
Still,  as  of  old,  incumber'd  villainy! 
Could  France  or  Rome  divert  our  brave  defigns, 
With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines  ? 

C  c  What 
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What  could  they  more  than  knights  and  fquires  confound, 

Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round? 

A  ftatefman's  flumbers  how  this  fpeech  would  fpoill 

*  Sir,  Spain  has  fent  a  thoufand  jars  of  oil ; 

«  Huge  bales  of  Britifh  cloth  blockade  the  door  ; 

•  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar.' 

Poor  Ararice  one  torment  more  would  find, 
Nor  could  Profufion  fquander  all  in  kind. 
Aftride  his  cheefe  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet: 
And  Worldly  crying  coals  from  flreet  to  ftreet; 
Whom,  with  a  wig  fo  wild,  and  mien  fo  maz'd, 
Pity  miftakes  for  fome  poor  tradefman  craz'd. 
Had  Colepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and  hogs, 
Could  he  himfelf  have  fent  it  to  the  dogs  ? 
His  grace  will  game  ;   to  White's  a  bull  be  led, 
With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head  : 
To  White's  be  carry'd,  as  to  ancient  games, 
Fair  courfers,  vafes,  and  alluring  dames. 
Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  flakes  he  fweep, 
Bear  home  fix  whores,  and  make  his  lady  weep  ? 
Or  foft  Adonis,  fo  perfum'd  and  fine, 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  fwine  ? 
Oh  !   filthy  check  on  all  induftrious  (kill, 
To  fpoil  the  nation's  laft  great  trade,   quadrille ! 
Since,  then,  my  lord,  on  fuch  a  world  we  fall, 
What  fay  you? B.  Say  !  Why,  take  it,  gold  and  all. 

P.  What  Riches  give  us  let  us  then  inquire  : 
Meat,fire,andcloaths — B.  What  more? — P.  Meat,  cloaths,  and  fire. 
Is  this  too  little  ?  would  you  more  than  live  ? 
Alas!  'tis  more  than  Turner  finds  they  give: 
Alas!  'tis  more  than  (all  his  vifions  paf>'d) 
Unhappy  Wharton,    waking,   found  at  laft! 
What  can  they  give  ?   To  dying  Hopkins  heirs  ? 
To  Chartres  vigour  ?    Ja'phet,  nofe  and  ears  ? 
Can  they  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow  ? 
In  Fulvia's  buckle  eafe  the  throbs  below? 


BEAUTIES     OF    POETRY.  203 

Or  heal,  old  Narfes,  thy  obfcener  ail, 
With  all  th' embroidery  plaifter'd  at  thy  tail? 
They  might  (were  Harpax  not  too  wife  to  fpend) 
Give  Harpax  felf  the  bleffing  of  a  friend ; 
Or  find  fome  doftor  that  would  fave  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock,  fpite  of  Shylock's  wife  : 
But  thoufands  die,  without  or  this  or  that, 
Die,  and  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat. 
To  fome,  indeed,  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 
T'  enrich  a  baftard,  or  a  fon  they  hate. 

Perhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their  part; 
Bond  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them  from  his  heart; 
The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule, 
That  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool. 
'  God  cannot  love,'  (fays  Blunt,  with  tearlefs  eyes) 
*  The  wretch  he  ftarves !' — and  pioufly  denie: : 
But  the  good  bimop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits — and  leaves  them  Providence's  care. 

Yet,  to  be  juft  to  thefe  poor  men  of  pelf, 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfelf : 
Damn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  flave  that  digs  it,   and  the  (lave  that  hides. 

B.  Who  fuffer  thus,  mere  Charity  mould  own, 
Muft  a&  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

P.  Some  war,  fome  plague,  or  famine,  they  forefec, 
Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
Why  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  caufe  is  found, 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  directors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year? 
To  live  on  venifon  when  it  fold  fo  dear. 
Afk  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  auftion  buys? 
Phryne  forefees  a  general  excife. 
Why  fhe  and  Sappho  raife  that  monftrous  fum? 
Alas!  they  fear  a  man  will  coft  a  plumb. 

Wife  Peter  fees  the  world's  refpeft  for  gold, 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  fold: 

C  C   2  Glorious 
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Glorious  ambition !    Peter,  fwell  thy  (lore, 
And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  before. 

The  crown  of  Poland,   venal  twice  an  age, 
To  j aft  three  millions  Hinted  modeft  Gage. 
But  nobler  fcenes  Maria's  dreams  unfold, 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold. 
Congenial  fouls  !  whofe  life  one  avarice  joins, 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Afturian  mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt!   why  bears  he  Britain's  hate? 
A  wizard  told  him  in  thefe  words  our  fate. 
'  At  length  corruption,  like  a  general  flood, 

*  (So  long  by  watchful  minifters  withftood) 

'.  Shall  deluge  all ;  and  avarice,  creeping  on, 

f  Spread  like  a  low-born  mift  and  blot  the  fun ; 

'  Statefman  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  flocks, 

'  Peerefs  and  butler  (hare  alike  the  box, 

'  And  judges  job,   and  bifhops  bite  the  town, 

'  And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 

'  See  Britain  funk  in  Lucre's  fordid  charms, 

'  And  France  reveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's  arms  !' 

'Twas  no  court-badge,  great  Scrivener !  fir'd  thy  brain, 

Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain: 

No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  afham'd  to  fee 

Senates  degenerate,  patriots  difagree; 

And  nobly  wilhing  party-rage  to  ceafe, 

To  buy  both  fides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

'  All  this  is  madnefs,'   cries  a  fober  fage  : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage? 

*  The  ruling  paffion,  be  it  what  it  will, 

*  The  ruling  paifion  conquers  reafon  ftill.' 
Lefs  mad  the  wildeft  whim  ley  we  can  frame, 
Than  even  that  palfion,   if  it  has  no  aim  ; 
For  tho'  fuch  motives  folly  you  may  call, 
The  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth:   <  'Tis  Heaven  each  pp.ffion' fends, 
«  And  different  men  direfts  to  different  ends. 
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1  Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce, 
*  Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  ufe.' 
Afk  we  what  makes  one  keep  and  one  bellow? 
That  Power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  feed-time,  harveft,  equal  courfe  maintain, 
Thro'  reconcil'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain ; 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds, 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  rounds. 

Riches,  like  infefts,  when  conceal'd  they  lie, 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  feafon  fly. 
Who  fees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidft  his  ftore, 
Sees  but  a  backward  fteward  for  the  poor: 
This  year  a  refervoir,  to  keep  and  fpare; 
The  next,  a  fountain,  fpouting  thro'  his  heir, 
In  lavifh  ftreams  to  quench  a  country's  thirfl; 
And  men  and  dogs  (hall  drink  him  till  they  burft. 

Old  Cotta  fham'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth, 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth : 
What  tho'  (the  ufe  of  barbarous  fpits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ? 
His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  crefles  flor'd, 
With  foups  unbought  and  fallads  blefs'd  his  board? 
If  Cotta  liv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Bramins,  faints,  and  fages,   did  before. 
To  cram  the  rich,  was  prodigal  expence ; 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence? 
Like  fome  lone  Chartreux  ftands  the  good  old  half, 
Silence  without,  and  fafts  within  the  wall; 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  found. 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round: 
Tenants  with  fighs  the  fmoaklefs  towers  furvey, 
And  turn  th'  unwilling  fteeds  another  way; 
Benighted  wanderers  the  forcil  o'er, 
Curfe  the  fav'd  candle,   and  unopening  door; 
While  the  gaunt  maftifF,  growling  at  the  gate, 
Affrights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat. 

Not 
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Not  fo  his  fon :  he  mark'd  this  overfight, 
And  then  miftook  reverfe  of  wrong  for  right. 
(For  what  to  fhun  will  no  great  knowledge  need, 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  talk  indeed  !) 
Yet  fure,  of  qualities  deferving  praife, 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes,  than  to  raife. 
What  flaughter'd  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine, 
Fill  the  capacious  fquire,  and  deep  divine  ! 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profufion  draws ; 
His  oxen  perilh  in  his  country's  caufe  ; 
'Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup, 
And  zeal  for  that  great  honfe  which  eats  him  up. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat, 
The  Sylvans  groan — no  matter — for  the  fleet: 
Next  goes  his  wool — to  clothe  our  valiant  bands ; 
Laft,  for  his  country's  love,    he  fells  his  lands. 
To  town  he  comes,  compleats  the  nation's  hope, 
And  heads  the  bold  train-bands,   and  burns  a  pope. 
And  fhall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils; 
Britain!  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  fpoiJs? 
In  vain  at  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe, 
His  thanklefs  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  fenfe  to  value  riches,   with  the  art 
T*  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart, 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambitioufly  purfu'd, 
Not  funk  by  floth,  nor  rais'd  by  fervitude ; 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  juft  expence, 
Join  with  ceconomy,  magnificence; 
With  fplendor  charity,  with  plenty  health  ; 
Oh,  teach  us,  Bathurft  !  yet  unfpoil'd  by  wealth  ! 
That  fecret  rare,   between  th'  extremes  to  move, 
Of  mad  good-nature,  and  of  mean  felf-love. 

B.  To  worth  or  want  well-weigVd,  be  bounty  given, 
And  eafe  or  emulate,  the  care  of  He;;v'r>  ; 
(Whofe  meafure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Fortune's  fault,  andjuftify  her  grace. 
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Wealth  in  the  grofs  is  death,  but  life  diffus'd; 
As  poifon  heals,  in  juft  proportion  us'd: 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  ftink  it  lies; 
But  well  difpers'd,  is  incenfe  to  the  fkies. 

P.  Who  ftarves  by  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats  ? 
The  wretch  that  trufts  them,  and  the  rogue  that  cheats. 
Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  chearful  noon 
Without  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  buffoon  ? 
Whofe  table,  wit,  or  modeft  merit,  {hare, 
Un-elbow'd  by  a  gamefter,  pimp,  or  player  ? 
Who  copies  yours,  or  Oxford's  better  part, 
To  eafe  th'  opprefs'd,  and  raife  the  linking  heart; 
Where'er  he  mines,  Oh,  Fortune  !  gild  the  fcene. 

And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  meanl 
There  Engliih  bounty  yet  awhile  may  ftand, 

And  honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 
But  all  our  praifcs  why  mould  lords  engrofs? 

Rife,  honeft  Mufe  !  and  fing  the  Man  of  Rofs : 

Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  thro'  her  winding  bounds, 

And  rapid  Severn  hoarfe  applaufe  refounds. 

Who  hung  with  woods  yon  mountain's  fultry  brow? 

From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 

Not  to  the  fkies  in  ufelefs  columns  tofs'd, 

Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  loft  ; 

But  clear  and  artlefs,  pouring  thro'  the  plain 

Health  to  the  fick,  and  folace  to  the  fwain : 

Whofe  caufeway  parts  the  vale  with  fhady  rows? 

Whofe  feats  the  weary  traveller  repofe? 

Who  taught  that  heaven-direfted  fpire  to  rife? 

«  The  Man  of  Rofs,'  each  lifping  babe  replies. 

Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread  1 

The  Man  of  Rofs  divides  the  weekly  bread: 

He  feeds  yon  alms-houfe,  neat,  but  void  of  Hate, 

Where  Age  and  Want  fit  fmiling  at  the  gate; 

Him  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans  blefs'd; 

The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  reft. 
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Is  any  fick— ;the  Man  of  Rcfs  relieves, 

Prefcribes,  attends  ;   the  medicine  makes,  and  gives. 

Is  there  a  variance — enter  but  his  door, 

Baulk'd  are  the  courts,  and  conteft  is  no  more. 

Defpairing  quacks  with  curfes  fled  the  place, 

And  vile  attornies,    now  an  ufelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man  !   enabled  to  purfus     . 

What  all  fo  with,  but  want  the  power  to  do! 

Oh!  fay  what  fums  that  generous  hand  fupply? 

What  mines  to  fwell  that  boundlefs  charity  ? 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  clear, 

This  man  pofTefs'd — five  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

Blufh,   grandeur,  blufli !   proud  courts,  withdraw  your  blaze! 

Ye  little  ftars,  hide  your  diminifh'd  rays! 

B.  And  what?  no  monument,  infcription,   {lone? 

His  race,  his  form,  his  name,  almoft  unknown? 
P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  Fame, 

Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name. 

Go,  fearch  it  there  !  where  to  be  born  and  die, 

Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  hiflory; 

Enough  that  virtue  fill'd  the  fpace  between  ; 

Prov'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been. 
When  Hopkins  dies,  a  thoufand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who,  living,  fav'd  a  candle's  end: 

Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image  {lands, 

Belyes  his  features,  nay,    extends^his  hands; 

That  live-long  wig,   which  Gorgon's  felf  might  own. 

Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  ftone. 

Behold  what  bleffings  wealth  to  life  can  lend  I 

And  fee  what  comfort  it*affords  our  end! 

In  the  worft  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half-hung, 

The  floors  of  plaifter,  and  the  walls  of  dung, 

On  once  a  flock-bed,    but  repair'd  with  ilraw, 

With  tape-ty'd  curtains,    never  meant  to  draw, 

The  George  and  Garter  dangling  from  that  bed 

Where  tawdry  yellow  ftrove  with  dirty  red, 

Great 
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Great  Villers  lies alas !   how  chang'd  from  him, 

That  life  of  pleafure,   and  that  foul  of  whim! 

Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  alcove, 

The  bower  of  wanton  Shrewfbury  and  love; 

Or  juft  as  gay  at  council,   in  a  ring 

Of  mimick'd  ftatefmen  and  their  merry  king. 

No  wit  to  flatter,   left  of  all  his  ftore  ! 

No  fool  to  laugh  at,    which  he  valu'd  more ; 

There,  vidor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends, 

And  fame,  this  lord  of  ufelefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  grace's  fate  fage  Cutler  could  forefee, 
And  well  (he  thought)  advis'd  him,   '  Live  like  me  !' 
As  well  his  grace  replied,   l  Like  you,  Sir  John? 
'  That  I  can  do,   when  all  I  have  is  gone.' 
Refolve  me,  Reafon,  which  of  thefe  are  worfe, 
Want  with  a  full  or  with  an  empty  purfe? 
Thy  life  more  wretched,  Cutler!   was  confefs'd  ; 
Arife  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blefs'd? 
Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  rind  houfes  fall, 
For  very  want ;  he  could  not  build  a  wall. 
His  only  daughter  in  a  ftranger's  power, 
For  very  want ;  he  could  not  pay  a  dower. 
A  few  gray  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown'd, 
'Twas  very  want  that  fold  them  for  two  pound. 
What!  even  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
Banim'd  the  dodlor,    and  expell'd  the  friend  ? 
What  but  a  want,  which  you  perhaps  think  mr.d, 
Yet  numbers  feel  the  want  of  what  he  had  ! 
Cutler  and  Brutus  dying,  both  exclaim, 
*  Virtue  and  wealth  !    what  are  ye  but  a  name?' 

Say,  for  fuch  worth  are  other  worlds  prepar'd  ? 
Or  are  they  both  in  this  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point !  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  you  are  tir'd — I'll  tell  a  tale B.  Agreed  ! 

P.   Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the  dies, 
Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  the  head,  and  lyes, 

D  d  There 
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There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  fober  fame, 

A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name : 

Religious,  pun&ual,  frugal,  and  fo  forth; 

His  word  would  pafs  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 

One  folid  dim  his  week-day  meal  affords, 

An  added  pudding  folemniz'd  the  Lord's  : 

Conftant  at  church  and  Change,  his  gains  were  furej 

His  givings  rare,  fave  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  pique'd  fuch  faintfhip  to  behold, 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old : 
But  Satan  now  is  wifer  than  of  yore, 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 

Rouz'd  by  the  Prince  of  Air,  the  whirlwinds  fweep 
The  furge,  and  plunge  his  father  in  the  deep  ; 
Then  full  againft  his  Cornifh  lands  they  roar, 
And  two  rich  fhipwrecks  blefs  the  lucky  more. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks  ; 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jckes. 

*  Live  like  yourfelf!'  was  foon  my  lady's  word; 
And,  lo!    two  puddings  fmoak'd  upon  the  board. 

Afleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay, 
An  honeft  faftor  ftole  a  gem  away : 
He  pledg'd  it  to  the  knight ;   the  knight  had  witr 
So  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit. 
Some  fcruple  rofe,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought: 

*  I'll  now  give  fixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat; 

'  Where  once  I  went  to  church  I'll  now  go  twice; 
«  And  am  fo  clear,  too,  of  all  other  vice  !' 

The  tempter  faw  his  time,  the  work  he  ply'd  : 
Stocks  and  fubfcriptions  pour  on  ev'ry  fide; 
Till  all  the  dsmon  makes  his  full  defcent 
In  one  abundant  fhower  of  cent,  per  cent. 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  pofleffes  whole, 
Then  dubs  Diredlor,  and  fecures  his  foul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam  now  a  man  of  fpirit, 
Afcribes  his  gettings  to  his  parts  and  merit  j 

What 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  211 

What  late  he  call'd  a  bleffing,  now  was  wit. 
And  God's  good  providence  a  lucky  hit. 
Things  change  their  titles  as  our  manners  turn; 
His  compting-houfe  employ'd  the  Sunday  morn : 
Seldom  at  church,  ('twas  fuch  a  bufy  life) 
But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (fo  the  devil  ordain'd)  one  Chriftmas-tide 
My  good  old  lady  catch'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 
A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight ; 
He  marries,  bows  at  court,  and  grows  polite : 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  pleafe  the  fair) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air. 
Firft  for  his  fon  a  gay  commiffion  buys, 
Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies. 
His  daughter  flaunts  a  vifcount's  tawdry  wife; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p — x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  fenate  he  a  feat  obtains, 
And  one  more  penfioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falls  to  play  :  fo  bad  her  chance, 
He  muft  repair  it;   takes  a  bribe  from  France. 
The  houfe  impeach  him,  Coningfby  harangues; 
The  court  forfake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs. 
Wife,  fon,  and  daughter,  Satan!  are  thy  own; 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown: 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize, 
And  fad  Sir  Balaam  curfes  God  and  dies. 


D  d  2  AVARO 
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AVARO      AND      AMANDA. 


BY     MR.     DUCK. 

WHAT  ills  from  want  of  education  flow, 
From  avarice  what  cruel  fcenes  of  woe, 
I  mean  to  fing;  except  the  tuneful  maid 
Negleft  my  numbers-,  and  refufe  her  aid. 
Say,  goddefs,  firft,  what  made  the  youth  explore 
A  foreign  clime,  and  quit  his  native  more? 
Say,  too,  how  en  the  barb'rous  ifle  he  came; 
What  mov'd  the  kindnefs  of  the  Negro  dame? 
What  could  provoke  a  faithlefs  youth  to  fell 
A  friend,  whofe  only  crime  was  loving  well? 

Now  had  Avaro  twenty  winters  pals'd 
His  blooming  features  ev'ry  beauty  grac'dj 
In  filver  rings,  his  loofely  flowing  hair 
Hung  o'er  his  fhoulders  with  a  comely  air; 
Robufthis  limbs,  and  daring  was  his  foul, 
.And  vigour  crown'd  the  well-proportion'd  whole; 
"His  graceful  charms  the  laJies  oft  furvey'd, 
And  oft  their  eyes  an  am'rous  fignal  made; 
But  never  could  the  tender  paffion  move, 
The  ilubborn  youth  was  ftill  averfe  to  love; 
Yet,  tho'  his  breaft  was  proof  to  Cupid's  dart, 
A  more  ignoble  god  enflav'd  his  heart. 

No  myfteries  of  faith  diilurb'd  his  head; 
For  myileries  of  faith  he  feldom  read; 
Th.it  moral  law,  which  Nature  had  impreft, 
He  blotted  from  the  volume  of  his  breaft; 
Yet  hi  his  mind  his  father's  precepts  bears, 
Who  often  rung  this  lelTon  in  his  ears: 

•  Would 
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«  Would  you,  my  fon,  to  happinefs  afpire, 

'  Know,  Gold  alone  can  happinefs  acquire; 

'  He  that  has  Gold,  is  pow'rful  as  a  king, 

'  Has  valour,  virtue,  wifdom,  ev'ry  thing! 

•  This  to  obtain,  your  utmoft  flcill  beftow; 
'  And  if  you  gain  it,  be  not  careful  how: 

•  If  in  the  court,  or  camp,  you  take  delight, 

•  Then  dare  to  flatter  there,  or  here  to  fight; 

'  Or,  mould  the  merchant's  life  your  fancy  pleafe, 
'  Be  bold,  and  bravely  venture  on  the  feas; 

•  Many  by  merchandize  have  gain'd  renown, 

«  And  made  the  Indies  wealth  become  their  own.' 
The  youth  imbib'd  the  precepts  of  his  tongue, 
Neglecting  ev'ry  law  of  right  and  wrong; 
Taught  by  his  fire  to  court  deftrudlive  gain, 
He  burns  to  try  his  fortune  on  the  main. 

While  other  youths,  by  wit  or  pleafure  fway'd,  - 
Frequent  the  play,  the  ball,  or  mafquerade; 
Avaro,  ftudious,  in  his  chamber  ftays, 
Carelefs  of  balls,  of  mafquerades,  and  plays; 
There  adds,  fubtrafts,  and,  with  unweary'd  pain, 
Learns  all  the  rules  of  intereft,  lofs,  and  gain. 

Next,  from  an  old  aflronomer,  he  tries 
To  learn  the  planets  journey  thro'  the  fkies; 
With  him,  at  night,  when  heav'n  ferene  appears, 
He  points  the  quadrant  at  the  mining  fpheres: 
The  Hyades,  and  frozen  pole  furveys, 
Which  guide  the  failor  o'er  the  diifont  feas; 
Then  maps  and  models  of  our  globe  prepares, 
And  carefully  infpefts  both  hemifpheres. 
From  eafl  to  weft  he  views  the  fpacious  round, 
Pleas'd  with  the  modern  world  Columbus  found: 
In  hope  elate,  the  youth  impatient  ftand*, 
And  feems  to  grafp  both  Indies  in  his  hands. 
This  fees  the  fire,  and  haftily  provides 
A  vefiel,  proof  againll  the  winds  and  tides. 

The 
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The  youth  embarks,  the  foft  propitious  gales 
Arife,  and  foon  expand  the  fwelling  fails; 
The  {hip  glides  fwiftly  o'er  the  liquid  plain, 
And  Neptune  fmiles,  and  courts  him  on  the  main. 

But  fee,  how  mortals  are  the  fport  of  fate! 
How  oft  unhappy,  ftriving  to  be  great ! 
Ere  Cynthia  twice  her  monthly  race  had  run, 
An  omen  of  the  fatal  ftorm  begun : 
The  murm'ring  wind  arifes  by  degrees, 
And  rocks  the  fhip,  and  fweeps  the  curling  feas. 
Now  louder,  with  impetuous  force  it  roars, 
And  moves  the  fwelling  furges  to  the  fhores; 
Till  rapid  rain,  and  flakes  of  bick'ring  flame, 
With  dreadful  thunder  vex  th'  ethereal  frame. 
Struck  with  furprize,  the  tim'rous  merchant  Hands, 
Nor  knows  what  he  forbids,  or  what  commands : 
Nor  fafely  back,  nor  can  he  forwards  go ; 
But  trembling  waits,  and  fears  the  fatal  blow. 
Long  time  the  failors  work  again  ft  the  wind, 
With  fruitlefs  toil,  to  gain  the  port  aflign'd; 
Till  courage,  hope,  and  all  provifions  fail'd, 

And  fear,  defpair,  and  want,  their  fouls  aflail'd. 

Forc'd  by  the  florm  into  a  winding  bay, 
Their  joyful  eyes  an  Indian  ifle  furvey; 

When  ftraight  they  quit  their  flup,  and  gain  the  more, 

And  for  recruits  the  favage  land  explore. 
Adjoining  to  the  dreary  beach,  there  flood 

Wild  fhrubs  and  trees,  that  form'd  a  gioomy  wood  ; 

Where,  clofe  obfcur'd,  the  crafty  natives  lay, 

And  watch'd  the  wand'ring  crew,  remote  from  fea: 

Then  forth  they  rum,  and  ftraight  their  bows  prepare. 

Too  late  the  failors  fee  th'  approaching  war  ! 

In  vain  the  brave  engage,  or  tim'rous  fly  ; 

The  tim'rous  and  the  brave  promifcuous  die  : 

The  barb'rous  fields  are  ftain'd  with  purple  gore, 

And  dreadful  groanings  echo  to  the  fliore. 

Oar 
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Our  youthful  merchant  'fcapes,  and  flies  alone  j 
His  fear  impels,  and  fafety  prompts  him  on : 
Thro'  dufky  woods  he  takes  his  trembling  flight, 
The  dufky  woods  conceal  him  from  their  fight; 
Till  in  the  devious  wilds,  remote  from  foes, 
Then  on  the  ground  he  weeping  vents  his  woes; 
Oft  curs'd  his  haplefs  fate,  and  often  thought 
On  what  the  hoary  ftar- monger  had  taught : 
How,  at  our  birth,  as  difPrent  planets  rule, 
They  form  a  wit,  or  conftitute  a  fool ; 
How,  in  the  maze  of  life,  we  aft,  as  they 
Attraft,  retard,  or  force  us  in  the  way. 
And,  as  he  thefe  uncertain  cenfures  made, 
Againft  the  flars  he  thus  exclaiming  faid : 

'  The  planets,  fure,  fome  noxious  pow'r  difplay, 

*  And  rule  my  life  with  arbitrary  fway; 

'  Elfe  had  I  ne'er  forfook  my  native  home, 
'  Nor  in  this  baleful  defart  met  my  doom— 

*  And  yet,  when  I  reflect,  I  cannot  fee, 

'  How  globes  infenfible  mould  influence  me  : 

*  I  chufe  my  actions;  when  the  choice  is  made, 

*  I  nor  invoke,  nor  yet  confult  their  aid. 

'  When  mortals  aft  according  to  their  will, 
'  Can  Heaven  be  call'd  the  author  of  their  ill  ? 
'  Too  late  I  find,  the  ftars  are  not  in  fault; 

*  But  'tis  that  golden  wifh  my  fire  has  taught: 

*  Enticing  Gold,  that  damn'd  deceiving  guide, 
'  Induc'd  me  fir  ft  to  ftem  the  foaming  tide ; 

'  Fallacious  charm  !  that  led  me  from  repofe, 
'  Now  leaves  me  in  a  labyrinth  of  woes. 

'  So,  when  compacted  vapours,  in  the  night, 
'  Skim  o'er  the  fields,  with  a  deluilve  light, 
'  The  injudicious  traveller  furveys 
'  Th*  alluring  fcene,  and  courts  the  glifl'ring  blaze; 
'  Till,  tempted  o'er  a  rock's  impending  brow, 
'  He  falls  to  fome  tremendous  gulph  below  !' 

Thus 
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Thus  the  unhappy  youth  laments  his  fate, 
Confcious  of  all  the  ills  that  round  him  wait ; 
Till  fetting  Phoebus  leaves  the  blufhing  fky, 
And  glimm'ring  ftars  a  feeble  light  fupply  : 
The  fhades  of  night  increafe  his  anxious  care, 
And  add  a  greater  horror  to  defpair. 

All  night  in  tears  the  penfive  merchant  lay, 
And  often  wim'd,  and  fear'd  the  coming  day ; 
Till,  on  the  hills,  the  rifing  fun  difplay'd 
His  golden  beams,  and  chas'd  away  the  fhade: 
Harmonious  birds  falute  his  chearful  rays, 
And  hail  the  rofy  rnorn  with  joyful  lays  ; 
While,  itretch'd  upon  the  ground,  Avaro  moans, 
Anfw'ring  their  tuneful  fongs  with  piercing  groans. 
Not  diftant  for  from  where  the  youth  was  laid, 
A  purling  dream,  in  pleafing  murmurs,  play'd  ; 
And,  by  the  margin  of  the  chryftal  flood, 
Two  rows  of  trees  in  beauteous  order  flood  ; 
Whofe  branches  form'd  a  pendant  arch  above, 
DifFufing  gloomy  verdure  o'er  the  grove. 
An  Indian  princefs  hither  daily  caihe, 
Pleas'd  with  the  grateful  {hade,  and  cooling  ftream: 
She  now  was  walking  to  her  lov'd  retreat, 
And  heard  the  mourning  youth  lament  his  fate. 
Fix'd  in  amaze,  awhile  (he  lift'ning  flood  ; 
Then  fwift  approach'd  him,  rufhing  through  the  wood. 
Th'  affrighted  merchant  rofe  with  gazing  eyes, 
And  tim'rous  looks  that  teftify'd  ftirprize : 
Backward  he  ftarts ;  the'dame,  with  equal  fears, 
Recedes  as  faft,  and  wonders  what  appears. 
Yet,  bolder  grown,  flie  foon  adyaric'd  again, 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  the  god-like  mr.n. 
His  drefs  and  fair  complexion  charrn'd  her  fight; 
Each  glowing  feature  gave  her  new  delight : 
While  love  and  pity  both  arofe  within, 
And  kindled  in  her  foul  a  flame  uufecn. 

With 
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With  equal  joy  Avaro  now  furvey'd 

The  native  graces  of  the  Negro  maid  : 

He  view'd  her  arms,  with  various  ribbands  bound; 

Her  downy  head,  with  painted  feathers  crown'd; 

With  bredes,  and  lucid  Ihells,  in  circles  drung, 

Which  (hone  refulgent,  as  they  round  her  hung. 

As*  when,  in  fplendid  robes,  a  courtly  maid 
Begins  the  dance  at  ball  or  mafquerade  ; 
The  pearls  and  diamonds  fhine  with  mingled  light* 
And  glitt'ring  pendants  blaze  againft  the  fight. 

So  (hone  the  beauteous  (hells  around  herwaid, 
And  fparkling  gems,  that  deck'd  her  jetty  bread; 
All  which  Avaro's  gazing  eyes  purfue, 
Charm'd  with  her  lovely  (hape,  difclos'd  to  view: 
Each  limb  appears  in  juft  proportion  made, 
With  elegance  thro'  ev'ry  part  difplay'd: 
And  now  his  cares  diflblve,  new  paffions  move ; 
And  Nature  intimates  the  change  is  Love." 

Not  far  remote,  a  cooling  grot  was  made,       , 
In  which  the  virgin  often  fought  a  (hade  : 
Thick  (hrubs,  and  fruitful  vines,  around  it  grew  ; 
And  none,  except  herfelf,  the  manfion  knew. 
To  this  obfcure  recefs  the  royal  dame, 
Rejoicing,  with  her  lovely  captive  came: 
Then,  from  the  branches,  with  officious  hade, 
She  plucks  the  fruits,  which  yield  a  fweet  repad : 
That  done,  (he,  with  her  bow,  explores  the  wood; 
1'ierc'd  with  her  (haft,  the  fowl  reiigns  his  blood. 
Then  back  (he  haftens  to  her  cool  retreat, 
And  for  Avaro  drefs'd  the  grateful  meat: 
To  flack  his  third,  (he  next  directs  his  way, 
Where  cryftal  dreams  in  wild  meanders  dray  : 
Nor  lets  him  there  expos'd  to  foes  remain, 
But  to  the  cave  condufts  him  fafe  again. 

So  doats  Amanda  on  the  merchant,  while 
She  fcorns  the  lovers  of  her  native  ifle: 

E  e  For 
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For  all  the  heroes  of  her  country  drove, 
With  emulation  to  attract  her  love ; 
And,  when  they  could  the  painted  fowls  infnare, 
Or  pierce  the  favage  beaft  in  fylvan  war, 
The  Ikins  and  feathers,  trophies  of  their  fame, 
They  gave  for  prefents  to  the  royal  dame ; 
All  which  me  to  her  lov'd  Avaro  brought, 
And  with  them  gaily  deck'd  his  mining  grot. 
The  fpotted  panther  here  me  hung ;  and  there-, 
With  paws  extended,  frown'd  the  fhaggy  bear  i 
Here  gaudy  plumes  appear,  in  luftre  bright; 
There  fhells  and  pearls  diffufe  a  fparkling  light. 

As  when,  to  grace  fome  royal  prince's  hall, 
The  fkilful  painter  animates  the  wall ; 
Here  warlike  heroes  frown  in  martial  arms, 
There  a  foft  nymph  difplays  her  blufhing  charms 5 
A  pleafing  landfcape  next  invites  our  eye-, 
And  the  room  glows  with  fweet  variety. 

Yet,  ftill  to  give  her  lover  more  delight, 
(Left  what  he  daily  faw,  mould  pall  the  fight) 
When  Sol  with  purple  cloath'd  the  we  Hern  ficy, 
And  fhades  extended  mew'd  the  ev'ning  nigh, 
She  to  fome  verdant  grove  the  youth  convey'd, 
Where  nightingales  harmonious  mufick  made  r 
Soft  flow'rets  were  their  coach;  and,  all  around, 
Diffufive  fweets  perfum'd  the  fragrant  ground. 
There  oft  me  would  his  fnowy  bofom  bare, 
Oft  round  her  fingers  wind  his  filver  hair; 
Charm'd  with  the  contrail,  which  their  colours  made, 
More  pleafing  than  the  tulip's  light  and  ihade. 
Nor  was  the  youth  infenfible;  but  foon 
Repaid  her  love  by  mewing  of  his  own. 
Oft  would  his  bofom  heave  with  fpeaking  fighs; 
Oft  would  he  gaze,  and  languifh  with  his  eyes: 
Now  on  her  panting  breaft  his  head  repofe ; 
To  meet  his  head  her  panting  breaft  arofe; 

While 
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While  in  her  foul  extatic  raptures  glow'd, 
And  her  fond  arms  believ'd  they  clafp'd  a  God. 

So  liv'd  the  happy  pair  obferv'd  by  none, 
Till  both  had  learn'd  a  language  of  their  own ; 
In  which  the  youth,  one  ev'ning  in  the  (hade, 
Beguiles  the  harmlefs  unfufpicious  maid: 
Leans  on  .her  breaft,  and  with  a  kifs  betrays ; 
Then  vents  his  fpecious  fraud  in  words  like  thefe. 

'  Witnefs,  ye  gods,  and  all  ye  blefs'd  above, 
'  (For  ye  can  witnefs  beft  how  well  I  love) 
'  If  e'er  among  our  blooming  nymphs,  I  knew 

*  Such  pleafures,  as  my  foul  receives  from  you ! 
'  O  dear  Amanda!  could  I  but,  with  thee, 

'  Once  more  my  happy  native  country  fee; 

*  You  mould  not  there  in  lonely  caves  retreat, 

'  Nor  trace  the  burning  fands  with  naked  feet: 

'  Your  limbs,  which  now  the  fun  and  wind  invade, 

*  Should  neatly  be  in  foftefl  filks  array'd  ; 

'  In  gilded  houfes  gaily  mould  you  ride,  "i 

*  By  horfes  drawn,  which,  prancing  fide  by  fide, 

*  Neigh,  foam,  and  champ  the  bit  with  graceful  pride  !          J 
'Our  time  in  pomp  and  peace  mould  flide  away, 

'  And  blooming  pleafures  crown  the  fmilingday; 
<  And,  when  the  fetting  fun  forfook  the  ikies, 
'  Approaching  night  mould  but  increafe  our  joys. 
4  We  would  not  on  the  chilling  ground  embrace  ; 
'  Nor  foes,  as  now,  mould  interrupt  our  peace : 

*  But  both  repofing  on  fome  eafy  bed, 

*  Soft  as  the  fleecy  down  that  decks  thy  head, 

'  The  fportive  god  of  love  mould  round  us  play, 

*  While  we,  in  raptures,  pafs'd  the  night  away. 
'  Then  let  us  carefully,  my  dear,  explore 

'  The  haven,  where  I  firft  approach'd  the  more: 
'  Perhaps  we  (hall  fome  floating  (hip  furvey, 

*  Safe  to  conduct  us  o'er  the  wat'ry  way. 

E  c  z  Nor 
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•  Nor  let  the  foaming  waves  your  fteps  retard ; 

'  I'll  guard  you  o'er,  and  be  a  faithful  guard,' 

How  oft,  alas!   is  innocence  betray'd, 
When  love  invites,  and  flatterers  perfuade  ? 
How  could  the  dame,  a  ftranger  to  deceit, 
Imagine  fuch  a  heav'nly  form  a  cheat? 
She  paus'd,  file  figh'd ;  then,  with  a  penfive  look. 
Half  lothe,  and  half  confenting,  thus  fhe  fpoke: 

'  Once  has  Avaro  'icap'd  the  raging  main; 
'  Why  would  you  tempt  the  fickle  feas  again  ? 
'  To  feek  new  dangers,  when  in  fafety  here, 
'  Would  but  provoke  the  deities  you  fear. 

•  Sometimes,  I  own,  we've  been  furpriz'd  by  foes, 

'  Whofe  nightly  walks  have  wak'd  you  from  repofe:. 

'  Yet  Hill  I  guard  your  facred  life  fecure, 

'  And  always  will What  can  Amanda  more?' 

Thus  laid,  fhe  clafp'd  him  in  her  loving  arms, 
Embrac'd  his  neck,  and  doated  on  his  charms: 
And  now  both  fhew  their  paffions  in  their  look, 
And  now  connubial  Hymen  both  invoke; 
In  fportive  joys  they  clos'd  the  genial  day, 
While  Philomela,  fung  the  nuptial  lay; 
Till  loon  the  youth  reclin'd  upon  her  breaft, 
And  golden  fl umbers  feal'd  their  eyes  to  reft. 

Soon  as  the  fun  began  to  gild  the  day, 
And  on  the  hills  emit  a  trembling  ray; 
Amanda,  from  her  flow'ry  bed  awoke; 
Sad  was  her  heart,  and  difcompos'd  her  look; 
The  briny  torrent  flows  adown  her  cheeks, 
While  thus  fhe  to  her  dear  Avaro  fpeaks: 

'  O  thou!  on  whom  my  life  and  love  depend, 
«  If  e'er  Amanda  claim'd  the  name  of  friend; 
'  If  e'er  I  gave  thy  troubled  mind  repofe, 
'  Or  hid  thee,  when  purfu'd  with  furious  foes; 
«  Explain  this  Dream,  that  terrifies  my  bread; 
'  The  ftrangeft,  fear  or  fancy  e'er  imprcfs'd  ! 

'  methought 
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'  Methought  a  god  defcended  from  the  fldes; 

*  Celeftial  beauty  fparkled  in  his  eyes : 

*  Like  rays  of  Phosbus  ftione  his  radiant  hair; 

'  His  fhape  like  thine,  like  thine  his  graceful  air. 
c  A  robe  was  neatly  girt  about  his  waift, 

*  Fine  as  my  lov'd  Avaro's  filken  veftj 

'  His  mining  lips  upon  my  breaft  he  laid, 

'  And  foftly  prefs'd  my  hand,  and  fmiling  faid: 

"  Arife,  my  dear,  my  lov'd  Amanda  rife ; 
"  An  eafier  lodging  waits  thee  in  the  fkies. 
"  I  am  defcended  from  the  bleft  abodes, 
"  To  bear  thee  hence  to  heav'n  among  the  gods; 
«'  No  enemies  mall  there  difturb  thy  reft; 
"  There,  with  thy  lover,  live  for  ever  bleft  !" 
'  Thus  faid,  he  rais'd  me  from  the  dewy  plain, 
'  And  bore,  or  feem'd  to  bear  me,  o'er  the  main. 
«  But  foon  he  led  me  to  a  diftant  ifle, 
'  Where  horrors  reign,  and  comforts  never  fmile ; 
'  Thick  brakes  aad  brambles  choak'd  the  dreary  coaft, 
'  The  only  product  which  the  land  could  boaft: 
'  Till  a  dejed\ed  fervile  race  arofe, 
«  With  gloomy  fadnefs  brooding  on  their  brows. 
'  This  crowd  prornifcuous,  with  incefTant  toil, 

*  Or  rooted  up  the  wood,  or  plough'd  the  foil. 
'  How  each  perform'd  his  tafic,  a  tyrant  view'd  j 

«  And  fternly  ihook  his  whip,  and  menac'd  as  he  ftood. 

*  Sometimes,  to  fhun  the  direful  lafh,  they  fled; 
'  Th'  infulting  lord  purfu'd  with  greater  ipeed: 
'  Sure  not  fo  fearful  fly  the  trembling  bears, 

«  To  fiiun  our  hunters  darts,  and  miffive  fpearst 

*  Sure  not  fo  fwift  our  hunters  e'er  purfu'd 

'  The  trembling  bears,  when  flying  through  the  wood ! 
'  As  from  the  tyrant's  wrath  they  fwiftly  run  ; 
'  Or,  as  the  tyrant,  fwifter,  urg'd  them  on  1 
'  Each  to  his  wonted  talk,  he  drove  again, 
«  And  made  me  mix  among  the  fervile  train. 

«.  Doom'd 
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'  Doom'd  with  the  reft  to  groan  beneath  the  yoke, 

'  Alike  I  felt  the  dire  correcting  ftroke  ! 

«  But,  O  !  what  added  moft  to  my  defpair, 

'  My  godlike  guide  was  falfe,  and  left  me  there—** 

As  thus  me  fpake,  confus'd  her  looks  appear'd; 
For  ftill  her  foul  the  dreadful  vifion  fear'd : 
Deciding  reafon  from  her  feat  withdrew, 
And  fancy  painted  all  the  fcene  anew. 
The  youth  to  chear  the  drooping  dame  eflay'd, 
When  ftraight  a  boar  came  turning  through  the  made  ; 
The  crafliing  woods  proclaim'd  his  rapid  force, 
While  two  fleet  youths  purfu'd  the  fylvan  courfe : 
The  lovers  ftarted  from  their  flow'ry  feats, 
Surpriz'd,  and  each  a  different  way  retreats. 

As  when  fome  mufquet's  thunder  has  expell'd 
Two  loving  turtles  from  the  verdant  field  ; 
Both,  diverfe,  thro'  the  wide  ethereal  plain 
Fly  fwift;  and  flying,  fear  their  mate  is  flain. 

So  parting,  devious  fled  th'  affrighted  pair; 
Such  was  Avaro's,  fuch  Amanda's  fear. 
The  foaming  boar  between  'em  fwiftly  pafs'd, 
The  nimble  courfers  urge  the  ehafe  as  fail: 
Till  foon  they  pierce  him  with  a  mortal  wound  ; 
He  falls,  and  purple  gore  diftains  the  ground; 
Then  from  the  favage  war  they  take  their  wayj 
And  to  the  cave  triumphant  bear  the  prey. 

Soon  as  the  fportive  hunters  left  the  wood. 
The  loving  pair  conceal'd  no  longer  ftood  ; 
But  trembling  both  forfook  the  dufky  made, 
Both  trembling  met  upon  the  op'ning  glade. 
Mute  with  furprize  a-while  they  ftood  ;  the  man 
Broke  filence  firft,  and  thus  his  tale  began: 

'  O  dear  Amanda!  foon  we  have  furvey'd 
*  This  myftick  vifion  of  the  night  difplay'd ; 
'  Thefe  are  the  frowning  tyrants  in  thy  dream, 
«  That  chas'd  the  flave,  and  we  their  flying  game,' 

'  Son* 
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'  Some  part,'  faid  fhe,  c  refembled  this,  I  own ; 
'  And  fome  remains  a  riddle  yet  unknown : 
«  What  meant  that  god,  which  ftill,  methinks,  I  view; 

*  That  radiant  deity,  fo  much  like  you? 

'  And  what  the  fields  above,  which  he  propos'd? 

*  Say,  if  the  myftery  can  be  difclos'd?' 

To  whom  the  youth  :  «  Our  aftive  fancy  feems 
'  For  ever  roving,  roving  moft  in  dreams; 
'  For  then  the  foul,  difburden'd  of  her  load, 

*  Soars  high,  and  grows  prophetick,  like  a  god ; 

'  Minds  things  when  paft,  as  prefent  to  our  view; 
'  And,  by  allufion,  knows  the  future  too. 

*  Thus,  when  to  fleep  your  mufmg  head  reclin'd, 
«  She  kept  our  ev'ning  converfe  in  her  mind; 

«  Reflected  on  the  joys  my  country  yields, 
'  Joys  fweet  as  thofe  in  yonder  azure  fields; 
'  Till  foaring  higher,  ftriving  to  difcern 

*  Her  hidden  fate,  and  future  fortune  learn, 

*  Heav'n  fhew'd  her  fomething  like  this  morning  chacc*. 

*  By  trembling  flaves,  who  fled  their  tyrant's  face: 
'  Perhaps,  to  warn  us  timely  from  our  bedj 

*  For,  O  my  dear  Amanda!  had  we  ftay'd, 
'  I  had  not  liv'd  to  tell  this  myftic  tale, 

'  Nor  you,  to  hear  the  fecrets  I  reveal! 
«  But  let  us  to  my  happy  country  fteer, 
'  Nor  longer  wait  impending  ruin  here.' 

So  fpake  the  youth;  and,  with  a  gracious  look, 
He  feem'd  to  fanclify  the  words  he  fpoke. 

*  Go,'  me  replied;  '  go  where  you  are  inclin'd; 
«  Your  faithful  lover  will  not  ftay  behind. 
«  If  o'er  the  feas  you  mail  attempt  your  way, 
f  The  feas  mall  not  compel  me  here  to  ftay  : 

*  Nor  will  I  fear  the  furges  of  the  deep ; 

*  (For  furges  oft,  you  fay,  affail  the  (hip) 

«  Calm  and  compos'd,  intrepid  will  I  ftand, 
«  Till  you  conduit  me  to  your  native  land. 

•  Or, 
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'  Or,  if  you  would  fome  other  clime  purfue,    • 

*  Then  fhall  fome  other  climate  pleafe  me  too. 
«  And  when  the  happy  deftin'd  land  we  meet, 

*  Where  Providence  mail  fix  our  wand'ring  feet; 
'  With  joyful  fervitude  I'll  ftill  attend 

*  On  you,  my  nuptial  lord,  and  deareft  friend. 
'  Soon  as  Aurora  fpreads  her  purple  ray, 

*  When  you  awake  to  chace  the  nimble  prey, 
'  I'll  alfo  rife;  and,  with  an  equal  art, 

*  Difplay  the  net,  or  fpeed  the  pointed  dart; 

«  Or  fearch  the  plains,  and  tafleful  herbs  provide; 

*  Or  Itrip  the  vines,  and  prefs  their  juicy  pride: 
'  Each  ev'ning  will  I  fondly  deck  your  bed 

'  With  fweeteft  fiow'rets  gather'd  from  the  mead  ; 

«  And  when  difTolv'd  in  downy  fleep  you  lie, 

'  I'll  wake,  and  watch  if  foes  approach  too  nigh.  »  ! 

'  To  guard  your  life,  all  hazards  will  I  run ; 

'  And,  for  your  fafety,  facrifice  my  own.' 

To  whom  the  youth:  •  No  hazards  fhall  you  run; 
'  Nor  for  my  fafety  facrince  your  own ; 
'  Nor  yet  at  ev'ning  fondly  deck  my  bed 
«  With  fweeteft  fiow'rets,  gather'd  from  the  meadj 
'  Nor  fhall  Amanda  tafleful  herbs  explore  j 

*  Nor  mall  Avaro  chafe  the  favage  boar. 

*  A  fofter  bed  than  flow'rs,  mall  give  you  reft  j 

'  A  choicer  meat  than  fruits,  indulge  your  tafte. 

«  Ten  thoufand  things  my  grateful  foul  mall  find, 

'  To  charm  your  fancy,  and  delight  your  mind : 

'  I'll  vary  love  a  hundred  diff'rent  ways, 

'  And  inftitute  new  arts  to  make  it  pleafe. 

«  So  fhall  our  future  race  of  children  fee 

'  A  conftant  proverb  made  of  you  and  me : 

'  When  Britifh  youths  fhall  court  the  doubting  dame, 

«  And  want  expreffion  equal  to  their  flame; 

*  Then,  ftrongly  to  atteft  it,  fhall  be  faid, 
"  True  as  Avaro  to  the  Indian  Maid." 

To 
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To  whom  Amanda,  (paufing  at  th£  name) 

*  What  meant  Avaro  by  the  doubting  dame? 

*  Has  any  of  your  Britifh  damfels  made 

'  A  doubt  of  what  fuch  godlike  beings  faid  ? 
'  Or  is  ic  cuftomary  to  your  clime? 

*  Has  ever  youth  committed  fuch  a  crime, 
'  As  bafe  ingratitude?  Has  any  there 

*  Deluded  firft,  and  then  forfook  the  fair? 

'  I  cannot  think  your  love  will  e'er  decline, 
'  Nor  can  my  radiant  angel  queilion  mine. 

*  By  yon  bright  beams,  which  paint  the  rifing  day; 
'  By  thy  bright  charms,  as  beautiful  as  they : 

*  By  all  our  pleafmg  hours  of  love,  I  vow 

'  To  fliare  your  fate  thro'  ev'ry  fcene  of  woe ! 
'  Content,  with  you,  to  yield  my  vital  breath: 
'  For  life,  without  you,  would  but  lengthen  death.' 

With  fuch  fweet  talk  their  moments  they  beguile^ 
Both  feem  impatient  for  the  deftin'd  ifle  : 
He  daily  vows,  and  daily  is  believ'd ; 
She  daily  hears,  and  daily  is  deceiv'd. 

Farewel,  bright  goddefs  of  th'  Idalian  grove ! 
Farewel,  ye  fportive  deities  of  love  ! 
No  longer  I  your  pleafing  joys  rehearfe; 
A  rougher  theme  demands  my  penfive  verfc: 
A  fcene  of  woes  remains  to  be  difplay'd, 
Indulgent  love  with  flavery  repaid. 
Ingratitude,  and  broken  vows,  and  lyes, 
The  mighty  ills  that  fpring  from  avarice, 
Provoke  my  lays :   your  aid,  ye  mufes,  bring; 
Aflift  my  tragick  numbers,  while  I  fing; 
Say,  what  erifu'd,  when,  on  the  briny  deep, 
The  watchful  dame  beheld  a  floating  (hip? 
She  call'd,  and  beckon'd  to  it  from  the  ihore, 
Then  to  the  youth  the  grateful  tidings  bore; 
And  faid,  '  I  fomething  fee  like  winged  trees, 

*  (Strange  to  behold  !)  fly  fwiftly  o'er  the  feas: 

P  f  «  Their 
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'  Their  bulky  roots  upon  the  billows  float; 

'  Say,  is  not  this  the  fliip  you  long  have  fought?' 

'  Or  I  miftake,  or,  by  the  gods  command, 

*  This  comes  to  bear  us  to  your  native  land. 

*  Then  haften,  fee  the  partner  of  your  heart, 
'  With  you,  her  guide,  is  ready  to  depart : 

«  My  father,  mother,  friends,  I  bid  adieu; 
'  Friends,  father,  mother,  not  fo  dear  as  you.' 

To  whom  the  youth,  with  fmiling  brow,  reply'd: 
«  O  thou  true  pattern  of  a  faithful  bride  ! 
'  Who  dar'ft  thy  father,  mother,  friends  refign  ; 
'  And  rific  thy  own  dear  life,  to  refcue  mine! 
'  If  I  forget  the  debt  I  owe  to  thee, 

*  May  all  the  gods  forget  their  care  of  me ! 
'  In  more  wild  defarts  let  me  rove  again  j 

*  Nor  find  a  friend,  like  thee,  to  eafe  my  pain ! 

'  There  let  the  vultures,  wolves,  and  tigers  tear 
«  This  body,  thou  haft  kindly  nourifti'd  here!' 

So  faying,  to  the  beach  he  ftraight  defcends; 
And,  by  the  flag,  difcerns  the  crew  his  friends: 
And  now  his  heart  exults  within  his  bread, 
His  loving  mate  an  equal  joy  confefs'd  ; 
She,  with  him,  gladly  ventures  on  the  main, 
Unthinking  of  her  future  toil  and  pain. 

So,  to  the  plough,  the  heifer,  yet  ur.broke, 
Walks  chearful  on,  nor  dreads  th'  impending  yoke; 
Till,  in  the  fields,  urg'd  with  the  piercing  goad, 
She  groans,  and  writhes,  reluftant  with  her  load. 

The  Britifh  bark  was  to  Barbadoes  bound ; 
Th'  expected  fhor?  -the  failors  quickly  found : 
Where,  fafe  from  danger,  now  the  perjur'd  youth, 
Falfe  to  his  former  vows  of  facred  truth, 
Reflecting,  counts  the  int'reft  he  had  loft, 
While  fate  detain'd  him  on  the  Indian  coaft; 
The  frugal  thoughts  fupprefs  his  am'rous  flame, 
And  prompt  him  to  betray  the  faithful  dame. 

Yet 
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Yet  fcarce  he  can  the  curfed  fa&  purfue ; 

But  hefitates  at  what  he  fain  would  do: 

For,  tho'  his  av'rice  moves  him  to  the  ill,  -» 

His  gratitude  within  him  ftruggles  ftill; 

And,  'twixt  two  paifions,  neither  guides  his  will.  ,    J 

As  when  two  fcales,  which  equal  loads  fufpend, 
Sway  to  and  fro,  alternate  both  defcend; 
Till,  undeclining,  each  aloft  abides; 
Nor  this,  nor  that,  the  doubtful  weight  decides. 

So  flood  the  doubtful  youth  awhile;  nor  wou'd 
Forfake  the  evil,  nor  purfue  the  good : 
Till,  as  the  failors  in  the  haven  ftay, 
To  purchafe  flaves,  the  planters  croud  the  key. 
One  afks,  for  what  the  Negro  may  be  fold; 
Then  bids  a  price,  and  fhews  the  tempting  gold: 
Which,  when  Avaro  views  with  greedy  eyes, 
He  foon  refolves  to  gain  th'  alluring  pn7e; 
Nor  oaths,  nor  gratitude,  can  longer  bind, 
Her  fate  he  thus  determines  in  his  mind. 

*  Suppofe  I  mould  conduft  this  Indian  o'er, 
'  And  thus,  inftead  of  gold,  import  a  Moor; 
•  Would  not  my  fire,  with  ftern  contracted  brows, 
«  Condemn  my  choice,  and  curfe  my  nuptial  vows? 
«  Was  it  for  this  I  learn'd  the  merchant's  art? 
'  Only  to  gain  a  doating  Negro's  heart! 
'  Was  it  for  this  the  raging  feas  I  crofs'd  ? 
'  No!  gold  induc'dme  to  the  Indian  coail; 
'  And  gold  is  offer'd  for  this  fimple  dame: 
'  Shall  I  refufe  it,  or  renounce  my  flame? 
'  Let  am'rous  fools  their  tirefome  joys  renew, 
«  And  doat  on  love,  while  intereft  I  purfue.1 
He  added  not ;  for  now,  intent  on  gold, 
And  dead  to  all  remorfe,  the  dame  he  fold. 

Amanda  llood  confounded  with  lurprizo, 
And  filently  reproacu'd  him  with  her  eyes; 

1'  f  2  She 
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She  often  try'd  to  fpeak;  but,  when  flie  try'd, 
Her  heart  fwell'd  full,  her  voice  it's  aid  deny'd; 
And,  when  Ihe  made  her  fault'ring  tongue  obey, 
Thefe  words,  commix'd  with  fighs,  found  out  their  way  s 

*  Who  can  the  myflic  ways  of  fate  explain  ? 
'  Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  again  ? 
'  Is  this  the  fad  reward  of  all  my  care? 
'  Was  it  for  this  I  chear'd  thee  in  defpair  ? 
'  The  gods  above  (if  any  gods  there  be) 
'  Witnefs  what  I  have  done  to  fuccour  thee  ! 
'  Yet,  if  my  kindnefs  can't  thy  pity  move, 
'  Pity  the  fruits  of  our  unhappy  love  : 
'  Oh !  let  the  infant  in  my  pregnant  womb, 
'  Excite  thee  to  revoke  my  threaten 'd  doom  ! 
'  Think  how  the  future  Have,  in  climes  remote, 
'  Shall  curfe  the  treach'rous  fire  that  him  begot.' 

So  fpake  the  mourning  dame,  but  fpake  in  vain; 
Th'  obdurate  youth  infults  her  with  difdain : 
Not  all  her  kindnefs  could  his  pity  move, 
Nor  yet  the  fruits  of  their  unhappy  love. 
But  as  the  flames,  which  foften  wax,  difplay 
The  fame  warm  force  to  harden  fordid  clay; 
That  motive,  which  would  melt  another  heart, 
More  harden'd  his,  and  made  him  aft  a  double  villain's  part. 
He,  for  the  child,  demands  a  larger  fum ; 

And  fells  it,  while  an  embryo  in  the  womb. 
And  now  he  flernly  takes  her  by  the  hand : 

Then  drags  her  on,  relu&ant,   to  the  land ; 

While,  as  (lie  walks,  her  difinal  fate  Ihe  moans, 

The  rocks  around  her  echo  to  her  groans. 

*  O  bafe  1  ungrateful  youth  !'  Ihe  loudly  cries; 

'  O  bafe!  ungrateful  youth!'  the  more  replies: 

'  And  can'ft  thou,  cruel,  perjur'd  villain  !  leave 

«  Thy  tender  infant,  too,  an  abje£l  flave; 

'  To  toil,  and  groan,  and  bleed  beneath  the  rod? 

'  Fool,  that  I  was,  to  think  thou  wert  a  God  ! 

'  Suft 
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'  Sure  from  fome  favage  tiger  art  thou  fprung — - 
'  No  !  tigers  feed,  and  fawn  upon  their  young : 
'  But  thou  defpifeft  all  paternal  cares; 
*  The  fate  of  infants,  and  their  mothers  pray'rs.' 

In  vain  fhe  does  her  wretched  ftate  deplore ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  gold,  he  gladly  quits  the  fhore. 
The  ruffling  winds  dilate  the  fails,  the  fhip 
Divides  the  waves,  and  {kirns  along  the  deep. 
Three  days  the  bellying  canvas  gently  fwells, 
Clear  fhines  the  fun,  and  friendly  blow  the  gales: 
Then  frowning  clouds  inveft  the  vaulted  fky, 
And  hollow  winds  proclaim  a  tempeft  nigh  ; 
Fierce  Boreas  loudly  o'er  the  ocean  roars, 
Smoke  the  white  waves,  and  found  the  adverfe  fhores  j 
While,  to  increafe  the  horrors  of  the  main, 
Defcends  a  deluge  of  impetuous  rain. 
The  giddy  fhip  on  circling  eddies  rides, 
Tofs'd,  and  re-tofs'd,  the  fport  of  winds  and  tides; 
Redoubled  peals  of  roaring  thunder  roll,  ^ 

And  flames,  conflicting,  flafli  from  pole  to  pole, 
While  guilty  thoughts  diftradl  Avaro's  foul.  J 

Of  life  defpairing,  though  afraid  to  die, 
One  fatal  effort  yet  he  means  to  try  : 
While  all  the  bufy  crew,  with  panting  breath, 
Were  lab'ring  to  repel  the  liquid  death; 
Avaro  from  the  ftern  the  boat  divides, 
And  yields  up  to  the  fury  of  the  tides. 
Tofs'd  on  the  boiiVrous  wave,  the  veflel  flies; 
Now  finking  low,  now  mounting  to  the  fkies : 
Till  foon  the  ftorm  decreas'd;  and,  by  degrees, 
Hufh'd  were  the  winds,  and  calm  the  ruffled  feas; 
The  failors  fafely  fleer  their  courfe  again, 
And  leave  Avaro  floating  on  the  main  j 
Who  landed  quickly  on  a  lonely  ifle, 
Where  human  feet  ne'er  print  the  baleful  foil. 

A  dreary 
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A  dreary  wildernefs  was  all  appear'd, 
And  howling  wolves  the  only  found  he  heard; 
A  thoufand  deaths  he  views  before  his  eyes, 
A  thoufand  guilt-created  fiends  arife  : 
A  confcious  hell  within  his  bofom  burns, 
And  racks  his  tortur'd  foul,  while  thus  he  mourns. 
'  Curs'd  be  the  precepts  of  my  felfifli  fire, 

*  Who  bade  me  after  fatal  gold  afpire  ! 

*  Curs'd  be  myfelf,  and  doubly  curs'd,  who  fold 
«  A  faithful  friend,  to  gain  that  fatal  gold  ! — 

*  O  !  could  thefe  gloomy  woods  my  fin  conceal, 
'  Or  in  my  bofom  quench  this  fiery  hell ! 

'  Here  would  I  pine  my  wretched  life  away, 

«  Or  to  the  hungry  favage  fall  a  prey. 

'  But  can  the  gloomy  woods  conceal  my  fin? 

*  Or  cooling  madows  quench  the  hell  within? 

*  No  ;  like  fome  fpirit  baniftx'd  heav'n,   I  find 
«  Terrors  in  ev'ry  place  to  rack  my  mind ; 

'  Tormenting  confcious  plagues  increafe  my  care, 
'  And  guilty  thoughts  indulge  my  juft  defpalr. 
'  O  !  where  mall  I  that  piercing  eye  evade, 
'  That  fcans  the  depths  of  hell's  tremendous  fhade!' 

So  faying,  flraight  he  gave  a  hideous  glare, 
With  rolling  eyes,  that  witnefs'd  ftrong  defpair : 
Then  drew  his  pointed  weapon  from  the  meath, 
Confus'dly  wild,  and  all  his  thoughts  on  death ; 
To  pierce  his  trembling  heart  he  thrice  effay'd, 
And  thrice  his  coward  arm  deny'd  it's  aid. 
Meanwhile,  a  howling  wolf,  with  hunger  prefsM, 
Leap'd  on  the  wretch,  and  feiz'd  him  by  the  breaft  : 
Tore  out  his  heart,  and  lick'd  the  purple  flood  ; 
For  earth  refus'd  to  drink  the  villain's  blood. 


ODE 
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ODE. 

BY     MRS.    DARWALL. 

NO  more  will  I  attempt  to  fing 
The  vivid  charms  of  green-rob'd  fpring, 
The  rofeate  bloom  of  May ; 
No  more  defcribe  the  friendly  bow'rs, 
Where  oft  I  hail'd  the  morning  hours, 
Or  blefs'd  the  clofing  day. 

With  mufick  tho*  the  groves  refound, 
Tho'  recent  verdure  fmile  around, 

And  flow'rets  paint  the  vale; 
Where  limpid  ftreams  foft-murm'ring  glide, 
And  the  cool  poplar's  leafy  pride 

Invites  the  welcome  gale ; 

Tho'  Colin  pipe,  or  Chloe  fmg, 
While  hills  and  woods  with  echoes  ring, 

I  chearlefs  flill  complain  : 
While  youths  and  maids  the  dance  purfue, 
Abftra&ed  from  the  jocund  crew, 

I  mourn  my  abfent  fvvain. 

Regardlefs  of  my  fleecy  care, 
To  yonder  row  of  beeches  fair 

My  wand'ring  courfe  I  fleer  ; 
Where  I  with  pleafure  m.et  the  youth, 
Where  vowj>  of  conftancy  and  truth 

Aflail'd  my  willing  ear. 

Sometimes  to  an  adjacent  grove, 
Where  firft  I  heard  his  tale  of  love, 
I  heedlefsly  have  ftray'd : 

But 
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But  no  Philander  now  is  there; 
I  turn  me  homeward  with  a  tear, 
And  cry,  •  Ah !  haplefs  maid !' 

In  vain,  near  Arrowe's  glaffy  ftream, 
Reclin'd,  I  woo  the  mufeful  dream, 

That  once  infpir'd  my  breaft; 
In  vain  I  climb  the  green  hill's  brow, 
And  view  the  varied  vales  below, 

With  Nature's  bounty  bleft. 

While  fighs  the  foft  gale  thro*  the  glade, 
And  love-lays  wide  from  ev'ry  fhade 

In  pleafing  concert  flow ; 
Unharmoniz'd  I  flill  remain, 
And  to  the  deaf  woods  pour  my  pain, 

Or  tell  the  ftreams  my  woe 

'Mid  thefe  fweet  fcenes  no  more  I  find 
That  happy  vacancy  of  mind, 

Whence  ev'ry  pleafure  fprung; 
When  gay  I  rang'd  my  native  plains, 
And  Love  and  Fancy's  blitheft  (trains 

Fell  artlefs  from  my  tongue. 

Ah !  now  no  more  by  Fancy  fir'd, 
No  more  by  Nature's  charms  infpir'd, 

I  tune  the  fprightly  lay  : 
My  heart,  with  tender  anguim  torn, 
Sad  fighing  wakes  each  rifing  morn, 

And  weeps  the  night  away. 

Great  Venus  !   kindly  deign  to  hear 
Thy  fuppliant  handmaid's  votive  pray'r  j 
Be  dear  Philander  mine ! 
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I  afk  nor  wealth,  nor  pomp  nor  pow'r, 
Thofe  glitt'ring  pageants  of  an  hour 
Unenvious  I  refign. 

Reftore,  fair  queen,  reftore  my  love ! 
So  (hall  thy  name  thro'  ev'ry  grove 

Refound  in  fofteft  lays ; 
With  myrtles  crown 'd  thy  altars  rife, 
Arabian  odours  mount  the  flcies, 

And  virgins  fing  thy  praife. 


ELEGY. 

BY    WILLIAM    SHENSTONE,    ESQ., 

THE  AUTHOR  TAKES  OCCASION,  FROM  THE  FATE  OF  ELEA- 
NOR OF  BRETAGNE*,  TO  SUGGEST  THE  IMPERFECT  PLEA- 
SURES OF  A  SOLITARY  LIFE. 

WHEN  Beauty  mourns,  by  Fate's  injurious  doom, 
Hid  from  the  chearful  glance  of  human  eye ; 
When  Nature's  pride  inglorious  waits  the  tomb, 
Hard  is  that  heart  which  checks  the  rifmg  figh. 

Fair  Eleonora!  would  no  gallant  mind 

The  caufe  of  Love,  the  caufe  of  Juftice,  own? 

Matchlefs  thy  charms,  and  was  no  life  refign'd 
To  fee  them  fparkle  from  their  native  throne  ? 

*  Eleanor  of  Bretagne,  the  lawful  heirefs  of  the  Englifh  crown,  upon  the 
death  of  Arthur,  in  the  reign  of  King  John.  She  was  eiteemed  the  beauty  of 
her  time;  was  imprifoned  forty  years  (till  the  time  of  her  death)  in  Briftoi 
caftle. 

G  g  Or 
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O  had  fair  Freedom's  hand  unveii'd  thy  charms  T 
Well  might  fuch  brows  the  regal  gem  refign  ; 

Thy  radiant  mien  might  fcorn  the  guilt  cf  arms, 
Yet  Albion's  awful  empire  yield  to  thine. 

O  fhame  of  Britons!    in  one  fullen  tow'r 
She  wet  with  royal  tears  her  daily  cell ; 

She  found  keen  anguifh  ev'ry  rofe  devour: 

They  fprung,  they  fhone,  they  faded,  and  theyfcIL 

Thro'  one  dim  lattice,  fring'd  with  ivy  round, 
Succeflive  funs  a  languid  radiance  threw; 

To  paint  how  fierce  her  angry  guardian  frown'd, 
To  mark  how  faft  her  waning  beauty  flew. 

This  Age  might  bear  ;   then  fated  Fancy  p^lls, 
Nor  warmly  hopes  what  fplendour  can  fupply; 

Fond  youth  inceflant  mourns,  if  rigid  walls 
Reftrain  it's  lift'ning  ear,  it's  curiou-s  eye. 

Believe  me  *  *  the  pretence  is  vain  ! 

This  boafted  calm  that  fmooths  our  early  days?. 
For  never  yet  could  youthful  mind  reftrain 

Th'  alternate  pant  for  pleafure  and  for  praife. 

E'en  me,  by  mady  oak  or  limpid  fpring, 
E'en  me  the  fcenes  of  polifh'd  life  allure; 

Some  genius  whifpers,  '  Life  is  on  the  wing-, 
'  And  hard  his  lot  that  languifhes  obfcure. 

«  What  tho'  thy  riper  mind  admire  no  more — 
'  The  finning  cin&ure,  and  the  broider'd  fold, 

*  Can  pierce  like  lightning  thro'  the  fi^ur'd  ore, 
«  And  melt  to  drofs  the  radiant  forms  of  gold. 


Furs,. 
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'  Furs,  ermines,  rods,  may  well  attraft  thy  fcorn, 

'  The  futile  prefents  of  capricious  Pow'r  ! 
r  But  wit,  but  worth,  the  public  fphere  adorn, 

'  And  who  but  envies  then  the  focial  hour? 

'  Can  virtue,  carelefs  of  her  pupil's  meed, 

'  Forget  how  *  *  fuftains  the  fliepherd's  caufe? 

•  Content  in  (hades  to  tune  a  lonely  reed, 

'  Nor  join  the  founding  paean  of  applaufe? 

•  For  public  haunts,  impell'd  by  Britain's  weal, 

'  See  Grenville  quit  the  mufes'  fav'rite  eafe ; 
'  And  mail  not  fwains  admire  his  noble  zeal? 
'  Admiring  praife,  admiring  drive  to  pleafe? 

•  Life,'  fays  the  fage",  '  affords  no  blifs  fincere, 

'  And  courts  and  cells  in  vain  our  hopes  renew: 
But,  ah  !  where  Grenville  charms  the  lift'ning  ear, 
'  Tis  hard  to  think  the  chearlefs  maxim  true. 


'The  groves  may  fmile,  the  rivers  gently  glide, 
«  Soft  thro'  the  vale  refound  the  lonefome  lay ; 

'  E'en  thickets  yield  delight,  if  tafte  prefide, 
'  But  can  they  pleafe  when  Lyttelton's  away  ? 

'  Pure  as  the  fwain's  the  breafl  of  *  *  glows; 

'  Ah!  were  the  fhepherd's  phrafe  like  his  refin'd  ! 
'  But  how  improv'd  the  gen'rous  diftate  flows 

'  Thro*  the  clear  medium  of  a  polifh'd  mind ! 

•  Happy  the  youths,  who,  warm  with  Britain's  love, 

'  Her  inmoft  wim  in  *  *  periods  hear  ! 
'  Happy  that  in  the  radiant  circle  move, 

'  Attendant  orbs,  where  Lonfdale  gilds  the  fphere! 

G  g  2  «  While 
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'  While  rural  faith,  and  ev'ry  polifti'd  art, 
'  Each  friendly  charm,  in  *  *  *  confpire, 
'  From  public  fcenes  all  penfive  muft  you  part; 

*  All  joylefs  to  the  greeneft  fields  retire ! 

«  Go,  plaintive  youth !  no  more  by  fount  or  ftream, 

*  Like  fome  lone  halcyon,  focial  pleafure  fliun; 
'  Go,  dare  the  light,  enjoy  it's  chearful  beam, 

«  And  hail  the  bright  proceflion  of  the  fun. 

'  Then,  cover'd  by  thy  ripen'd  mades,  refume 
'  The  filent  walk,  no  more  by  paflion  toft ; 

'  Then  feek  thy  ruftic  haunts,  the  dreary  gloom, 
'  Where  ev'ry  art  that  colours  life  is  loft.' 

In  vain !  the  lift'ning  Mufe  attends  in  vain  ! 

Reftraints  in  hoftile  bands  her  motions  wait—- 
Yet will  I  grieve,  and  fadden  all  my  ftrain, 

When  injur'd  Beauty  mourns  the  mufe's  fate. 


THE      WANDERER. 

A      VISION. 
IN       FIVE       CANTOS. 

INSCRIBED      TO      LORD      VISCOUNT      T  Y  R  C  O  N  V  E  L. 
BY     RICHARD     SAVAGE,     ESQ^ 

Nulla  mali  nova  mi  fades  inopinave  furgit.  vine. 

CANTO    I. 

FAIN  would  my  verfe,  Tyrconnel!  boaft  thy  name; 
Brownlowe!  at  once  my  fubjeft  and  my  fame. 
Oh !  could  that  fpirit  which  thy  bofom  warms, 
Whofe  ftrength  furprizes,  and  whofe  goodnefs  charms ; 

That 
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That  various  worth !  could  that  infpire  my  lays, 

Envy  (hould  fmile,  and  Cenfure  learn  to  praife  : 

Yet,  tho'  unequal  to  a  foul  like  thine, 

A  gen'rous  foul,  approaching  to  divine  ! 

When  blefs'd  beneath  fuch  patronage  I  write, 

Great  my  attempt,  tho'  hazardous  my  flight. 

O'er  ample  nature  I  extend  my  views ; 

Nature  to  rural  fcenes  invites  the  mufe: 

She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  ftrife, 

To  try  the  Hill  compar'd  with  aftive  life ; 

To  prove  by  thefe  the  fons  of  men  mr»y  owe 

The  fruits  of  blifs  to  burfting  clouds  of  woe; 

That  e'en  calamity,  by  thought  refin'd, 

Infpirits  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind. 

Come,  contemplation  !  whofe  unbounded  gaze, 

Swift,  in  a  glance,  the  courfe  of  things  furveys, 

Who  in  thyfelf  the  various  view  can'ft  find, 

Of  fea,  land,  air,  and  heav'n,  and  human-kind; 

What  tides  of  paflion  in  the  bofom  roll, 

What  thoughts  debafe,  and  what  exalt  the  foul ; 

Whofe  pencil  paints,  obfequious  to  thy  will, 

All  thou  furvey'tl  with  a  creative  (kill ! 

Oh  !  leave  a  while  thy  lov'd  fequefter'd  (hade, 

A  while  in  wintry  wilds  vouchfafe  thy  aid ; 

Then  waft  me  to  fome  olive  bow'iy  green, 

Where,  cloth'd  in  white,  thou  fliew'ft  a  mind  ferene; 

Where  kind  Content  from  noife  and  court  retires, 

And  fmiling  fits,  while  Mufes  tune  their  lyres  : 

Where  Zyphyrs  gently  breathe,  while  Sleep  profound 

To  their  foft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown'd ; 

Sleep  on  a  treafure  of  bright  dreams  reclines 

By  thee  beflow'd;  whence  Fancy  colour'cl  fnines, 

And  flutters  round  his  brow  a  hov'ring  flight, 

Varying  her  plumes  in  vifionary  I'.ght. 

The  folar  fires  now  faint  and  wat'ry  burn, 
Juft  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn ; 

If 
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If  thaw'd,  forth  iflue,  from  it's  mouth  fevere, 
Raw  clouds,  that  fadden  all  th'  inverted  year. 

When  froft  and  fire,  with  martial  pow'rs  engag'd, 
FroftS  northward,  Red  the  war  unequal  wag'd; 
Beneath  the  pole  his  legions  urg'd  their  flight, 
And  gain'd  a  cave  profound  and  wide  as  night ; 
O'er  chearlefs  fcenes,   by  Defolation  own'd, 
High  on  an  alp  of  ice  he  fits  enthron'd ; 
One  clay-cold  hand  his  chryftal  beard  fu'ftains, 
And,  fceptred,  one  o'er  wind  and  tempeft  reigns ; 
O'er  ftony  magazines  of  hail,  that  ftorm 
The  blofibm'd  fruit,  and  flow'ry  Spring  deform; 
His  languid  eyes  like  frozen  lakes  appear,     _ 
Dim-gleaming  all  the  light  that  wanders  here  ; 
His  robe  fnow-wrought,  and  hoar'd  with  age ;  his  breath 
A  nitrous  damp,  that  ftrikes  petrifick  death  ! 

Far  hence  lies,  ever  freez'd,  the  northern  main, 
That  checks,  and  renders  navigation  vain; 
That,  (hut  againft  the  fun's  diflblving  ray, 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquifli'd  day; 
And,  ftretching  eaftward,  half  the  world  fecures, 
Defies  difcov'ry,  and  like  time  endures! 

Now  Froft  fent  Boreal  blafls  to  fcourge  the  air, 
To  bind  the  ftreams,  and  leave  the  landfcape  bare ; 
Yet  when,  far  weft,  his  violence  declines, 
Tho*  here  the  brook  or  lake  his  pow'r  confines, 
To  rocky  pools,  to  catarafts,  are  unknown 
His  chains— -to  rivers  rapid  like  the  Rhone  ! 

The  falling  moon  caft,  cold,  a  quiv'ring  light, 
Juft  liivcr'd  o'er  the  fnow,  and  funk — pale  Night 
Retir'd  !    the  dawn  in  light  grey  mifts  arofe  ! 
Shrill  chants  the  cock!— r-the  hungry  heifer  lows  ! 
Slow  blufh  yon  breaking  clouds--the  fun's  uproll'd! 
T h'  expanfive  grey  turns  azure  chas'd  with  gold  ! 
White-glitt'ring  ice,  chang'd  like  the  topaz,  gleams, 
Refle&ing  fafTron  luftre  from  his  beams ! 

OCon- 
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O  Contemplation  !  teach  me  to  explore, 
From  Britain  far  remote,  fome  diftant  ftiore; 
From  Sleep  a  dream  diftindl  and  lively  claim; 
Clear  let  the  vifion  ftrike  the  moral's  aim! 
It  comes  !   I  feel  it  o'er  my  foul  fi-rene  ! 
Still  Morn  begins,  and  Froft  retains  the  fcene  ! 

Hark  ! — the  loud  horn's  enliv'ning  note's  begun, 
From  rock  to  vale  fweet-wand'ring  echoes  run ! 
Still  floats  the  found  fhrill-winding  from  afar! 
Wild  beafts  aftonifh'd,  dread  the  fylvan  war! 
Spears  to  the  fun  in  files  embattled  play, 
March  on,  charge  brifkly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  ! 

Swans,  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  the  wing'd  winter-brood, 
Chatter  difcordant  on  yon  echoing;  flood  ? 
At  Babel  thus,   when  Heav'n  the  tongoe  confounds, 
Sudden  a  thoufand  different  jargon  founds, 
Like  jangling  bells,  harm  mingling,  grate  the  ear; 
All  flare  !   all  talk  !   all  mean  !    but  none  cohere  ! 
Mark!  wily  fowlers  meditate  their  doom, 
And  fmoky  Fate  fpeeds  thund'ring  thro'  the  gloom  f 
Stopp'J  fhort  ?  they  ceafe  in  airy  rings  to  fly, 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  flutt'ring,  fall  and  die! 

Still  Fancy  wafts  me  on  !  deceiv'd  I  ftand, 
Eftrang'd,  advent'rous  on  a  foreign  land! 
Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  fcene  unknown! 
Where  mall  I  turn,  a  Wand'rer!   and  alone? 

From  hilly  wilds,  and  depths  where  fnows  remain. 
My  winding  Heps  up  a  fteep  mountain  flrain ; 
Emers'd  a-top,  I  mark  the  hills  fubfide, 
And  tow'rs  afpire  but  with  inferior  pride. 
On  this  bleak  height,  tall  firs,  with  ice-work  crown'd, 
Bend,  while  their  flaky  winter  (hades  the  ground  ; 
Hoarfe,  and  direct,  a  bluft'ring  north-wind  blows ; 
On  boughs,  thick-rullling,  crack  the  crifped  fnows; 
Tangles  of  froit  half  fright  the  wilder'd  eye, 
By  heat  oft'  blacken'd  like  a  louring  fky;^ 

Hence 
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Hence  down  the  fide  two  turbid  riv'lets  pour, 
And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  cataraft  roar  ; 
While  pleas'd  the  wat'ry  progrefs  I  purfue, 
Yon'  rocks  in  rough  afTemblage  rufh  in  view; 
In  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rife, 
And  a  dark  gulf  in  their  broad  centre  lies : 
There  the  dimm'd  fight  with  dizzy  weaknefs  fails, 
And  horror  o'er  the  firmed  brain  prevails  ! 
Thither  thefe  mountain  ftreams  their  paflage  take, 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadful  lake  J 
The  lake,  high  fwelling,  fo  redundant  grows 
From  the  heap'd  ftore  deriv'd  a  river  flows, 
Which  deep'ning,  travels  thro'  a  diftant  wood, 
And  thence  emerging,  meets  a  fifler-flood  ; 
Mingled  they  flafh  on  a  wide-op'ning  plain, 
And  pafs  yon'  city  to  the  far-feen  main. 

So  blend  two  fouls  by  Heav'n  for  union  made, 
And  ftrength'ning  forward  lend  a  mutual  aid, 
And  prove  in  ev'ry  transient  turn  their  aim 
Thro'  finite  life  to  infinite  the  fame. 

Nor  ends  the  landfcape — Ocean,  to  my  fight, 
Points  a  blue  arm,  where  failing  fhips  delight, 
In  profpeft  leflen'd ! — Now  new  rocks,  rear'd  high-, 
Stretch'd  a  crofs  ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye ; 
There  lies  obfcur'd  the  rip'ning  diamond's  ray, 
And  thence  red-branching  coral's  rent  away: 
Jn  conic  form  there  gelid  chryftal  grows; 
Thro'  fuch  the  palace-lamp  gay  luftre  throws! 
Luftre  which,  thro'  dim  night,  as  various  plays 
As  pjay  from  yonder  fnows  the  changeful  rays ! 
For  nobler  ufe  the  chry Hal's  worth  may  rife, 
If  tubes  perfpeftive  hem  the  fpotlefs  prize; 
Thro'  thefe  the  beams  of  the  far-lengthen'd  eye 
Meafure  known  ftars,  and  new  remoter  fpy; 
Hence  Commerce  many  a  fhorten'd  voyage  fleers, 
Shorten'd  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  years ; 

Hence 
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Hence  Halley's  foul  ethereal  flight  effays ; 
tnftruftive  there  from  orb  to  orb  flie  ftrays, 
Sees,  round  new  countlefs  funs,  new  fyftems  roll! 
Sees  God  in  allj.  and  magnifies  the  whole  1 
Yon  rocky  fide  enrich'd  the  fummer  fcene, 
And  peafaats  fearch  for  herbs  of  healthful  green; 
Now  naked,   pale,  and  comfortlefs,  it  lies, 
Like  youth  extended  cold  in  Death's  difguife  : 
There,  while  without  the  founding  tempeft  fwells, 
Incav'd  fecure  th'  exulting  eagle  dwells; 
And  there,  when  Nature  owns  prolific  fpring, 
Spreads  o'er  her  young  a  fondling  mother's  wing* 
Swains  on  the  coaft  the  far-fam'd  fifti  defcry, 
That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tyrian  dye  j 
While  {hells  a  fcatter'd  ornament  bellow, 
The  tinftur'd  rivals  of  the  fliow'ry  bow. 
Yon  limelefs  fands,  loofe-driving  with  the  wind, 
In  future  cauldrons  ufeful  texture  find; 
Till  on  the  furface  thrown,  the  glowing  mafs 
Brightens,  and  bright'ning  hardens  into  glafs. 
When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  wave, 
Tune  their  complaints,  yon  fea  forgets  to  rave; 
Tho'  lafli'd  by  ftorms,  which  naval  pride  o'erturn, 
The  foaming  deep  in  fparkles  feems  to  burn  ; 
Loud  winds  turn  zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes, 
And  each  fafe  neft  on  a  calm  furface  floats. 

Now  veers  the  winds  full  eaft;  and  keen,  and  fore, 
It's  cutting  influence  aches  in  ev'ry  pore. 
How  weak  thy  fabrick,  Man  ! — A  puiF,  thus  blown, 
Staggers  thy  ftrength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groan : 
A  tooth's  minuteft  nerve  let  anguifh  feize, 
Swift  kindred  fibres  catch  ;  (fo  frail  our  eafe  !) 
Pinch'd,  pierc'd,  and  torn,  inflam'd,  and  unaffwag'd, 
They  fmart,  and  fwell,  and  throb,  and  {hoot  enrag'd! 
From  nerve  to  nerve  fierce  flies  th'  exulting  pain  !— > 
And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabrick  vain  ? 

H  h  Now 
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Now  my  blood  chills  !  fcarce  thro'  my  veins  it  glides  !' 

Sure  on  each  blaft  a  fhiv'ring  ague  rides  ! 

Warn'd,  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forfake, 

And  to  the  vale  a  diff'rent  winding  take  ! 
Half  I  defcend  :  my  fpirits  faft  decay  ; 

A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 

Clofe  with  this  ftage  a  precipice  combines, 

Whence  ftill  the  fpacious  country  far  declines: 

The  herds  feem  infects  in  the  diftant  glades, 

And  men  diminifli'd,  as  at  noon  their  ihades  ! 

Thick  on  this  top,  o'ergrown,  for  walks  are  feen 

Grey  leaflefs  wood,  and  winter-greens  between  ! 
The  redd'ning  berry  deep-ting'd  holly  fhows, 

And  matted  miftletoe  the  white  bdtows  ! 
Tho'  loft  the  banquet  of  autumnal  fruits, 
Tho'  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  moots ; 
Thefe  boughs  the  filenc'd  fhiv'ring  fongfters  feek, 
Thefe  foodful  berries  fill  the  hungry  beak ! 
Beneath  appears  a  place  all  outward  bare, 
Inward  the  dreary  manfion  of  Defpair! 
The  water  of  the  mountain  road,  half-ftray'd, 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  and  falls  a  brown  cafcade. 

'  Has  Nature  this  rough  naked  piece  defign'd, 
*  To  hold  inhabitants  of  mortal  kind?' 
She  has.     Approach'd,  appears  a  deep  defcent, 
Which  opens  in  a  rock  a  large  extent; 
And,  hark! — it's  hollow  entrance reach'd,  I  hear 
A  trampling  found  of  footfteps  haft'ning  near  ! 
A  death-like  chillnefs  thwarts  my  panting  breafl : 
Soft !   the  wim'd  objeft  flands  at  length  confefs'd  ! 
Of  youth  his  form! — but  why  with  anguim  bent? 
Why  pin'd  with  fallow  marks  of  uifcontent? 
Yet  Patience,  lab'ring  to  beguile  his  care, 
Seems  to  raife  hope,  -and  fmiles  away  defpair; 
Compaffion  in  his  eye  furveys  my  grief, 
And  in  his  voice  invites  me  to  relief. 

•  Preventive 
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«  Preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  hafte/ 
He  fays,  '  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  fpirits  wafte ! 
'  All  fear  forget — each  portal  I  poflefs 
'Duty  wide  opens  to  receive  diftrefs.' 
Oblig'd,  I  follow,  by  his  guidance  led ; 
The  vaulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  tread ! 
And  now,  in  fquar'd  divifions»  I  furvey 
Chambers  fequefter'd  from  the  glare  of  day ; 
Yet  needful  lights  are  taught  to  intervene 
Thro'  rifts,  each  forming  a  perfpe&ive  fcene. 

In  front  a  parlour  meets  my  ent'ring  view, 
Oppos'd  a  room  to  fweet  refedion  due: 
Here  my  chill'd  veins  are  warm'd  by  chippy  fires, 
Thro'  the  bor'd  rock  above  the  fmoke  expires : 
Neat,  o'er  a  homely  board,  a  napkin's  fpread, 
Crown'd  with  a  heapy  canifter  of  bread. 
A  maple  cup  is  next  difpatch'd  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  falutary  fpring  : 
Nor  mourn  we  abfent  bleffings  of  the  vine, 
Here  laughs  a  frugal  bowl  of  rofy  wine  ; 
And  fav'ry  cates,  upon  clear  embers  caft, 
Lie  hifling,  till  fnatch'd  off;  a  rich  repafl ! 
Soon  leap  my  fpirits  with  enliven'd  pow'r, 
And  in  gay  converfe  glides  the  feaftful  hour. 

The  hermit  thus:  '  Thou  wonder'ft  at  thy  fare: 
'  On  me  yon  city,  kind,  beftows  her  care ; 
'  Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  gen'rous  juice 
«  That  warms  chill'd  life,  her  charities  produce. 
'  Accept,  without  reward;  unafk'd  'twas  mine: 
'  Here  what  thy  health  requires  as  free  be  thine. 
'  Hence  learn  that  God,  (who,  in  the  time  of  need, 
'  In  frozen  defarts  can  the  raven  feed) 

*  Well  fought,  will  delegate  fome  pitying  breaft, 

*  His  fecond  means,  to  fuccour  man  diftrefs'd.' 

He  paus'd ;  deep  thought  upon  his  afpedl  gloom'd  ; 
Then  he,  with  fmile  humane,  his  voice  refum'd. 

H  h  2  « I'm 
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'  I'm  juft  inform'd,  (and  laugh  me  not  to  fcorn) 
'  By  one  unfeen  by  thee,  thou'rt  Engliih  born. 
'  Of  England  I — To  me  the  Britifh  ftate 
'  Rifes,  in  dear  memorial,  ever  great! 

*  Here  fland  we  confcious— diffidence  fufpend  ! 

'  Free  flow  our  words ! — Did  ne'er  thy  Mufe  extend 
'  To  grots,  where  Contemplation  fmiles  ferene, 
'  Where  angels  vifit,  and  where  joys  convene  ? 
'  To  groves  where  more  than  mortal  voices  rife, 
«  Catch  the  rapt  foul,  and  waft  it  to  the  Ikies  ? 
'  This  cave — yon  walks— But,  ere  I  more  unfold, 

*  What  artful  fcenes  thy  eyes  {hall  here  behold 

*  Think  fubjefts  of  my  toil ;  nor  wond'ring  gazej 
'  What  cannot  Induftry  compleatly  raife? 

'  Be  the  whole  earth  in  one  great  landfcape  found, 
'  By  induftry  is  all  with  beauty  crown'd  ! 
'  He,  he  alone,  explores  the  mine  for  gain, 

*  Hues  the  hard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plain; 

«  He  forms  the  fword  to  fmite,  he  fheaths  the  fteel ; 

*  Draws  health  from  herbs,  and  fhevvs  the  balm  to  heal; 
'  Or  with  loom'd  wool  the  native  robe  fupplies, 

'  Or  bids  young  plants  in  future  forefts  rife ; 

*  Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away, 
'  Shall,  with  new  grace,  the  diftant  ocean  fway ; 

'  Hence  golden  Commerce  views  her  wealth  increafe, 

«  The  blifsful  child  of  Liberty  and  Peace  : 

'  He  fcoops  the  ftubborn  Alps,  and,  ftill  employ'd, 

'  Fills  with  foft  fertile  mould  the  fteril  void ; 

'  Slop'd  up  white  rocks  fmall  yellow  harvefts  grow, 

'  And  green  on  terrac'd  ftages  vineyards  blow ! 

'  By  him  fall  mountains  to  a  level  fpace, 

«  An  ifthmus  finks,  and  funder'd  feas  embrace ! 

«  He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  more, 

*  And  Defolation  ftarves  the  tradl  no  more : 

*  From  the  wild  waves  he  won  the  Belgic  land  ; 

'  Where  wide  they  foam'd  her  towns  and  trafficks  ftand ; 

He, 
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•  He  clear'd,  manur'd,  cnlarg'd,  the  furtive  ground, 

*  And  firms  the  conquelt  with  his  fenceful  mound  : 
'  E'en  mid  the  wat'ry  world  his  Venice  rofe, 

'  Lach  fabrick  there  as  Pleafure's  feat  he  ihows ! 

*  There  marts,  fports,  councils,  are  for  a&ion  fought, 
'  Landfcapes  for  health,  and  folitude  for  thought. 

'  What  wonder,  then,  I,  by  his  potent  aid, 
'  A  manfion  in  a  barren  mountain  made? 

•  Part  thou  haft  view'd — If  farther  we  explore, 
'  Let  Induftry  deferve  applaufe  the. more. 

'  No  frowning  care  yon  blefs'd  apartment  fees ; 
'  There  Sleep  retires,  and  finds  a  couch  of  eafe : 

•  Kind  dreams,  that  fly  remorfe,  and  pamper'd  wealth, 
•'  There  Ihed  the  fmiles  of  Innocence  and  Health. 

'  Mark  ! — here  defcends  a  grot,  delightful  feat! 
«  Which  warms  e'en  winter,  tempers  fummer  heat ! 

*  See  ! — gurgling  from  a  top  a  fpring  diftils  ! 

'  In  mournful  meafures  wind  the  dripping  rills ; 
'  Soft  cooes  of  diftant  doves,  receiv'd  around, 
'  In  foothing  mixture  fwell  the  wat'ry  found  ; 
'  And  hence  the  ftreamlets  feek  the  terrace  fhade, 

•  Within,  without,  alike  to  all  convey'd. 

'  Pafs  on new  fcenes,  by  my  creative  pow'r, 

«  Invite  Reflection's  fweet  and  folemn  hour.' 

We  enter'd  where,   in  well-rang'd  order,   Hood 
Th' inftruftive  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good. 
«  Thefe  friends,'  faid  he,  '  tho'  I  defert  mankind, 
'  Good  angels  never  would  permit  behind. 

*  Each  genius  youth  conceals  or  time  difplays 

'  I  know;  each  work  fome  feraph  here  conveys, 

'  Retirement  thus  prefents  my  fearchful  thought 

<  What  Heav'n  infpir'd,  and  what  the  Mufe  has  taught; 

'  What  Young  fctirick  and  fublime  has  writ, 

'  Whofe  life  is  virtue,  and  whofe  Mufe  is  wit. 

'  Rapt 
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*  Rapt  I  forefee  thy  Mallet's  early  aim  *, 

*  Shine  in  full  worth,  and  fhcot  at  length  to  fame: 

*  Sweet  Fancy's  bloom  in  Fenton's  lay  appears, 
'  And  the  ripe  judgment  of  inftru&ive  years. 

'  In  Hill  is  all  that  gen'rous  fouls  revere, 
'  To  Virtue  and  the  Mufe  for  ever  dear: 
'  And,  Thomfon !  in  this  praife  thy  merit  fee ; 
'  The  tongue  that  praifes  merit  praiies  thee.' 

'  Thefe  fcorn,'  faid  I,  '  the  verfe-wright  of  their  age, 
'  Vain  of  a  labour'd,  languid,  ufelefs,  page  j 
'  To  whofe  dim  faculty  the  meaning  fong 
'  Is  glaring  or  obfcure  when  clear  and  flrong ; 

•  Who  in  cant  phrafes  gives  a  work  difgrace, 
'  His  wit  and  oddnefs  of  his  tone  and  face; 

'  Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs'd  to  an  eflay, 

•  In  fome  low  libel  a  mean  heart  difplay  ; 

'  Thofe  who  once  prais'd,  now  undeceiv'd,  defpife, 
'  It  lives  coatemn'd  a  day,  then  harmlefs  dies. 
'  Or  mould  fome  nobler  bard  their  worth  unpraife, 
'  Deferring  morals  that  adorn  his  lays, 

•  Alas !  too  oft  each  fcience  mews  the  fame, 

•  The  great  grow  jealous  of  a  greater  name. 

•  Ye  bards !  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  fliock  j 

•  Has  not  a  Stillingfleet  oppos'd  a  Locke? 

«  Oh!  ftill  proceed,  with  facred  rapture  fir'dj 
4  Unenvy'd  had  he  liv'd  if  unadmir'd.' 

'  Let  Envy,'  he  reply'd,  '  all  ireful  rife, 
'  Envy  purfues  alone  the  brave  and  wife ; 
'  Maro  and  Socrates  infpire  her  pain, 
'  And  Pope,  the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 
'  To  whom  be  Nature's  and  Britannia's  praife ! 
'  All  their  bright  honours  rum  into  his  lays ! 

•  And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal, 
'  Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots,  feel ! 

*  He  had  then  juft  written  the  Excurfion. 

'Tho' 
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*  Tho'  gay  as  Mirth,  as  curious  Thought  fedate, 
'  As  elegance  polite,  as  pow'r  elate; 

f  Profound  as  Reafon,  and  as  JuiKce  clear; 
'  Soft  as  Compaflion,  yet  as  Truth  fevere; 
'  As  Bounty  copious,  as  Perfuafion  fweet, 
'  Like  Nature  various,  and  like  Art  compleat; 
'  So  fine  her  morals,  fo  fublime  her  views, 
'  His  life  is  almoflequall'd  by  his  Mufe. 

'  O  Pope ! — fince  Envy  is  decreed  by  Fate, 
'  Since  me  purfues  alone  the  wife  and  great, 

•  In  one  fmall  emblematick  landfcape  fee 

'  How  vail  a  diflance  'twixt  thy  foe  and  thee ! 
«  Truth  from  an  eminence  furveys  our  fcene, 
'  (A  hill  where  all  is  clear  and  all  ferene) 
'  Rude  earth-bred  florms  o'er  meaner  vallies  blow, 
«  And  wand'ring  mills  roll,  blackening,  far  below; 

*  Dark  and  debas'd,  like  them,  is  Envy's  aim, 

'  And  clear  and  eminent,  like  Truth,  thy  fame.' 
Thus  I. — «  From  what  dire  caufe  can  envy  fpring? 

*  Or  why  embofom  we  a  viper's  fling? 

•  'Tis  Envy  ftings  our  darling  paflion  pride.* 
'  Alas!'  the  man  of  mighty  foul  reply'd, 

«  Why  chufe  we  mis'ries?  Mofl  derive  their  birth 
«  From  one  bad  fource — we  dread  fuperior  worth ; 

•  Preferr'd,  it  feems  a  fatire  on  our  own ; 

'  Then  heedlefs  to  excel  we  meanly  moan  : 

'  Then  we  abflraft  our  views,  and  envy  mow, 

'  Whence  fprings  the  mis'ry  pride  is  doom'd  to  know. 

«  Thus  folly  pain  creates :  by  wifdom's  pow'r 

'  We  mun  the  weight  of  many  a  refllefs  hour 

«  Lo !  I  meet  wrong  ;  perhaps  the  wrong  I  feel 

'  Tends,  by  the  fcheme  of  things,  to  publick  weal. 

'  I  of  the  whole  am  part — the  joy  men  fee 

«  Mufl  circulate,  and  fo  revolve  to  me. 

'  Why  mould  I  then  of  private  lofs  complain? 

'  Of  lofs  that  proves  perchance  a  brother's  gain  ? 

'The 
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'  The  wind  that  binds  one  bark  within  the  bay 

•  May  waft  a  richer  freight  it's  wim'd-for  way. 
«  If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abjeft  ground, 

«  Mountains  are  but  fupply'd  when  vales  are  drown'dj 
'  If  with  foft  moifture  fwell'd  the  vale  looks  gay, 

•  The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 

•  Shall  clouds  but  at  my  welfare's  call  defcend? 

•  Shall  Gravity  for  me  her  laws  fufpend? 

•  For  me  lhall  funs  their  noon-tide  courfe  forbear? 
'  Or  motion  not  fubfift  to  influence  air? 

•  Let  the  means  vary,  be  they  froft  or  flame; 

•  Thy  end,  O  Nature  !  Hill  remains  the  fame. 
'  Be  this  the  motive  of  a  wife  man's  care — 

«  To  fhun  deferving  ills,  and  learn  to  bear.' 


CANTO    II. 


TX7  H  I  L  E  thus  a  mind  humane  and  wife  he 

All  eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows: 
Youth,  tho'  deprefs'd,  thro'  all  his  form  appears, 
Thro'  all  his  fentiments  the  depth  of  years. 
Thus  he.  —  «  Yet  farther  Jnduftry  behold, 
'  Which  confcious  waits  new  wonders  to  unfold. 
'  Enter  my  chapel  next  —  Lo  !  here  begin 
«  The  hallovv'd  rites  that  check  the  growth  of  fin. 
'  When  firft  we  met,  how  foon  you  feem'd  to  know 
'  My  bofom,  lab'ring  with  the  throbs  of  woe! 
«  Such  racking  throbs  '.—Soft  !  when  I  rouze  thofe  cares, 
'  On  my  chili'd  mind  pale  Recollection  glares  ! 
'  When  moping  Frenzy  ftrove  my  thoughts  to  fway, 

•  Here  prudent  labours  chas'd  her  pow'r  awav. 

•  Full  and  rough-rifin°;  from  yon  fculptur'd  wall, 
'  Bold  prophets  nations  to  repentance  call  ! 

'  Meek  martyrs  fmile  in  flames!  gor'd  champions  groan! 
«  And  mufe-like  cherubs  tune  their  harps  in  ftone! 

•  Next 
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c  Next  fhadow'd  light  a  rounding  force  beftows, 
'  Swells  into  life,  and  fpeaking  aftion  grows  I 
'  Here  pleafing  melancholy  fubje&s  find, 

•  To  calm,  amufe,  exalt,  the  penfive  mind  ! 
'  This  figure  tender  grief  like  mine  implies, 

'  And  femblant  thoughts  that  earthly  pomp  defpife. 

•  Such  penitential  Magdalene  reveals; 

•  Loofe-veiPd,  in  negligence  of  charms  (he  kneels : 

•  Tho'  drefs,  near-ftor'd,  it's  vanity  fupplies, 

•  The  vanity  of  drefs  unheeded  lies. 

•  The  finful  world  in  forrowing  eye  fhe  keeps, 

•  As  o'er  Jerufalem  Mefliah  weeps. 

'  One  hand  her  bofom  fmites,  in  one  appears 
«  The  lifted  lawn  that  drinks  her  falling  tears. 
«  Since  evil  outweighs  good,  and  fways  mankind, 

•  True  fortitude  aflumes  the  patient  mind: 

•  Such  prov'd  Meffiah's,  tho'  to  fufPring  born, 
'  To  penury,  repulfe,  reproach,  and  fcorn. 

•  Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  defign'd; 

•  The  weary'd  virgin  by  a  ftream  reclin'd, 

«  Who  feeds  the  child.    Her  looks  a  charm  exprefs, 

•  A  modeft  charm!  that  dignifies  diftrefs. 

'  Boughs  o'er  their  heads  with  blufhing  fruits  depend, 
'  Which  angels  to  her  bufied  confort  bend. 

•  Hence  by  the  fmiling  infant  feems  difcern'd, 

•  Trifles,  concerning  Him,  all  heav'n  concern'd. 

'  Here  the  transfigur'd  Son  from  earth  retires  ; 
«  See !  the  white  form  in  a  bright  cloud  afpires  ! 
«  Full  on  his  followers  burits  a  flood  of  rays, 

•  Proftrate  they  fall  beneath  th'  o'erwhelming  blaze! 

•  Like  noon-tide  fummer-funs  the  rays  appear, 
'  Unfufferable,  magnificent,  and  near  ! 

'  What  fcene  of  agony  the  garden  brings ! 

•  The  cup  of  gall !  the  fuppliant  King  of  kings! 

'  The  crown  of  thorns !  the  crofs  that  felt  him  die ! 
'  Thefe,  languid  in  the  fketch,  unfinifh'd  lie. 

I  i  «  There, 
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'  There,  from  the  dead  centurions  fee  him  rife, 
'  See  !  but  {truck  down  with  horrible  furprize  f 

*  As  the  firft  glory  feem'd  a  fun  at  noon, 

*  This  cafts  the  filver  fplendor  of  the  moon. 

'  Here  peopled  day  th'  afcending  God  furveys! 
'  The  gldry  varies  as  the  myriads  gaze ! 
'  Now  foften'd,  like  a  fun  at  diftance  feen, 
'  When  thro'  a  cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  ferene! 

*  Now  faft-increafing  to  the  crowd  amaz'd, 

«  Like  fome  vaft  meteor  high  in  ether  rais'd  ! 
'  My  labour  yon  high-vaulted  altar  ftains 

*  With  dies  that  emulate  ethereal  plains. 

*  The  convex  glafs,  which  in  that  opening  glows, 
'  Mid  circling  rays  a  piSur'd  Saviour  mows  ! 

'  Bright  it  collects  the  beams,  which,  trembling  all, 

'  Back  from  the  God  a  fhow'ry  radiance  fall : 

'  Lightning  the  fcene  beneath,  a  fcene  divine! 

'  Where  faints,  clouds,  feraphs,  intermingled  (bine  ? 

'  Here  water-falls,  that  play  melodious  roujid, 
«  Like  a  fweet  organ,  fwell  a  lofty  found; 

*  The  folemn  -notes  bid  earthly  paffions  fly, 

'  Lull  all  my  cares,  and  lift  my  foul  on  high. 
«  This  monumental  marble— this  I  rear 

*  To  one — Oh,  ever  niourn'dl — Oh,  ever  dear!' 
He  ftopp'd — pathetick  fighs  the  paufe  fupply, 
And  the  prompt  tear  Harts,  quiv'ring,  on  his  eye  ! 

I  look'd — two  columns  near  the  wall  were  feen. 
An  imag'd  beauty  ftretch'd  at  length  between. 
Near  the  wept  fair  her  harp  Cecilia  ftrung; 
Leaning  from  high,  a  lift'ning  angel  hung; 
Friendfhip,  whofe  figure  at  the  feet  remains, 
A  phoenix  with  irradiate  ere  ft  1  attains. 
This  grac'd  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t'  impart 
Two  foreign  hands  that  clafp  a  burning  heart; 
A  pendent  veil  two  hov'riiig  feraphs  raife, 
Which  opening-  heav'n  npb'u  the -roof  difplays; 

And 
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And  two,  benevolent,  lefs  diftant,  hold 
A  vafe,  collective  of  perfumes  uproll'd ; 
Thefe  from  the  heart,  by  Friendfhip  held,  arife, 
Od'rous  as  incenfe  gathering  in  the  ikies. 
In  the  fond  pelican  is  love  exprefs'd, 
Who  opens  to  her  young  her  tender  breaft. 
Two  mated  turtles  hov'ring  hang  in  air, 
One  by  a  falcon  ftruck !— — In  wild  defpair. 
The  hermit  cries — '  So  death,  alas  1  deftroys 

•  The  tender  confort  of  my  cares  and  joys !' 
Again  foft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung, 

Again  check'd  founds  dy'd,  flutt'ring,  on  his  tongue. 
Too  well  his  pining  inmoft  thought  I  know; 
Too  well  e'en  filence  tells  the  ftory'd  woe ; 
To  his  my  fighs,  to  his  my  tears  reply  j 
I  ftray  o'er  all  the  tomb  a  wat'ry  eye. 

Next  on  the  wall  her  fcenes  of  life  I  gaz'd, 
The  form  back-leaning,  by  a  globe  half-rais'd; 
Cherubs  a  proffer'd  crown  of  glory  fhow, 
Ey'd  wiftful  by  th'  admiring  fair  below. 
In  action  eloquent  difpos'd  her  hands, 
One  mows  her  breaft,  in  rapture  one  expands ! 
This  the  fond  hermit  feiz'd — o'er  all  his  foul 
The  foft,  wild,  wailing,  am'rous  paflion  ftole ! 
In  ftedfaft  gaze  his  eyes  her  afpeft  keep, 
Then  turn  away,  a  while  dejedled  weep: 
Then  he  reverts  them;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
Dimm'd  with  the  fwelling  grief  that  dreams  again, 
«  Where  now  is  my  philofophy:'  he  cries; 
'  My  joy,  hope,  reafon,  my  Olympia  dies ! 
«  Why  did  I  e'er  that  prime  of  bleflings  know? 
«  Was  it,  ye  cruel  Fates!  t'  imbitter  woe? 

*  Why. would  your  bolts  not  level  firft  my  head? 
«  Why  m.uft.1  live  to  weep  Olympia  dead? 

«  Sir,  I  had  once  a  wife !    fair  bloom'd  her  youth, 
1  Her  form  was  beauty,  and  her  foul  was  truth  I 

I  i  a  'Oh, 
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'  Oh,  {he  was  dear !  how  dear  what  words  can  fay  I 

*  She  dies !  my  heav'n  at  once  is  fnatch'd  away  ! 

*  Ah  !  what  avails  that  by  a  father's  care 
'  I  rofe  a  wealthy  and  flluftrious  heir? 

*  That  early  in  my  youth  I  learn'd  to  prove 

'  Th*  inftruclive,  pleating,  academick  grove? 
«  That  in  the  fenate  eloquence  was  mine? 
'  That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  fliine? 

*  That  love  fhow'r'd  bleffings  too — far  more  than  all 
'  High-rapt  Ambition  e'er  could  happy  call? 

'  Ah! — what  are  thefe,  which  e'en  the  wife  adore? 

*  Loft  is  my  pride ! — Olympia  is  no  more  !— 
'  Had  I,  ye  perfecuting  pow'rs !  been  born 

*  The  world's  cold  pity,  or  at  beft  it's  fcorn  ; 

*  Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindred  warmth  bereft; 

*  To  want,  to  fhame,  to  ruthlefs  cenfure  left ! 

*  Patience  or  pride  to  this  relief  fupplies; 

*  But  a  loft  wife! — there !  there  diftra&ion  lies  I 

*  Now  three  fad  years  I  yield  me  all  to  grief, 

*  And  fly  the  hated  comfort  of  relief: 

*  Tho'  rich,  great,  young,  I  leave  a  pompous  feat, 
4  (My  brother's  now)  to  feek  fome  dark  retreat  j 

*  Mid  cloifter'd  folitary  tombs  I  ftray, 

«  Defpair  and  Horror  lead  the  chearlefs  way ! 
«  My  forrow  grows  to  fuch  a  wild  excefs, 

*  Life,  injur'd  life !  muft  wifh  the  paffion  l«fs. 
"  Olympia! — My  Olympia's  loft!"  I  cry; 

"  Olympia's  loft!"  the  hollow  vaults  reply. 

*  Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan, 

*  The  fwelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan  ; 

*  The  ghofts  to  fcream,  as  thro'  lone  aifles  they  fweep, 

*  The  fhrines  to  mudder,  and  the  faints  to  weep! 

*  Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gathering  fighs  fupprefsM, 

*  Swell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  lab'ring  breaft  ; 

*  With  ftruggling  ftarts  each  vital  firing  they  ftrain, 

*  And  ftrike  the  tott'ring  fabriclc  of  my  brain  1 


BEAUTIES     OF     POETRY.  ,53 

•  O'er  my  funk  fpirits  frowns  a  vap'ry  fcene, 

•  Woe's  dark  ritieat,  the  madding  maze  of  Spleen! 
«  A  deep  damp  gloom  o'erfpreads  the  murky  cell, 

•  Here  pining  thoughts  and  fecret  terrors  dwell ; 

•  Here  learn  the  great  unreal  wants  to  feign, 
*-  Unpleafing  truths  here  mortify  the  vain ; 

•  Here  Learning,  blinded  firft,  and  then  beguil'd, 
'  Looks  dark  as  Ignorance,  as  Frenzy  wild; 

*-  Here  firft  Credulity  on  Reafon  won, 
'  And  here  falfe  Zeal  myfterious  rants  begun ; 
«  Here  Love  impearls  each  moment  with  a  tear, 
«  And  Superfthion  owes  to  Spleen  her  fear ! 

'  Fantaflick  lightnings,  thro'  the  dreary  way, 
«  In  fwift  fhort  fignals  flafli  the  burfting  day; 

•  Above,  beneath,  acrofs,  around,  they  fly, 
«  A  dire  deception  ftrikes  the  mental  eye  ! 

•  By  the  blue  fires  pale  phantoms  grin  fevere, 

•  Shrill  fancy'd  echoes  wound  th'  affrighted  ear, 
'  Air-banifh'd  fpirits  flag  in  fogs  profound, 

•  And,  all  obfcene,  flied  baneful  damps  around ; 

•  Now  whifpers,  trembling  in  fome  feeble  wind, 

•  Sigh  out  prophetick  fears,  and  freeze  the  mind! 

'  Loud  laughs  the  hag — fhe  mocks  complaint  away, 

•  Unroofs  the  den,  and  lets  in  more  than  day. 

«  Swarms  of  wild  fancies,  wing'd  in  various  flight, 

•  Seek  emblematick  (hades,  and  myftick  light ! 

•  Some  drive  with  rapid  fteeds  the  fliining  car  ! 

•  Thefe  nod  from  thrones ;   thofe  thunder  in  the  war  ! 

•  Till  tir'd,  they  turn  from  the  delufive  fhow, 
«  Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  ftupid  woe  ! 

•  Here  the  lone  hour  a  blank  of  life  difplays, 
«  Till  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  more  aftive  raife; 

•  A  fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh ! 

'  Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye! 

•  Her  eye  all  red.  and  funk  ! — A  robe  me  were, 
'  With  life's  calamities  embroider 'd  o'er. 

*  A  mirror 


254:  BEAUTIES    OF   POETRY. 

'  A  mirror  in  one  hand  colle&ive  -fliows, 

*  Vary'd  and  multiply'd,  that  group  of  woes, 
'  This  endlefs  foe  to  gen'rous  toil  and  pain 

*  Lolls  on  a  couch  for  eafe,  but  lolls  in  vain; 
'  She  mufes  o'er  her  woe-embroider'd  veft, 

«  And  felf-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breaft. 

'  To  fhun  her  care  the  force  of  fleep  fhe  tries, 

«  Still  wakes  her  mind,  tho'  flumbers  doze  her  eyes: 

'  She  dreams,  ftarts,  rifes,  ftalks  from  place  to  place, 

*  With  reftlefs,  thoughtful,  interrupted  pace. 
'.Now  eyes  the  fun,  and  curfes  every  rayj 

'  Now  the  green  ground,  where  colour  fades  away. 

'  Dim  fpe&res, dance:  again  her  eye  flie  rears; 

'  Then  from  the  blood-ftiot  ball  wipes  purpled  tears. 

'  Then  prefles  hard  her  brow,  with  mifchief  fraught, 

'  Her  brow  half  burfts  with  agony  of  thought. 

«'  From  me,"  fhe. -cries,  "  pale  wretch!   thy  comfort  claim; 

"  Born  of  Despair,  and  Suicide  my  name ! 

•*  Why  mould  thy  life  a  moment's  pain  endure  ? 

•'  Here  ev'ry  o'ojeft  proffers  grief  a  cure." 

*  She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  black'ning  (hoot  : 

"  Fear  not;  pluck  1  eat,"  faid  me,  '•  the  fovereign  root! 

"  Then  Death,  revers'd,  fhall  bear  his  ebon  lance, 

"  Soft  o'er  thy  fight  ihall  fwim  the  fhadowy  trance ! 

"  Or  leap  yon  rock,  poffefs  a  wat'ry  grave, 

"  And  leave  wild  forrow  to  the  wind  and  wave ! 

"  Or  mark — this  poniard  thus  from  mis'ry  frees  !"— 

*  She  wtjunds  her  breaft — the  guilty  fteel  I  feize. 

'  Straight  where  (he  ftruck  a  fmoking  fpnng  of  gore 
'  Wells  from  the  wound,  and  floats  the  crimfon'd  floor. 
«  She  faints,  fhe  fades  !-«calm  thoughts  the  deed  revolve, 
«  And  now,  unftartling,  fix  the  dire  refolve  : 
«  Death  drops  his  terrors;  and,  with  charming  wiles, 
'  Winning  and  kind,  like  my  Olympia,  fmiles  ! 

*  He  points  the  pafiage  to  the  feat>  divine^ 

*  Where  poets,  heroes^  C4inte4  Ipy^rs  /Line  !— 

:         -      *  "I  come. 
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•«  I  come,  OJympia  !" — my  rear'd  arm  extends; 

'  Half  to  my  breafl  the  threat'ning  point  defcends: 

•  Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land,  new  lightnings  play; 

'  When,  lol  a  voice  relbunds— "  Arife  !  away  I 

"  Away!  nor  murmur  at  th'  afflidlive  rod, 

"  Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God ! 

*'  Fly'ft  thou  from  Providence  for  vain  relief? 

"  Such  ill-fought  cafe  mail  draw  avenging  grief. 

"  Honour,  the  more  obltrufted,  ftronger  fhines;  -*M 

ff  And  zeal  by  perfection's  rage  refines. 

'*  By  woe  the  foul  te  daring  aftion  fwells ; 

"  By  woe  in  paintlefs  patience  it  excels ; 

*'  From  patience,  prudent  clear  .experience  fprings, 

«'  And  traces  knowledge  thro'  the  courfe  of  things. 

"  Thence  hope  is  form'd,  thence  fortitude,  fuccefs, 

*'  Renown — whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs." 

'  The  vanim'd  fiend  thus  fent  a  hollow  voice: 
««  Would'ft  thou  be  happy  ?  ftraight  be  death  thy  choice. 
« '  How  mean  are  thofe  who  paffively  complain, 
«'  While  a&ive  fouls,  more  free,  their  fetters  ftrain? ' 
<f  Tho'  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
"  Renown — whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs; 
«<  On  earth  fuccefs  rcuft  in  it's  turn  give  way, 
"  And  e'en  perfeftion  introduce  decay: 
*'  Never  the  world  of  fpirits  thus — their  reft 
"  Untouch'd,  entire — once  happy,  ever  blefs'd  !" 

'  Earneft  the  heav'nly  voice  refponfive  cries, 
«'  Oh  !  liften  not  to  fubtilty  unvvife  ! 
"  Thy  guardian  faint,  who  mourns  thy  haplefs  fate, 
"  Heav'n  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue  ere  too  late. 
"  Know,  if  thou  wilt  thy  dear-lov'd  wife  deplore, 
•'  Olympia  waits  thee  on  a  foreign  fhorej 
"  There  in  a  cell  thy  lart  remains  be'fpent : 
«'  Away  1  deceive  Defpair,  and  find  Content!'* 

•  I  heard,  obey'd,  nor  more  of  Fate  compiain'd  ; 
•  Long  feas  I  meafar'd,  and  this  mountain  gai«'<J. 

*  Soo» 
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'  Soon  to  a  yawning  rift  chance  turn'd  my  way, 

«  A  den  k  prov'd  where  a  huge  ferpent  lay : 

?  FJame-ey'd  he  lay — he  rages  now  for  food, 

(  Meets  my  firft  glance,  and  meditates  my  blood. 

e  His  bulk,  in  many  a  gather'd  orb  uproll'd, 

'  Rears  fpire  on  fpire.     His  fcales,  bedropp'd  with  gold, 

«  Shine  burnilh'd  in  the  fun.     Such  height  they  gain, 

'  They  dart  green  luftre  on  the  diftant  main. 

'  Now  writh'd  in  dreadful  flope  he  ftoops  his  creft, 

*  Furious  to  fix  on  my  unfhielded  breaft '. 

«  Juft  as  he  fprings,  my  fabre  fmites  the  foe; 

*  Headlefs  he  falls  beneath  th'  unerring  blow! 

'  Wrath  yet  remains,  tho'  ftrength  his  fabrick  leaver 
'  And  the  meant  hifs  thegafping  mouth  deceives  ; 
'  The  length'ning  trunk  flow-loofens  ev'ry  fold, 
«  Lingers  in  life,  then  ftretches  ftiff  and  cold. 

*  Juft  as  th'  invet'rate  fon  of  mifchief  ends, 

*  Comes  a  white  dove,  and  near  the  fpot  defcends: 

*  I  hail  this  omen  ?  all  bad  paflions  ceafe, 

'  Like  the  flain  fnake,  and  all  within  is  peace. 

'  Next  to  religion  this  plain  roof  I  raife, 
'  In  duteous  rites  my  hallow'd  tapers  blaze; 
'  I  bid  due  incenfe  on  my  altars  fmoke, 
«  Then  at  this  tomb  my  promis'd  love  invoke. 

*  She  hears,  me  comes ! — My  heart  what  raptures  warm! 

*  All  my  Olympia  fparkles  in  the  form ! 

*  No  pale,  wan,  livid,  mark  of  death  Ihe  bears; 

*  Each  rofeate  look  a  quick'ning  tranfport  wears : 

«  A  robe  of  light,  high  wrought,  her  fhape  invefts, 
«  Unzon'd  the  fwelling  beauty  of  her  breafts ; 
4  Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  refumes, 
«  In  her  fair  hand  Love's  branch  of  myrtle  blooms! 
«  Silent  a  while  each  well-known  charm  I  trace, 

*  Then  thus,  (while  nearer  me  avoids  th'  embrace) 
•«  Thou  dear  deceit! — muft  I  a  made  purfue? 

"  Pazzled  I  gaze— tkou  fwimm'ft  before  my  view  I" 
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*  Dipp'd  in  ethereal  dews,  her  bough  divine 

'  Sprinkles  my  eyes,  which,  ftrengthen'd,  bear  the  ftiine. 

'  Still  thus  I  urge,  (for  ftill  the  fhadowy  blifs 

'  Shuns  the  warm  grafp,  nor  yields  the  tender  kifs) 

«'  Oh  !  fly  not — fade  not ;  liften  to  love's  call ! — 

"  She  lives !  no  more  I  'm  man  ! — I'm  fpirit  all ! — 

"  Then  let  me  fnatch  thee! — prefs  thee! — take  me  whole! 

"  Oh,  clofe !— yet  clofer  ! — clofer  to  my  foul!" 

'  Twice  round  her  waift  my  eager  arms  entwin'd; 

'  And  twice,  deceived,  my  frenzy  clafp'd  the  wind ! 

«  Then  thus  I  rav'd — "  Behold  thy  hufband  kneel, 

"  And  judge,  O  judge  !  what  agonies  I  feel ! 

"  Oh !  be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fair; 

"  Take  Horror's  fhape,  and  fright  me  to  defpair ! 

"  Rather  than  thus,  unpitying,  fee  my  moan, 

"  Far  rather  frown,  ajid  fix  me  here  in  ftone ! 

"  But  mock  not  thus!" — «'  Alas!"  (the  charmer  faid, 

•  Smiling,  and  in  her  fmile  foft  radiance  play'd) 
"  Alas!  no  more  eluded  ftrength  employ, 

"  To  clafp  a  made ! — what  more  is  mortal  joy? 
*«  Man's  blifs  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  furmis'd : 
"  One,  ignorance  ;  the  other,  pain  difguis'd  ! 
"  Thou  wert  (had  all  thy  wiih  been  ftill  poflefs'd) 
"  Supremely  curs'd,  from  being  greatly  blefs'd  : 
"  For,  oh!  fo  fair,  fb  dear,  was  I  to  thee, 
"  Thou  hadft  forgot  thy  God,  to  wormip  me! 
"  This  he  forefaw,  and  fnatch'd  me  to  the  tomb ; 
"  Above  I  flourish  in  unfading  bloom. 
"  Think  me  not  loft;  for  thee  I  Heav'n  implore, 
*<  Thy  guardian  angel,  tho'  a  wife  no  more. 
"  I,  when  abftrafted  from  this  world  you  feem, 
"  Hint  the  pure  thought,  and  frame  the  heav'nly  dream; 
*'  Clofe  at  thy  fide,  when  morning  ftreaks  the  air,    . 
"  In  mufick's  voice  I  wake  thy  mind  to  pray'r. 
*'  By  me  thy  hymns,  like  pureft  incenfe  rife, 
^  *'  Fragrant  with  grace,  andpleafing  to  the  (kies. 

K  k  "  And 
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"  And  when  that  form  fhall  from  it's  clay  refine, 
"  (That  only  bar  betwixt  my  foul  and  thine.^ 
"  When  thy  lov'd  fpirit  mounts  to  realms  of  light, 
"  Then  fhall  Olympia  aid  thy  earlieft  flight ; 
*•'  Mingled,  we'll  flame  in  raptures  that  afpire 
"  Beyond  all  youth,  all  fenfe,  and  all  defire." 
'  She  ended.    Still  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells  behind, 

*  Th'  enchanting  voice  ftill  warbles  in  my  mind ! 
«  But,  lo!  th'  unbody'd  vifion  fleets  away — 

'*  Stay,  my  Olympia — I  conjure  thee,  ftay! 
"  Yet  ftay — for  thee  my  mem'ry  learns  to  fmart; 
"  Sure  ev'ry  vein  contains  a  bleeding  heart ! 
ft  Sooner  fhall  fplendor  leave  the  blaze  of  day, 
"  Than  love  fo  pure,  fo  vaft  as  mine,  decay : 
"  From  the  fame  heav'nly  fource  it's  luftre  came, 
"  And  glows  immortal  with  congenial  flame. 
"  Ah ! — let  me  not  with  fires  neglected  burn ; 
*'  Sweet  miftrefs  of  my  foul !  return,  return  I" 
«  Alas ! — fhe's  fled — I  traverfe  now  the  place, 
'  Where  my  enamour'd  thoughts  her  footlteps  trace. 

*  Now  o'er  the  tomb  I  bend  my  drooping  head, 
«  There  tears  the  eloquence  of  forrow  fhed; 

'  Sighs  choak  my  words,  unable  to  exprefs 

'  The  pangs,  the  throbs,  of  fpeechlefs  tendernefs. 

'  Not  with  more  ardent,  more  tranfparent  flame, 

e  Call  dying  faints  on  their  Creator's  name, 

'  Than  I  on  her's! — But,  thro'  yon  yielding  door, 

'  Glides  a  new  phantom  o'er  th'  illumin'd  floor; 

'  The  roof  fwift  kindles  from  the  beaming  ground, 

*  And  floods  of  living  luflre  flame  around  : 
'  In  all  the  majefty  of  light  array 'd, 

«  Awful  it  mines — 'tis  Cato's  honour'd  made  ! 

'  As  I  theheav'nly  vifitant  purfue, 

'  Sublimer  glory  opens  to  my  view. 

'  He  fpeaks — But,  oh  !  what  words  fhall  dare  repeat 

«  His  thoughts  I— they  leave  me  fir'd  with  patriot  heat  1 

•More 
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*  More  than  poetick  raptures  now  I  feel, 

'  And  own  that  godlike  pafiion,  publick  zeal! 
'  But  from  my  frailty  it  receives  a  ftain; 
'  I  grow,  unlike  my  great  infpirer,  vain; 
'  And  burn,  once  more  the  bufy  world  to  know, 
'  And  would  in  fcenes  of  action  foremoft  glow; 

*  Where  proud  Ambition  points  her  dazzling  rays, 

*  Where  coronets  and  crowns  attractive  blaze! 

*  When  my  Olympia  leaves  the  realms  above, 
'  And  lures  me  back  to  folitary  love. 

'  She  tells  me,  truth  prefers  an  humble  ftate, 
'  That  genuine  greatnefs  fhuns  the  being  great ; 
'  That  mean  are  thofe  who  falfe-term'd  honour  prize, 
'  Whofe  fabricks  from  their  country's  ruin  rife; 

*  Who  look  the  traitor,  like  the  patriot,  fair; 

'  Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir. 
'  I  hear ! — thro'  all  my  veins  new  tranfports  roll ; 

*  I  gaze ! — warm  love  comes  rufhing  on  my  foul: 
«  Ravifli'd  I  gaze  ! — again  her  charms  decay ; 

'  Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way ! 

*  Cato  returns — zeal  takes  her  courfe  to  reign  ! 
.  '  But  zeal  is  in  ambition  loft  again ! 

«  I'm  now  the  flave  of  fondnefs— now  of  pride ! 

*  By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  fubfide! 

'  Thefe  balanc'd  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean 
«  Betwixt  them  found,  gives  happinefs  ferene; 

«  This  I'll  enjoy  !' He  ended  !— I  reply 'd, 

'  O  Hermit!  thou  art  worth  feverely  try'd  ! 
«  But  had  not  innate  grief  produc'd  thy  woes, 
'  Men,  barb'ious  men !  had  prey'd  on  thy  repofe. 

*  When  fceking  joy,  we  feldom  forrow  mifs ; 
'  And  often  mis'ry  points  the  path  to  blifs. 

*  The  foil  moft  worthy  of  the  thrifty  fwain, 

*  Is  wounded  thus,  ere  trufted  with  the  grain ; 

'  The  ftruggling  grain  muft  work  obfcure  it's  way, 
«  Ere  the  firft  green  fprings  upward  to  the  day; 

K  k  2  '  Upfprung, 
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'  Upfprung,  fuch  weed-like  coarfenefs  it  betrays, 
«  Flocks  on  th'  abandon'd  blade  permiffive  graze  ; 
*  Then  moots  the  wealth,  from  imperfection  clear  4 
'  And  thus  a  grateful  harveft  crowns  the  year.' 


CANTO    IIL 

*l  *HUS  free  our  focial  time  from  morning  flows* 

Till  rifmg  (hades  attempt  the  day  to  clofe. 
Thus  my  new  friend:  «  Behold  the  light's  decay; 
'  Back  to  yon  city  let  me  point  thy  way. 
'  South-weft,  behind  yon  hill,  the  Hoping  fan 
'  To  ocean's  verge  his  fluent  courfe  has  run; 
'  His  parting  eyes  a  wat'ry  radiance  Ihed, 
'  Glance  thro'  the  vale,  and  tip  the  mountain's  headj 
'  To  which  oppos'd,  the  fhadowy  gulfs  below, 
'  Beauteous,  refleft  the  party-colour'd  fnow. 

'  Now  dance  the  flars,  where  Vefper  leads  the  way  j 
'  Yet  all  faint-glimm'ring  with  remains  of  day. 

•  Orient,  the  Qneen  of  Night  emits  her  dawn, 

'  And  throws,  unfeen,  her  mantle  o'er  the  lawn. 
«  Up  the  blue  fteep  her  crimfon  orb  now  mines; 
'  Now  on  the  mountain  top  her  arm  reclines, 
'  In  a  red  crefcent  feen :  her  zone  now  gleams, 
«  Like  Venus,  quiv'ring  in  reflecting  ftreams. 

•  Yet  redd'ning,  yet  round  burning  up  the  air, 

'  From  the  white  cliff  her  feet  flow-riling  glare  I 
«  See  !  flames  condens'd  now  vary  her  attire; 

•  Her  face  a  broad  circumference  of  fire. 

'  Dark  firs  feem  kindled  in  nocturnal  blaze; 
«  Thro'  ranks  of  pines  her  broken  luftre  plays; 
'  Here  glares,  there  browri-projedtinp  made  beftows, 
'  And,  glitt'ring,  fports  upon  the  fpangled  fnows. 

'  Now  filver  turn  her  beams! — Yon  den  they  gain; 
'  The  big  rouz'd  lion  {hakes  his  brindled  main. 

'  Fierce, 
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'  Fierce,  fleet,  gaunt  monfters,  all  prepar'd  for  gore, 
'  Rend  woods,  vales,  rocks,  with  wide-refounding  roar. 
'  O  dire  prefage  ! — But  fear  not  thou,  my  friend  ! 
'  Our  fteps  the  guardians  of  the  juft  attend. 
'  Homeward  I'll  wait  thee  on — And  now  furvey 

*  How  men  and  fpirits  chafe  the  night  away ! 

'  Yon  nymphs  and  fwains  in  am'rous  mirth  advance; 

*  To,,  breathing  mufick  moves  the  circling  dance  : 
f  Here  the  bold  youth  in  deeds  advent'rous  glow, 
'  Skimming  in  rapid  fleds  the  crackling  fnow. 

'  Not  when  Tydides  won  the  funeral  race, 

*  Shot  his  light  car  along  in  fwifter  pace. 

'  Here  the  glaz'd  way  with  iron  feet  they  dare, 

*  And  glide,  well-pois'd,  like  Mercuries  in  air. 

'  There  crowds,  with  flabile  tread,  and  levell'd  eye, 

*  Lift,  and  difmifs  the  quoits,  that  whirling  fly. 

*  With  force  fuperior,  not  with  fkill  fo  true, 

*  The  pond'rous  diflc  from  Roman  finews  flew. 

'  Where  neighb'ring  hills  fome  cloudy  meet  fuflain, 
'  Freez'd  o'er  the  nether  vale  a  penfile  plain, 
'  Crofs  the  roof'd  hollow  rolls  the  mafly  round, 
'  The  crack'd  ice  rattles,  and  the  rocks  refound! 
'  Cenfures,  difputes,  and  laughs,  alternate  rife, 

*  And  deaf'ning  clangor  thunders  up  the  flues.* 

Thus,  amid  crouded  images,  ferene, 
From  hour  to  hour  we  pafs'd  from  fcene  to  fcene: 
Faft  wore  the  night.    Full  long  we  pac'd  our  way; 
Vain  Heps  !   the  city  yet  far  diflant  lay. 
While  thus  the  Hermit,  ere  my  wonder  fpoke, 
Methought,  with  new  amufement,  filence  broke: 
«  Yon  amber-hu'd  cafcade,  which  fleecy  flies 
'  Thro'  rocks,  and  ftrays  along  the  tracklefs  fkies, 

*  To  frolick  fairies  marks  the  mazy  ring ; 

'  Forth  to  the  dance  from  little  cells  they  fpring, 
«  Meafur'd  to  pipe  or  harp — and  next  they  ftand, 
'  Marfhall'd  beneath  the  moon,  a  radiant  band ! 

'In 
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'  In  froft-work  now  delight  the  fportive  kind; 
'  Now  court  wild  fancy  in  the  whittling  wind. 

'  Hark!    the  funereal  bell's  deep-founding  toll, 
'  To  blifs,   from  mis'ry,  calls  fome  righteous  foul ! 

*  Juft  freed  from  life,  like  fwift-afcending  fire, 

••  Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  fpire ! 
'  Light  claps  it's  wings ! — It  views,  with  pitying  fight, 
'  The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite  : 
'  The  plume  high-wrought,  that  black'ning  nods  in  air; 
'  The  flow-pac'd,  weeping  pomp;  the  folemn  prayer; 
«  The  decent  tomb;  the  verfe  that  Sorrow  gives, 
'  Where,  to  remembrance  fvveet,  fair  virtue  lives. 
'  Now  to  mid  heav'n  the  whiten'd  moon  inclines, 

*  And  fhades  contract,  mark'd  out  in  clearer  lines; 
'  With  noifelefs  gloom  the  plains  are  delug'd  o'er: 

'  See  ! — from  the  north  what  ftreaming  meteors  pour  I 
'  Beneath  Bootes  fprings  the  radiant  train, 
'  And  quiver  thro'  the  axle  of  his  wain. 
'  O'er  altars  thus,  impainted,  we  behold 

*  Half-circling  glories  moot  in  rays  of  gold. 

*  Crofs  ether  fwift  elance  the  vivid  fires ; 

*  As  fwift  again  each  pointed  flame  retires  t 
'  In  Fancy's  eye  encount'ring  armies  glare, 

*  And  fanguine  enfigns  wave  unfurl'd  in  air! 

'  Hence  the  weak  vulgar  deem  impending  fate., 
'  A  monarch  ruin'd,  or  unpeopl'd  ftate. 
'  Thus  comets,  dreadful  vifitants !  arife 

*  To  them  wild  omens !  fcience  to  the  wife  ! 

*  Thefe  mark  the  comet  to  the  fun  incline, 

*  While  deep-red  flames  around  it's  centre  mine! 
'  While  it's  fierce  rear  a  winding  trail  difplays, 

*  And  lights  all  ether  with  the  fweepy  blaze! 
'  Or  when,  compell'd,  it  flies  the  torrid  zone, 

*  And  Ihoots  by  worlds  unnumber'd  and  unknown; 
'  Byworlds,  whofe  people,  all  aghafl  with  fear, 

'  May  view  that  minifter  of  vengr ance  near  ! 

« .Tiil 
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'  Till  now  the  tranfient  glow,  remote  and  loft, 

*  Decays,  and  darkens  'mid  involving  froft  ! 

'  Or  when  it,  fun-ward,  drinks  rich  beams  again, 
4  And  burns  imperious  on  th'  ethereal  plain! 

*  The  learn'd-one  curious  eyes  it  from  afar, 

4  Sparkling  thro'  night,  a  new,  illuftrious  ftar !' 
The  moon,  defcending,  faw  us  now  purfuc 
The  various  walk — the  city  near  in  view. 

*  Here  from  flill  life,'  he  cries,  '  avert  thy  fight, 

*  And  mark  what  deeds  adorn  or  fhame  the  night! 
4  But,  heedful,  each  immodeft  profpe&fly  ; 

4  Where  decency  forbids  enquiry's  eye. 

*  Man  were  not  man,  without  love's  wanton  fire; 
'But  reafon's  glory  is  to  quell  defire. 

«  What  are  thy  fruits,  O  Luft?  (hort  bleffings,  bought 

'  With  long  remorfe,  the  feed  of  bitter  thought  ! 

'  Perhaps  fome  babe  to  dire  difeafes  born, 

4  Doom'd  for  another's  crimes  thro'  life  to  mourn  } 

'  Or  murder'd,  to  preferve  a  mother's  fame; 

4  Or  caft  obfcure,  the  child  of  want  and  fliame ! 

*  Falfe  pride  !  what  vices  on  our  conduct  (leal, 
4  From  the  world's  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal ! 

4  Ye  cruel  mothers Soft!  thofe  words  command; 

*  So  near  (hall  Cruelty  and  Mother  Hand? 

4  Can  the  dove's  bofqm  fnaky  venom  draw? 
4  Can  it's  foot  fharpen  like  the  vulture's  claw  ? 
4  Can  the  fond  goat,  or  tender  fleecy  dam, 
'  Howl  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid  or  lamb  ? 

4  Yes,  there  are  mothers '    There  I  fear'd  his  aim; 

And,  confcious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name  : 
Then,  with  a  figh,  his  ifluing  words  oppos'd. 
Straight  with  a  falling  tear  the  fpeech  he  clos'd. 
That  tendernefs  which  ties  of  blood  deny, 
Nature  repaid  me  from  a  ftranger's  eye. 
Pale  grew  my  cheeks ! — But  now  to  gen'ral  views 
Our  converfe  turns,  which  thus  my  friend  renews. 
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'  Yon  manfion,  made  by  beaming  tapers  gay, 
'  Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  counterfeits  the  day. 

•  From  lumin'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 
'  Around,  athwart,  the  frifking  ihadows  fly. 

'  There  midnight  riot  fpreads  illufive  joys, 

«  And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time,  deftroys. 

•  Soon  Death's  dark  agent  to  luxuriant  eafe 

'  Shall  wakefharp  warnings  in  fome  fierce  difeafe. 
'  O  man  !  thy  fabrick's  like  a  well-form'd  State  : 

•  Thy  Thoughts,  firft  rank'd,  were  fure  defign'd  the  Great! 
'  Paffions  Plebeians  are,  which  faction  raife  ; 

'  Wine,  like  pour'd  oil>  excites  the  raging  blaze  ! 
'  Then  giddy  Anarchy's  rude  triumphs  rife ; 
'  Then  fov'reign  Reafon  from  her  empire  flies ! 

•  That  ruler  once  depos'd,  Wifdom  and  Wit, 

•  To  Noife  and  Folly,  Place  and  Pow'r,  fubmit; 
'  Like  a  frail  bark  thy  weaken'd  mind  is  tofs'd, 

«  Unfteer'd,  unbalanc'd,  till  it's  wealth  is  loft! 
'  The  mifer-fpirit  eyes  the  fpendthrift  heir; 

•  And  mourns,  too  late,  effects  of  fordid  care : 
'  His  treafures  fly  to  cloy  each  fawning  flave, 

'  Yet  grudge  a  ftone  to  dignify  his  grave! 

'  For  this  low-thoughted  craft  his  life  employ'd  j 

'  For  this,  tho'  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy'd: 

'  For  this  he  grip'd  the  poor,  and  alms  deny'd; 

'  Unfriended  liv'd,  and  unlamented  dy'd. 

'  Yet  fmile,  griev'd  made  !  when  that  unprofp'rous  ftore 

'  Faftlefiens,  when  gay  hours  return  no  more: 

'  Smile  at  thy  heir;  beholding,  in  his  fall, 

'  Men  once  oblig'd,  like  him,  ungrateful  all ! 

'  Then  thought-infpiring  woe  his  heart  fhall  mend, 

'  And  prove  his  only  wife,  unflatt'ring  friend. 

'  Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  fport, 
c  While  plotting  Mifchief  keeps  referv'd  her  court. 

•  Lo!   from  that  mount,  in  blafting  fulphur  broke, 
'  Stream  flames  voluminous  enwrapp'd  with  fmoke  ! 

'In 
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*  In  chariot- (hape  they  whirl  up  yonder  tow'r, 
«  Lean  on  it's  brow,  and  like  deftrudion  lour! 
'  From  the  black  depth  a  fiery  legion  fprings ; 

e  Each  bold,  bad  fpeftre,  claps  her  founding  wings: 
'  And  ftraight  beneath  a  fummon'd  trait'rous  band, 
'  On  horror  bent,  in  dark  convention  (land. 
«  From  each  fiend's  mouth  a  ruddy  vapour  flows, 

*  Glides  thro'  the  roof,  and  o'er  the  council  glows. 

*  The  villains,  clofe  beneath  th'  infeftion  pent, 

*  Feel,  all-poflefs'd,  their  rifing  galls  ferment; 

'  And  burn  with  fa&ion,  hate,  and  vengeful  ire, 

*  For  rapine,  blood,  and  devaftation  dire  ! 

'  But  Juftice  marks  their  ways;  me  waves  in  air 
«  The  fword  high-threat'ning,  like  a  comet's  glare. 

'  While  here  dark  villainy  herfelf  deceives, 
.'  There  ftudious  honefty  our  view  relieves. 
€  A  feeble  taper,  from  yon  lonefome  room, 

*  Scatt'ring  thin  rays,  juft  glimmers  thro'  the  gloom  : 

*  There  fits  the  fapient  Bard,  in  mufeful  mood, 

'  And  glows  impaffion'd  for  his  country's  good; 
«  All  the  bright  fpirits  of  the  juft,  combin'd, 

*  Inform,  refine,   and  prompt  his  tow'ring  mind! 

*  He  takes  the  gifted  quill  from  hands  divine, 

*  Around  his  temples  rays  refulgent  mine ! 

'Now  rapt,  now  more  than  man  !     I  fee  him  climb> 
'  To  view  this  fpeck  of  earth  from  worlds  fublime  ! 

*  I  fee  him  now  o'er  Nature's  works  preside ! 

*  How  clear  the  vifion  !  and  the  fcene.  how  wide ! 
«'  Let  fome  a  name  by  adulation  raife, 

«'  Or  fcandal,  meaner  than  a  venal  praife! 

«'  My  Mufe,"   he  cries,   "  a  nobler  profpeft  view! 

"  Thro'  Fancy's  wilds  fome  moral's  point  purfuel 

"  From  dark  deception  clear-drawn  truth  difplay, 

««  As  from  black  chaos  rofe  refplendent  day; 

««  Awake  compaflion,  and  bid  terror  rife; 

«'  Bid  humble forrows  ftrike  fuperior  eyes; 

i.  1  "So 
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"  So  pamper'd  Fow'r,   nnconfcious  of  diftrefs, 
"  May  fee,  be  mov'd;  and,    being  mov'd,  redrefs." 
'  Ye  traicors!   tyrants !   fear  his  flinging  lay; 

*  Ye  pow'rs  unlov'd,  unpity'd  in  decay! 

*  But  know,  to  you  fweet-blofibm'd  Fame  he  brings, 
'  Ye  heroes,  patriots,  and  paternal  kings ! 

'  O  Thou !  who  form'd,  who  rais'd  the  poet's  art, 

*  (Voice  of  thy  will !)   unerring  force  impart ! 

*  If  waiiing  worth  cangen'rous  warmth  excite, 
'  If  verfe  can  gild  inftruclion  with  delight, 

'  Infpire  his  honeft  Mufe  with,  orient  flame, 

*  To  rife,  to  dare,  to  reach  the  nobleft  aim ! 

'  But,  O  my  friend!  myfterious  is  our  fate; 
'  How  mean  his  fortune,  tho'  his  mind  elate! 

*  ./Eneas-like  he  pafies  thro'  the  crowd, 

'  Unfought,  unfeen.,  beneath  misfortune's  cloud! 

*  Or  feen  with  flight  regard;  unprais'dhis  name; 

*  His  after-honour,  and  our  after-fhame. 

'  The  doom'd  defert  to  Av'rice  fhmds  confefs'd, 
'  Her  eyes  averted  are,  and  fteel'd  her  breaft: 

*  Envy  afquint  the  future  wonder  eyes; 

'  Bold  Infult,  pointing,  hoots  him  as  he  flies  ; 

«  While  coward  Cenfure,  fkill'd  in  darker  ways, 

'  Hints  fure  detraction  in  diiTembled  praife! 

'  Hunger,  thirft,  nakednefs,  there  grievous  fall ! 

'  Unjull  derifion,  too! — that  tongue  of  gall! 

'  Slow  comes  Relief,  with  no  mild  charms  endu'd, 

*  Ufher'd  by  Pride,  and  by  Reproach  purfu'd. 
'  Forc'd  Pity  meets  him  with  a  cold  refpeft, 

*  Unkind  as  Scorn,  ungen'rous  as  Negleft. 

'  Yet,  fofPriiig  Worth!    thy  fortitude  will  mine; 
'  Thy  foes  are  Virtue's,  and  her  friends  are  thine  ! 
'  Patience  is  thins,  and  peace  thy  days  iuali  crown; 

*  Thy  treafure  prudence,  and  thy  claim  renown : 
<  Myriads  unborn  -ftiall  mourn  thy  haplefs  fate; 

'  And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  great  ! 
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*  Hark!  from  the  watch-tow'r  rolls  the  trumpet's  found, 
*"  Sweet  thro'  ftill  night  proclaiming  fafety  round  ! 
'  Yon  {hade  illuftrious  quits  the  realms  of  reft, 
'  To  aid  fome  orphan  of  it's  race  diftrefs'd  ; 

*  Safe  winds  him  thro'  the  fubterraneous  way, 

*  That  mines  yon  mannon,  grown  with  ruin  grey, 
'  And  marks  the  wealthy  unfufpefted  ground, 

*  Where,  green  with  ruft,  long-bury'd  coins  abound. 
4  This  plaintive  ghoft,  from  earth  when  newly  fled, 

'  Saw  thofe  the  living  trufled  wrong  the  dead; 
'  He  faw,  by  fraud  abus'd,  the  lifelefs  hand 
'  Sign  the  falfe  deed  that  alienates  his  land; 
'  Heard  on  his  fame  injurious  cenfure  thrown, 
'And  mourn'd  the  beggar'd  orphan's  bitter  groan: 

*  Commiffion'd  now  the  falmood  he  reveals, 
'  To  juftice  foon  th'  enabled  heir  appeals; 

4  Soon  by  this  wealth  are  coftly  pleas  maintain'd, 
'  And  by  difcover'd  truth  loft  right  regain'd. 

'  Bat  why,  (may  fome  enquire)  why  kinj.  fuccefs, 
4  Since  myftick  Heav'n  -rives  mis'ry  oft  to  blefs? 
4  Tho'  mis'ry  leads  to  happinefs  and  truth, 
'  Unequal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth, 
4  Unltrengthen'd  virtue  fcarce  his  bofom  fir'd, 

*  And  fearful  from  his  growing  wants  retir'd. 
4  Oh  !  let  none  cenfure,  if,  untry'd  by  grief, 

*  If,   amidft  woe,  untempted  by  relief, 

*  He  ftoop'd  relu&ant  to  low  arts  of  ftiame, 

*  Which  then,  e'en  then!  he  fcorn'd,  and  blufh'd  to  name. 
4  Heav'n  fees,  and  makes  th'  imperfeft  worth  it's  care, 

4  And  chears  the  trembling  heart  unform'd  to  bear. 
4  Now  rifmg  fortune  elevates  his  mind, 
9  He  (nines  unclouded,  and  adorns  mankind. 
4  So,  in  fome  engine  that  denies  a  vent, 

*  If  unrefpiring  is  fome  creature  pent, 

'  It  fickens,  drbops,  and  pants,  and  gafps  for  breath, 

*  Sad  o'er  the  fight  fwira  fhadowy  mifts  of  death  ; 

L  1  2  'If 
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*  If  then  kind  air  pours  pow'rfql  in  again, 

'  New  heats,  new  pulfes,  quicken  ev'ry  vein ; 

*  From  the  clear'd,  lifted,  life-rekindled  eye, 

*  Difpers'd,  the  dark  and  dampy  vapours  fly. 

'  From  trembling  tombs  the  ghofts  of  greatnefs  rife, 

*  And  o'er  their  bodies  hang  with  wiftful  eyes; 

*  Or  difcontented  ftalk,  and  mix  their  howls 

*  With  howling  wolves,  their  fcreams  with  fcreaming  owls. 

•  The  interval  'twixt  night  and  morn  is  nigh; 

*  Winter,  more  nit'rous,  chills  the  fliadow'd  fky: 

'  Springs  with  foft  heats  no  more  give  borders  green, 
'  Nor  fmoaking  breathe  along  the  whiten'd  fcene; 
'  While  fleamy  currents,  fweet  in  profpeft,  charm 
'  Like  veins  blue-winding  on  a  fair-one's  arm. 

'  Now  Sleep  to  Fancy  parts  with  half  his  power, 
'  And  broken  {lumbers  drag  the  reftlefs  hour : 

*  The  murder'd  feems  alive,  and  ghaftly  glares, 

'  And  in  dire  dreams  the  confcious  rnurd'rer  fcares; 
'  Shews  the  yet-fpouting  wound,  th'  enfanguin'd  floor, 
«  The  walls  yet  fmoaking  with  the  fpatter'd  gore; 
'  Or  flirieks  to  dosing  Juflice,  and  reveals 
<  The  deed  which  fraudful  Art  from  Day  conceals; 

*  The  delve  obfcene,  where  no  fufpicion  pries, 
'  Where  the  disfigur'd  corfe  unlhrouded  lies; 

*•  The  fure,  the  ftriking  proof,  fo  ftrong  maintain'd, 

*  Pale  guilt  ftarts  felf-convifted  when  arraign'd. 

*  Thefe  fpirits  treafbn  of  it's  pow'r  diveft, 

*  And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patriot's  breaft: 

'  Thofe  folemn  thought  infpire,  or  bright  defcend 

*  To  fnatch  in  vifion  fweet  the  dying  friend. 

'  But  we  deceive  the  gloom  ;  the  matin  bell 

*  Summons  to  pray'r  ! — Now  breaks  th'  enchanter's  fpeil! 

*  And  now But  yon  fair  fpirit's  form  furvey! 

*  'Tis  fhe! — Olympia  beckons  me  away  ! 

*  I  hafle  !— I  fly ! — Ad  eu ! — and  when  you  fee 

*  The  youth  who  bleeds  with  fondnefs,  think  on  me : 

•Tell 
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'  Tell  him  my  tale,  and  be  his  pain  carefs'd ; 

*  By  love  I  tortur'd  was,  by  love  I'm  blefs'd. 

«  When  worihipp'd  woman  we  entranc'd  behold, 

*  We  praife  the  Maker  in  his  faireft  mould  5 

*  The  pride  of  nature,  harmony  combin'd, 
«  And  light  immortal  to  the  foal  refin'd! 

*  Depriv'd  of  charming  woman,  foon  we  mift 

*  The  prize  of  friendmip,  and  the  life  of  blifs! 

'  Still  thro'  the  Ihades  Olympia  dawning  breaks ! 

*  What  bloom,  what  brightnefs,  luftres  o'er  her  cheeks  I 

*  Again  (he  calls ! — I  dare  no  longer  ftay  !— 
'  A  kind  farewel— — Olympia!  I  obey.' 

He  turn'd,  nor  longer  in  my  fight  renwun'd  ; 
The  mountain  he,  I  fafc  the  city  gain'd. 


CANTO    IV. 

OTILL  o'er  my  mind  wild  Fancy  holds  her  fway. 

Still  on  ftrange  vifionary  land  I  ftray : 
Now  fcenes  croud  thick,  now  indiftinft  appear; 
Swift  glide  the  months,  and  turn  the  varying  year. 

Near  the  Bull's  horn  light's  rifing  monarch  draws; 
Now  on  it's  back  the  Pleiades  he  thaws : 
From  vernal  heat  pale  winter  forc'd  to  fly, 
Northward  retires,  yet  turns  a  wat'ry  eye ; 
Then  with  an  aguifh  breath  nips  infant  blooms, 
Deprives  unfolding  fpring  of  rich  perfumes, 
Shakes  the  flow-circling  blood  of  human  race, 
And  in  (harp  livid  looks  contracts  the  face. 
Now  o'er  Norwegian  hills  he  ftrides  away ; 
Such  flipp'ry  paths  Ambition's  fteps  betray: 
Turning,  with  fjghs,  far  Ipiral  firs  he  fees, 
Which  bow  obedient  to  the  fouthern  breeze. 
Now  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  creft  he  (hrouds. 
Like  Fame's,  obicur'd  amid  the  whiteuiog  clouds; 

Thence 
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Thence  his  loft  empire  is  with  tears  deplor'd  : 

Such  tyrants  fhed  o'er  Liberty  reftor'd. 

Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light 

Ten  times  the  meafur'd  round  of  mortal  light) 

A  wafte,  pale  glimm'ring,  like  a  moon  that  wanes, 

A  wild  expanfe  of  frozen  fea  contains. 

It  cracks ! — vaft  floating  mountains  beat  the  more ! 

Far  off  he  hears  thofe  icy  ruins  roar, 

Ar.d  from  the  hideous  cram  diftrafted  flies, 

Like  one  who  feels  his  dying  infant's 'cries. 

Near,  and  more  near,  the  rufhing  torrents  found, 

And  one  great  rift  runs  thro'  the  vaft  profound, 

Swift  as  a  fhoqting  meteor;  groaning  loud, 

Like  deep-roll'd  thunder  thro'  a  rending  cloud. 

The  late  dark  pole  now  feels  unfetting  day ; 

In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way; 

O'er  many  a  polar  Alp  to  Ffoft  he  goes, 

O'er  crackling  vales,  embrown'^  with  melting  fnows  } 

Here  bears  ftalk  tenants  of  the  barren  fpace, 

Few  men,  unfocial  thofe — a  barb'rcus  race1. 

At  length  the  cave  appears,  the  race  is  run: 

Now  he  recounts  vaft  conquefts  loft  and  won; 

And,  taleful,  in  th'  embrace  of  Froft  remains, 

Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chains. 

Meanwhile  the  fun  his  beams  on  Cancer  throws, 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmeft  influence  glows. 
From  glowing  Cancer  fall'n,  the  king  of  day, 
Red  thro*  the  kindling  Lion  moots  his  ray  : 
The  tawny  harveft  pays  the  earlier  plough, 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough. 
'Tis  day-fpring.     Now  green  lab'rinths  I  frequent, 
Where  Wifdom  oft  retires  to  meet  Content. 

The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lends; 
From  note  to  note  the  ravifh'd  foul  afcends ; 
As  thus  it  would  the  Patriarch's  ladder  climb, 
By  fome  good  angel  led  to  worlds  fublims: 

Oft 
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Oft  (legends  fay)  the  make,  with  waken'd  ire, 

Like  envy,  rears  in  many  a  fcaly  fpire ; 

Then  fbngfters  droop,  then  yield  their  vital  gore, 

And  innocence  and  mufick  are  no  more! 
Mild  rides  the  morn,  in  orient  beauty  dreft, 

An  azure  mantle,  and  a  purple  veil; 

Which,  blown  by  gales,  her  gemmy  feet  difplay, 

Her  amber  treffes  negligently  gay. 

Collected  now  her  rofy  hand  they  fill, 

And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  dews  Jiftil : 

The  fongful  zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  hours, 

Breathe  fweet,  and  ftrew  her  op'ning  way  with  flow'rs. 
The  chatt'ring  fwallows  leave  their  nefted  care, 

Each  promising  return  with  plenteous  fare  : 

So  the  fond  fwain,  who  to  the  market  hies, 

Stills  with  big  hopes  his  infant's  tender  cries. 
Yonder  two  turtles,  o'er  their  callow  brood, 

Hang  hov'ring  ere  they  feek  their  guiltlefs  foodj 

Fondly  they  bill:  now  to  their  morning  care, 

Like  our  firft  parents,  part  the  am'rous  pair ; 

But,  ah! — a  pair  no  more! — With  fpreading  wings 

From  the  high-founding  cliff  a  vulture  fprings; 
Steady  he  fails  along  th'  aerial  grey, 
Swoops  down,  and  bears  yon  tim'rous  dove  away! 
Start  we !  who,  worfe  than  vultures,  Nimrods  find; 
Men  meditating  prey  on  human-kind  ! 

Wild  beafts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  their  way, 
Where  their  couch'd  young  demand  the  flaughter'd  prey : 
Rooks  from  their  nodding  nefts  black-fwarming  fly, 
And  in  hoarfe  uproar  tell  the  fowler  nigh. 
Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rouz'd,  the  fun 
Is  warn'd  the  blue  ethereal  lleep  to  run  ; 
While  on  his  couch  of  floating  jafper  laid, 
From  his  bright  eye  Sleep  calls  the  dewy  fliadc. 
The  chryftal  dome  tranfparent  pillars  raife, 
Whence,  beam'd  from  Sapphires,  living  assure  plays ; 

The 
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The  liquid  floor,  inwrought  with  pearls  divine. 

Where  all  his  labours  in  Mofaick  fhine. 

His  coronet  a  cloud  of  filver  white; 

His  robe  with  uncoifuming  crimfon  bright, 

Varied  with  gems,  all  heav'n's  cclle&ed  ftore ! 

"While  his  loofe  locks  defcend,  a  golden  fhow'r. 

If  to  his  fteps  compar'd,  we  tardy  find 

The  Grecian  racers,  who  out-ilripp'd  the  wind: 

Fleet  to  the  glowing  race  behold  him  ftart ! 

His  quick'ning  eyes  a  quivering  radiance  dart; 

.And,  while  this  laft  nocturnal  flag  is  furl'd, 

Swift  into  life  and  motion  look  the  world. 

The  fun-flow'r  now  averts  her  blooming  cheek 

From  weft,  to  view  his  eaftern  luftre  break. 

What  gay  creative  pow'r  his  prefence  brings  ! 

Hills,  lawns,  lakes,  villages — the  face  of  things, 

All  night  beneath  fucceflive  fnadows  mifs'd, 

Inftant  begins  in  colours  to  exift ! 

But  abfent  thefe  from  fons  of  riot  keep, 

Loft  in  impure  unmeditating  deep. 

T*  unlock  his  fence  the  new-ris'n  fwain  prepares, 

And  ere  forth-driv'n  recounts  his  fleecy  cares; 

When,  lo!  an  ambufh'd  wolf,  with  hunger  bold, 

Springs  at  the  prey,  and  fierce  invades  the  foldJ 

But  by  the  paftor  not  in  vain  defy'd, 

Like  our  arch-foe  by  fome  celeftial  guide. 

Spread  on  yon  rock  the  fea-calf  I  furvey; 
Bafk'd  in  the  fun  his  Ikin  reflefts  the  day  : 
He  fees  yon  tow'r-like  mip  the  waves  divide, 
And  flips  again  beneath  the  glaffy  tide. 

The  wat'ry  herbs,  and  flirubs,  and  vines,  and  flow're, 
Rear  their  bent  heads,  o'ercharg'd  with  nightly  fhow'rs. 

Hail,  glorious  fun  !  to  whofe  attractive  fires, 
The  weakn'd  vegetative  life  afpires  : 
The  juices,  wrought  by  thy  directive  force, 
Thro'  plants  and  trees  perform  their  genial  courfej 

Extend 
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Extend  in  root,  with  bark  unyielding  bind 
The  hearted  trunk,  or  weave  the  branching  rind  ; 
Expand  in  leaves,  in  flow'ry  blofibms  ihoot, 
Bleed  in  rich  gums,  and  fwell  IP  ripen'd  fruit. 
From  thee,  bright  univerfal  Pow'r,  began 
Inflinft  in  brute,  and  gen'rous  love  in  man. 

Talk'd  I  of  love? — Yon  fwain,  with  am'rous  air, 
Soft  fwells  his  pipe  to  charm  the  rural'fair. 
She  milks  the  flocks;  then,  lifl'ning  as  he  plays. 
Steals  in  the  running  brook  a  confcious  gaze, 

The  trout,  that  deep  in  winter  ooz'd  remains, 
Up-fprings,  and  funward  turns  it's  crimfon  ftains. 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chas'd, 
Now  lur'd  to  ambient  fields  for  green  repaft, 
Seek  their  fmall  vaulted  labyrinths  in  vain; 
Entangling  nets  betray  \he  {kipping  train; 
Red  maflacres  thro'  their  republick  fly, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  by  ruthlefs  fpaniels  die. 

The  fiflier,  who  the  lonely  beach  has  ftray'd, 
And  all  the  live-long  night  his  net-work  fpread, 
Drags  in,  and  bears' the  loaded  fn  a  re  away; 
Where  flounce,  deceiv'd,  th'  expiring  finny  prey. 

Near  Neptune's  temple,  (Neptune's  now  no  more) 
Whofe  ftatue  plants  a  trident  on  the  more, 
In  fportive  rings  the  gen'rous  do'phins  wind, 
And  eye,  and  think  the  image  human-kind: 
Dear,  pleafing  friend  (hip! — See!  the  pile  commands 
The  vale,  and  grim  as  Superfli  ion  ftands! 
Time's  hand  there  leaves  it's  print  of  mofly  green, 
With  hollows  carv'd  for  fnakes  and  birds  obfcene. 

O  Gibbs!  whofe  art  the  folemn  fane  can  raife, 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praife; 
When  moulder'd  thus  the  column  falls  away, 
Like  fome  great  prince  majeftick  in  decay; 
When  Ignorance  and  Scorn  the  ground  fh?.ll  tread, 
Where  Wifdom  tutor'd  and  Devotion  pray'd; 

M  m  Where 
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Where  (hall  thy  pompous  work  our  wonder  claim? 
What,  but  She  Mufe  alone,  preferve  thy  name? 

The  fun  fhines  broken  thro'  yon  arch  that  rears 
This  once  round  fabrick,  half-depriv'd  by  years, 
Which  rofe  a  ftately  colonnade,  and  crown'd 
Encircling  pillars,  now  unfaithful  found; 
In  fragments  thefe  the  fall  of  thofe  forebode, 
Which  nodding,  juft  up-heave  their  crumbling  load. 
High  on  yon  column,  which  has  batter'd  Hood, 
Like  fome  ftripp'd  oak,    the  grandeur  of  the  wood, 
The  ftork  inhabits  her  aerial  neft; 
By  her  are  liberty  and  peace  carefs'd  ; 
She  flies  the  realms  that  own  defpotick  kings, 
And  only  fprcads  o'er  free-born  ftates  her  wings. 
The  roof  is  now  the  daw's  or  raven's  haunt, 
And  loathfome  toads  in  the  dark  entrance  pant, 
Or  fnakes,  that  lurk  to  fnap  the  heedlefs  fly, 
And  fated  bird,  that  oft  comes  fiutt'ring  by. 

An  aqueduft  acrofs  yon  vale  is  laid, 
It's  channel  thro'  a  ruin'd  arch  betray'd; 
Whirl'd  down  a  fteep,  it  flies  with  torrent-force, 
Flames  and  roar?,  and  plows  a  devious  courfe. 

Attracted  mills  a  golden  cloud  commence, 
While  thro'  high-coloor'd  air  ftrike  rays  intenfe. 
Betwixt  two  points,   which  yon  fteep  mountains  fhow, 
Lies  a  mild  bay,   to  which  kind  breezes  flow. 
Beneath  a  grotto,  arch'd  for  calm  retreat, 

Leads  length'ning  in  the  rock be  this  my  feat. 

Heat  never  enters  here,  but  coolnefs  reigns 

O'er  zephyrs,  and  diftilling  wat'ry  veins. 

Secluded  now  I  trace  th'  inilru&ive  page, 

And  live  o'er  fccnes  of  many  a  backward  age  ; 

Thro'  days,  months,  years,   thro'  time's  whole  courfe  I  run, 

And  prefent  ftand  where  time  itfelf  begun. 

Ye  mighty  dead!   of  juft  diilinguifh'd  fame, 
Your  thoughts,  ye  bright  inftruclors  1   here  I  claim : 
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Here  ancient  knowledge  opens  nature's  fprlngs, 
Here  truths  hiftorick  give  the  hearts  of  kings; 
Hence  contemplation  learns  white  hours  to  find, 
And  labours  virtue  on  th' attentive  mind. 
O  lov'd  retreat !  thy  joys  content  beftow, 
Nor  guilt,  nor  mame,  nor  (harp  repentance  know. 
What  the  ?.'t\  Charles  long  aim'd  in  pow'r  to  fee, 
That  happinefs  he  found  referv'd  in  thee. 

Now  let  me  change  the  page — Here  Tolly  weeps, 
While  in  death's  icy  arms  his  Tullia  fleeps, 
His  daughter  crar! — Retir'd  I  fee  him  mourn, 
By  all  the  frenzy  now  of  anguifh  torn. 
Wild  his  complaint  1  nor  fwee^er  forrow's  drains 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  loll  complains. 
Each  friend  condoles,  expottulates,  reproves; 
More  than  a  father  raving  Tully  loves ; 
Or  Salluft  ccnfures  thus  ! — Unheeding  blame, 
He  fchcmes  a  temple  to  his  Tullu's  name. 
Thus  o'er  my  hermit  once  did  grief  prevail; 
Thus  rofe  Olympia's  tomb,  his  moving  tale, 
The  fighs,  tears,  frantick  ftarts,  that  banifh  reft, 
And  all  the  burfting  borrows  of  his  breaft. 

But,  hark  !  a  fudden  pow'r  attunes  the  air; 
Th' enchanting  found  enamour'd  breezes  bear; 
Now  low,  now  high,  they  fink  or  lift  the  fong, 
Which  the  cave  echoes  fweet,   and  fweet  the  creeks  prolong. 

I  liften'd,  gaz'd;  when,  wond'rous  to  behold! 
From  ocean  fteam'd  a  vapour  gath'ring  roll'd  ; 
A  blue  round  fpot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came, 
Spread  broad,  and  redden'd  into  dazzling  flame: 
Full-orl)'  J  it  (hone,  and  dimm'd  the  fwimrning  fight, 
While  doubling  objects  danc'd  with  darkling  light. 
Airuz'd  I  ftood! — amaz'd  I  ftill  remain! — 
What  earthly  pow'r  this  wonder  can  explain? 
Gradual,  at  length,  the  luftre  dies  away; 
My  eyes  reftor'd,  a  mortal  form  furvey. 

M  IK  2  My 
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My  Hermit-friend!  'Tis  he  ! — '  All  hail !'  he  cries; 

*  I  fee,   and  would  alleviate  thy  furprize. 

*  The  vanifh'd  meteor  was  Heaven's  mefTage  meant 
'  To  warn  thee  hence :  I  knew  the  high  intent. 

'  Hear,  then:   in  this  fequefter'd  cave,  retir'd, 

«  Departed  faints  converfe  with  men  infpir'd. 

'  'Tis  facred  ground;  nor  can  thy  mind  endure, 

'  Yet  unprepar'd,  an  intercourfe  fo  pure. 

'  Quick  let  us  hence. —  And  now  extend  thy  views 

'  O'er  yonder  lawn,  there  find  the  heav'n-born  Mufe! 

«  Or  feek  her  where  (he  trufb  her  tuneful  tale 

«  To  the  mid,  filent  wood,  or  vocal  vale; 

'  Where  trees  half  check  the  light  with  trembling  {hades, 

*  Clofe  in  deep  gloom*,  or  open  clear  in  glades j 
«  Or  wher   furrounding  viftas  far  defcend, 

*  The  landfcape  vary'd  at  each  leff'ning  end  ; 

*  She,  only  (he,  can  mortal  thought  refine, 
'  And  raife  thy  voice  to  vifitants  divine.' 


CANTO     V. 

•XTT E  left  the  cave.     '  Be  fear/   faid  I,  «  defy'd ! 
'  Virtue  (for  thou  art  virtue)  is  my  guide.' 

By  time-worn  fteps  a  iteep  afcent  we  gain, 
Whofe  fummit  yields  a  profpecl  o'er  the  plain; 
There,  bench'd  with  turf,   an  oak  our  feat  extends, 
Whofe  top  a  verdant  branch'd  pavilion  bends; 
Viftas  with  leaves  diverfify  the  fcene, 
Some  pale,  fome  brown,  and  fome  of  lively  green. 

Now  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  ftiow'r 
Gleams  on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  glofly  flow'r  j 
Gay  infefts  fparkle  in  the  genial  blaze, 
Various  as  light,  and  countlefi  as  it's  rays; 
Th?y  dance  on  ev'ry  ftream,  and  pi&ur'd  play, 
Till  by  the  wat'ry  racer  fnatch'd  away. 

Now 
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Now  from  yon  range  of  rocks  ftrong  rays  rebound. 
Doubling  the  day  on  flow'ry  plains  around; 
King-cups  beneath  far-ftriking  colours  glance, 
Bright  as  th' ethereal  glows  Me  green  expanfe : 
Gems  of  the  field !— the  topaz  charms  the  fight, 
Like  theie,  effulging  yellow  dreams  of  light; 
From  the  fame  rocks  fall  rills  with  foften'd  force. 
Meet  in  yon  mead,  and  well  a  river's  fource. 
Thro'  her  clear  channel  fhine  her  finny  flioals; 
O'er  fands  like  gold  the  liquid  chryftal  rolls. 
Dimm'd  in  yon  coarfer  moor,  her  charms  decay, 
And  (hape  thro'  ruftling  reeds  a  ruffled  way. 
Near  willows  fhortand  bufhy  fhadows  throw; 
Now  loft,  flie  feems  thro'  nether  tracks  to  flow; 
Yet  at  yon  point  winds  out  in  filver  ilate, 
Like  Virtue  from  a  labyrinth  of  fate.  , 

In  length'ning  rows,  prone  from  the  mountains,  run. 
The  flock  — their  fleeces  glift'ning  in  the  fun  ; 
Her  rtreams  they  feek,  and  'iwixt  her  neighb'ring  tree* 
Recline  in  various  attitudes  of  eafe; 
Where  the  herds  fip,  the  little  fcaly  fry, 
Swift  from  the  (hore,  in  fcatt'ring  myriads  fly. 

Each  liv'ried  cloud  that  round  th'  horizon  glows, 
Shifts  in  odd  fcenes,  like  earth,  from  whence  it  rofc: 
The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jaimine  bow'r, 
And  circling  fettles,  and  deipoils  the  flow'r. 
Melodious  there  the  p'umy  fongfters  meet, 
And  call  charm'd  Echo  from  her  arch'd  retreat, 
Neat-poliuYd  manfions  rife  in  profprfl  gay, 
Time-batter'd  tow'rs  frown  awful  in  decay; 
The  fun  plays  glitt'ring  on  the  rocks  and  fpires, 
And  the  lawn  lightens  with  reflected  fires. 

Here  Mirth  and  Fancy's  wanton  train  advance, 
And  to  ligh.  meafurrs  turn  the  fwimming  dance  ; 
Sweet,   flow-pac'd  Melancholy,   next  appears, 
Pompous  in  grief,  and  eloquent  of  tears. 

Her* 


278  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Here  Meditation  (bines,  in  azure  drefs'd, 
All  ftarr'd  with  gems;   a  fun  adorns  her  crefl: 
Religion,  to  whofe  lifted  raptur'd  eyes 
Seraphick  hofts  defcend  from  op'ning  flcies ; 
Beauty,   who  fways  the  heart,    and  charms  the  fight, 
Whofe  tongue  is  mufick,  and  whofe  fmile  delight; 
Whofe  brow  is  majefty,  whofe  bofom  peace, 
Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  ceafe; 
Whofe  breath  perfumes  the  fpring,  whofe  eye  divine 
Kindled  the  fun,  and  gave  it's  light  to  mine  j 
Here,  in  thy  likeuefs,  fair  Ophelia  *  feen, 
She  throws  kind  luftre  o'er  th'  enliven'd  green. 
Next  her,  Defcription,  rob'd  in  various  hues, 
Invites  attention  from  the  penfive  Mufe  : 
The  Mufe!— me  comes!  refin'd  the  Paflions  wait, 
And  Precept,  ever  winning,  wife,  and  great. 
The  Mufe! — -a  thoufand  fpirits  wing  the  air; 
(Once  men,  who  made,  like  her,  mankind  their  care) 
Enamour'd,  round  her  prefs  th'infpiring  throng, 
And  fwell  to  extafy  her  folemn  fong. 

Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find, 
Fair  Wortley's  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind: 
Whether  her  fight  the  dew-bright  dawn  furveys, 
The  noon's  dry  heat,  or  ev'ning^s  tetnper'd  rays ; 
The  hours  of  florm  or  calm,  the  gleby  ground, 
The  coral'd  fea,  gemm'd  rock,  or  fky  profound  j 
A  Raphael's  fancy  animates  each  line, 
Each  image  ftrikes  with  energy  divine  : 
Bacon  and  Newton  in  her  thought  confpire; 
Nor  fweeter  than  her  voice  is  Handel's  lyre. 

My  hermit  thus:  '  She  beckons  us  away; 
«  Oh !  let  us  fwift  the  high  beheft  obey  !' 

Now  thro'  a  lane,  which  mingling  tracks  have  crofs'd, 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landfcapc  loft, 

*  Mrs.  Oldficld. 

We 
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We  rove.     The  warblers  lively  tunes  eflay, 
The  lark  on  wing,  the  linnet  on  the  fpray, 
While  mufick  trembles  in  their  fongful  throats, 
The  bullfinch  whittles  foft  his  flute-like  notes; 
The  bolder  blackbird  fwells  fonorous  lays, 
The  varying  thrufh  commands  a  tuneful  maze: 
Each  a  wild  length  of  melody  purfues, 
While  the  foft-murm'ring,  am'rous  wood-dove  cooes. 
And  when  in  fpring  thefe  melting  mixtures  flow, 
The  cuckow  fends  her  unifon  of  woe. 

But  as  fmooth  feas  are  furrow'd  by  a  ftorm; 
As  troubles  all  our  tranquil  joys  deform  : 
So,  loud  thro*  air,  unwelcome  noifes  found, 
And  harmony's  at  once  in  difcord  drown'd. 
From  yon  dark  cyprefs  croaks  the  raven's  cry, 
As  diflbnant  the  daw,  jay,  chatt'ring  pie; 
The  clam'rous  crows  abandon'd  carnage  feek, 
And  the  harm  owl  flirills  out  a  lharp'ning  fliriek. 

At  the  lane's  end  a  high-Iath'd  gate's  preferr'd, 
To  bar  the  trefpafs  of  a  vagrant  herd. 
Faft  by,  a  meagre  mendicant  we  find, 
Whofe  ruflet  rags  hang  flutt'ring  in  the  wind : 
Years  bow  his  back,  a  ftaff  fupports  his  tread, 
And  foft  white  hairs  (hade  thin  his  palfy'd  head. 
Poor  wretch  ! — is  this  for  charity  his  haunt? 
He  meets  the  frequent  flight,  and  ruthlefs  taunt. 
On  flaves  of  guilt  oft  fmiles  the  fquand'ring  peer, 
But  pafling,  knows  not  common  bounty  here. 
Vain  thing!  in  what  doft  thoa  fuperior  fhine  ? 
His  our  firft  fire;  what  race  more  ancient  thine? 
Lefs  backward  trac'd,  he  may  his  lineage  draw 
From  men  whofe  influence  kept  the  world  in  awe  ; 
Whofe  worthlefs  fons,  like  thee,  perchance  confum'd 
Their  ample  {lore,  their  line  to  want  was  doom'd. 
So  thine  may  perifli  by  the  courfe  of  things, 
While  his,  from  beggars,  re-afcend  to  kin^s, 

Now, 
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Now,  Lazar !  as  thy  hardfhips  I  perufe, 
On  my  own  ftate  inllruded  would  1  mufe. 
When  1  view  greatnefs,  I  my  lot  lament; 
Ccmpar'd  to  thee,  I  fnatch  fqpreme  content: 
I  might  have  felt,  did  Heav'n  not  gracious  deal, 
A  fate  which  I  muft  mourn  to  fee  thee  feel. 
But  foft!  the  cripple  our  approach  defcries, 
And  to  the  gate,  tho'  weak,  officious  hies. 
I  fpring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way; 
Then,  turning,  with  a  fmile  of  pity,  fay, 

*  Here,  friend  ! — this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
'  Inftance  of  will,  without  the  pow'r  to  give. 

«  Hermit !   if  here  with  pity  we  reflect, 

*  How  muft  we  grieve  when  Learning  meets  negledl? 
'  When  godlike  fouls  endure  a  mean  reftraint;       > 

'  When  gen'rous  will  is  curb'd  by  tyrant  want? 

'  He  truly  feels  what  to  diftrefs  belongs, 

'  Who  to  his  private  adds  a  people's  wrongs  ; 

«  Merit's  a  mark  at  which  difgrace  is  thrown, 

«  And  ev'ry  injur'd  virtue  is  his  own. 

'  Such  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure, 

'  Yet  there  weep  wounds  they  are  deny'd  to  cure  : 

'  Thus  rich  in  poverty;  thus  humbly  great ; 

*  And,  tho'  deprefs'd,  fucerior  to  their  fate. 

«  Minions  in  pow'r,  and  mifers  'mid  their  ftore, 

'Are  mean  in  greatnefs  and  in  plenty  poor. 

'  What's  pow'r  or  wealth  ?  Were  they  not  form'd  for  aid; 

*  A  fpring  for  virtue,  and  from  wrongs  a  made  ? 
'  In  pow'r  we  favage  tyranny  behold, 

'  And  wi'y  av'rice  owns  polluted  gold. 

*  From  golden  fands  her  pride  could  Libya  raife, 

'  Could  me  who  fpreads  no  paftnre  claim  our  praife? 

«  Loath'd  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  monfters  breed, 

«  Where  ferpents,  pamper'd  on  her  venom,  feed, 

«  No  (helt'ry  trees  invite  the  wand'rer's  eye, 

«  No  fruits,  no  grain,  no  gums,  her  tracks  fupply ; 

'On 
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*  On  her  vaft  wilds  no  lovely  profpe&s  run, 

*  But  all  lies  barren,  tho'  beneath  the  fun.' 
My  Hermit  thus.     '  J  know  thy  foul  believes, 

'  '  I'is  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves  ; 

*  Yet  oft  affliction  purifies  the  mind, 

*  Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  means  unkind. 

*  Were  the  whole  known  that  we  uncouth  fuppofe 
'  Doubtlefs  would  beauteous  fymmetry  difclofe. 

*  The  naked  cliff,  that  fmgly  rough  remains, 
'  In  profpeft  dignifies  the  fertile  plains 

*  Lead-colour'd  clouds,  in  (catering  fragments  feen, 

*  Shew,  tho'  in  broken  views,  the  blue  ferene. 

*  Severe  diflreffes  induftry  infpire; 

*  Thus  captives  oft  excelling  arts  acquire, 

'  And  boldly  ftruggle  thro'  a  ftate  of  fhame, 

f  To  life,  eafe,  plenty,  liberty,  and  fame. 

'  Svvord-!aw  has  often  Europe's  balance  gain'd, 

*  And  one  red  vifl'ry  years  of  peace  maintain'd. 

'  We  pafs  thro'  want  to  wealth;  thro'  d?fmal  ftrife, 
'  To  calm  content;  thro'  death,  to  endlefs  life. 

*  Libya  thou  nam'ft — Let  Al'rick's  waftes  appear 
'  Curs'd  by  thofe  heats  that  fruftify  the  year; 

'  Yet  the  fame  funs  her  orange-groves  befriend, 

'  Where  cluft'ring  globes  in  mining  rows  depend. 

'  Here  when  fierce  beams  o'er  withering  plants  are  roll'd, 

'  There  the  green,  fruit  feems  ripen'd  into  gold. 

'  E'en  fcenes  that  flrike  with  terrible  furpme, 

«  Still  prove  a  God,  juft,  merciful,  and  wife. 

«  Sad  wintry  blafts,  that  ftrip  the  autumn,  bring 

*  The  milder  beauties  of  a  flow'ry  fpring. 

*  Ye  fulph'rous  fires!  in  jaggy  lightnings  break; 
«  Ye  thunders  rattle  !  and  ye  nations  fhake! 

*  Ye  Storms  of  riving  flame  the  foreft  tear ! 

«  Deep  crack  the  rocks!  rent  tiees  be  whirl'd  In  air 
'  Reft  at  a  ftroke,  fome  (lately  fane  we'll  mourn, 
1  Her  tombs  wida^fhattcr'd,  and  her  dead  up*torn. 

N  n  «  Were 
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'  Were  noxious  fpirits  not  from  caverns  drawn, 

•  Rack'd  earth  would  foon  in  gulphs  enormous  yawn ; 

•  Then  all  were  lofl ! — Or  fhould  we  floating  view 
'  The  baleful  cloud,  there  would  deftruftion  brew; 
'  Plague,  Fever,  Frenzy,  clofe-engend'ring  lie, 

«  Till  thefe  red  ruptures  clear  the  fully'd  iky.' 

Now  a  field  opens  to  enlarge  my  thought, 
In  parcell'd  trafts  to  various  ufes  wrought: 
Here  hard'ning  ripenefs  the  firft  blooms  behold, 
There  the  laft  bloflbms  fpring-like  pride  unfold. 
Here  fwelling  peas  on  leafy  ftalks  are  feen, 
Mix'd  flow'rs  of  red  and  azure  Ihine  between; 
Whofe  waving  beauties,  heighten'd  by  the  fun, 
In  colour'd  lanes  along  the  furrows  run. 
There  the  next  produce  of  a  genial  fhow'r, 
The  bean  frefh-bloffoms  in  a  fpeckled  flow'r ; 
Whofe  morning  dews,  when  to  the  fun  refign'd, 
With  undulating  fweets  embalm  the  wind. 
Now  daify  plats  of  clover  fquare  the  plain, 
And  part  the  bearded  from  the  beardlefs  grain. 
There  fibrous  flax  with  verdure  binds  the  field,  ' 
Which  on  the  loom  fliall  art-fpun  labours  yield. 
The  mulb'rry,  in  fair  fummer-green  array'd, 
Full  in  the  midft  ftarts  up,  a  filky  fhade. 
For  human  tafte  the  rich-ftain'd  fruitage  bleeds ; 
The  leaf  the  filk-emitting  reptile  feeds. 
As  fwans  their  down,  as  flocks  their  fleeces  leave, 
Here  worms  for  man  their  glofly  entrails  weave. 
Hence  to  adorn  the  fair  in  texture  gay, 
Sprigs,  fruits,  and  flow'rs,  on  figur'd  veflments  play  : 
But  Induftry  prepares  them  oft  to  pleafe 
The  guilty  pride  of  vain  luxuriant  Eafe. 

Now  frequent  dufty  gales  offenfive  blow, 
And  o'er  my  fight  a  tranfient  blindnefs  throw. 
Windward  we  Ihift.     Near  down  th'  ethereal  fteep 
The  lamp  of  day  hangs  hov'ring  o'er  the  deep. 
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Dun  fliades,  in  rocky  (hapes  up  ether  roll'd, 
Projeft  long  fliaggy  points  deep-ting'd  with  gold : 
Others  take  faint  th'  unripen'd  cherry's  dye. 
And  paint  amufing  landfcapes  on  the  eye. 
There  blue-veil'd  yellow,  thro'  a  flcy  ferene, 
In  fwelling  mixture  forms  a  floating  green ; 
Streak'd  thro'  white  clouds  a  mild  vermilion  (nines. 
And  the  breeze  frefhens  as  the  heat  declines. 

Yon  crooked  funny  roads  change  rifmg  views 
From  brown  to  fandy-red  and  chalky  hues: 
One  mingled  fcene  another  quick  fucceeds; 
Men,  chariots,  teams,  yok'd  fteers,  and  prancing  iteeds; 
Which  climb,  defcend,  and,  as  loud  whips  refound, 
Stretch,  fweat,  and  fmoke,  along  unequal  ground. 
On  winding  Thames,  reflecting  radiant  beams, 
When  boats,  fhips,  barges,  mark  the  roughen'd  ftreams, 
This  way  and  that  they  difPrent  points  purfue; 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  ib  fhifts  the  view. 
While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden'd  eyes, 
The  gifts  of  Heav'n  in  gay  profuhon  rife ; 
Trees  rich  with  gums  and  fruits;  with  jewels  rocks; 
Plains  with  flow'rs,  herbs,  and  plants,  and  beeves,  and  flocks ; 
Mountains  with  mines;  with  oak  and  cedar  woods; 
Quarries  with  marble;  and  with  fifh  the  floods; 
In  dark'ning  fpots,  'mid  fields  of  various  dyes, 
Tilth  new  manur'd,  or  naked  fallow,  lies. 
Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos'd  difplay. 
The  green  grafs  yellowing  into  fcentful  hay, 
And  thickfet  hedges  fence  the  full-ear'd  corn, 
And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn. 
Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos'd  the  cultur'd  fcene, 
Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green  ; 
The  native  ftrawberry  red-rip'ning  grows, 
sly  nettles  guarded,  as  by  thorns  the  rofe: 
There  nightingales  in  unprun'd  copfes  build, 
Jn  fliaggy  furzes  lies  the  hare  conceal'd. 

N  n  2  'Tw;.u 
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'Tvvixt  ferns  and  thirties  unfown  flow'rs  amufe, 
And  form  a  lucid  chafe  of  various  hues, 
Many  half-grey  with  duft  ;  confus'd  they  lie. 
Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wand'ring  eye. 

Contemplative,  we  tread  the  flow'ry  plain, 
The  Mufe  preceding  with  her  heav'nly  train: 
When,  lo!   the  Mendicant,  fo  late  behind, 
Strange  view!  now  journevmg  in  our  front  we  find. 
And  yet  a  view  more  ftrange  our  heed  demands: 
Touch'd  by  the  Mufe's  wand,  transform'd  he  ftands. 
O'er  ikm  late  wrinkled  inltant  bea'ity  fpreads  j 
The  late-dimm'd  eye  a  vivid  hi  five  fheds  ; 
Hairs,  once  fo  thin,  now  graceful  locks  decline; 
And  rags,  now  chang'd,  in  regal  veiltnents  ftiine. 

The  Hermit  thus.     «  In  him  the  Bard  behold, 
'  Once  feen  by  midnight's  lamp  in  winter's  cold; 
'  The  Bard  whofe  want  fo  multiply'd  his  woes, 
'  He  funk  a  mortal,  and  a  feraph  rcfe. 
'  See  ! — where  thofe  ftately  yew-trees  darkling  grow, 
'  And  waving  o'er  yon  graves,  brown  horrors  throw, 
'  Scornful  he  points — there,  o'er  his  facred  duft, 
«  A  rile  the  fculpuir'd  tomb  and  labour'd  bull. 
'  Vain  pomp !   beflow'd  bv  oltentatious  Pride, 
'  Who  to  a  life  of  want  relief  deny'd.' 

But  thus  the  Bard.     '  Are  thefc  '.he  gifts  of  Hate? 
'  Gifts  unreceiv'd! — Thefe?  Ye  ungen'rous  great ! 
'  How  was  I  treated  when  in  life  forlorn? 
«  My  claim  your  pity,  but  my  lot  your  fcorn  ! 
'  Why  were  my  ftaciious  hours  oppos'd  by  need  ? 

*  In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed? 

•  Did  I  contemporary  authors  wrong, 

'  And  deem  their  worth  but  as  they  priz'd  my  fong? 
'  Did  I  foothe  vice,  or  venal  Itrokes  betray, 
'  In  the  low-purpos'd,  loud  polemick  fray? 
'  Did  e'er  my  verfe  immodeit  warmth  contain  ? 
«  Or,  once  licentious,  heav'nly  truihs  profane? 

'  Never, — 
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•  Never. — And  yet  when  envy  funk  my  name, 
'  Who  call'd  my  ihadow'd  merit  into  fame? 

'  When,  undeferv'd,  a  prifon's  grate  I  faw, 

4  What  hand  redeem'd  me  from  the  wrefted  law? 

'  Who  cloath'd  me  naked,  or  when  hungry  fed  ? 

•  Why  crufli'd  the  living  ?  why  exto'l'd  the  dead  ?— 
'  But  foreign  languages  adopt  my  lays, 

'  And  difiant  nations  fhame  you  into  praife. 

'  Why  mould  unrelim'd  wit  thefe  honours  caufe? 

•  Cuftom,  not  knowledge,  dilates  your  applaufc: 
'  Or  think  you  thus  a  felf-renown  to  raife, 

'  And  mingle  your  vain  glories  with  my  bays? 

•  Be  yours  the  mould'ring  tomb  !  be  mine  the  lay 
'  Immortal !' Thus  he  feoffs  the  pomp  away. 

Tho'  words  like  thefe  unletter'd  pride  impeach, 
To  the  meek  heart  he  turns  with  milder  fpeech. 
Tho'  now  a  feraph,  oft  he  deigns  to  wear 
The  face  of  human  friendship,  oft  of  care; 
To  walk  difguis'd,  an  objeft  of  relief, 
A  learn'd,  good  man,  long  exercis'd  in  grief; 
Forlorn,  a  friendlefs  orphan  oft  to  roam, 
Craving  fome  kind,  fome  hofpitable  home; 
Or,  like  Ulyfles,  a  low  lazar  Hand, 
Befeeching  Pity's  eye  and  Bounty's  hand; 
Or,  like  Ulyfles,  royal  aid  requeft, 
Wand'ring  from  court  to  court,  a  king  diftrefs'd. 
Thus  varying  fhapes,  the  feeming  fon  of  woe 
Eyes  the  cold  heart,  and  hearts  that  gen'rous  glow; 
Then  to  the  Mufe  relates  each  lordly  name. 
Who  deals  impartial  infamy,  and  fame. 
Oft,  as  when  man,  in  mortal  ftate  deprefs'd, 
His  lays  taught  virtue,  which  his  life  confcfs'd, 
He  now  forms  vifionary  fcenes  below, 
Jnfpiring  patience  in  the  heart  of  \voc; 
Patience!  that  foftens  ev'ry  fad  extreme, 
Thatcafts  thro'  dungeon-glooms  a  chearful  gleam, 

Difarms 
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Difarms  Difeafe  of  pain,  mocks  Slander's  fting, 
And  ftrips  of  terrors  the  terrifick  king, 
'Gainft  Want,   a  fourer  foe,  it's  fucconr  lends, 
And  fmiling  fees  th'  ingratitude  of  friends. 

Nor  are  thefe  tafks  to  him  alone  confign'd, 
Millions  invifible  befriend  mankind. 
When  wat'ry  ftruftures,  feen  crofs  heav'n  t'  afcend, 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order  bend; 
Fancy  beholds,  adown  each  giitt'ring  fide, 
Myriads  of  miffionary  feraphs  glide  ; 
She  fees  good  angels  genial  fhow'rs  beftow 
From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
They  fmile  upon  the  fwain  ;  he  views  the  prize, 
Then  grateful  bends  to  blefs  the  bounteous  flues. 
Some  winds  colleft,  and  fend  propitious  gales 
Oft  where  Britannia's  navy  fpreads  her  fails; 
There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Unequall'd  glory  in  her  fov'reign's  name. 
Some  teach  young  zephyrs  vernal  fweets  to  bear,  >,*g  v  t 
And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air; 
Zephyrs  that  oft,  where  lovers  lift'ning  lie, 
Along  the  grove  in  melting  mufick  die  ; 
And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  poetick  roll 
Seraphick  whifpers  that  abftracl  the  foul. 
Some  range  the  colours  as  they  parted  fly, 
Clear  pointed  to  the  philofophick  eye  ; 
The  flaming  red,  that  pains  the  dwelling  gaze  5 
The  ftainlefs  lightfome  yellow's  gilding  rays; 
The  clouded  orange,  that  betwixt  them  glows, 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  lu lire  owes; 
AH-chearing  green,  that  gives  the  fpring  it's  dye, 
The  bright,  tranfparent  blue,  that  robes  the  fky  j 
And  indico,  which  fliaded  light  difplays; 
And  violet,  which  in  the  view  decays: 
parental  hues,  whence  others  all  proceed, 
An  ever- mingling,  changeful,  countlefs  breed  ; 

Unravell'dt 
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Unravell'd,  variegated,  lines  of  light, 

When  blended,  dazzling  in  promifcaous  white. 

Oft  thro'  thefe  bows  departed  fpirits  range, 

New  to  the  ikies,  admiring  at  their  change  ; 

Each  mind  a  void,  as  when  firft  born  to  earth, 

Behold  a  fecond  blank  in  fecond  birth; 

Then,  as  yon  feraph-bard  fram'd  hearts  below, 

Each  fees  him  here  tranfcendent  knowledge  mow, 

New  faints  he  tutors  into  truth  refin'd, 

And  tunes  to  rapt'rous  love  the  new-form'd  mind. 

He  fwells  the  lyre,  whofe  loud  melodious  lays 

Call  high  hofannas  from  the  voice  of  praife;  , 

Tho'  one  bad  age  fuch  poefy  could  wrong, 

Now  worlds  around  retentive  roll  the  fong ; 

Now  God's  high  throne  the  full-voic'd  raptures  gain, 

Celeftial  hofb  returning  (train  for  ftrain. 

Thus  he,  who  once  knew  want  without  relief, 
Sees  joys  refulting  from  well-fufPring  grief. 
Hark!  while  we  talk,  a  diftant  patt'ring  rain 
Refounds ! — See  !  up  the  broad  ethereal  plain 
Shoots  the  bright  bow  ! — The  feraph  flits  away; 
The  Mufe,  the  Graces,  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  weilern  hill  the  globe  of  light 
Drops  fudden,  faltpurfu'd  by  (hades  of  night. 

Yon  graves  from  winter-fcenes  to  rnind  recall 
Rebellion's  council,  and  rebellion's  fall. 
What  fiends,  in  fulph'rous,  car-like  clouds  up-flew; 
What  midnight  treafon  glar'd  beneath  their  view: 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel-fchcmes, 
Big,  and  more  big,  flupendous  mifchief  feems  ; 
But  Juftice,  rouz'd,  fuperior  ftrength  employs, 
Their  fcheme  wide  matters,  and  their  hope  deftroys, 
Difcord  (he  wills ;  the  miflile  ruin  flies : 
Sudden,  unnatural  debates  arife  ; 
Doubt,  mutual  jealoufy,  and  dumb  difguft, 
Dark-hinted  mutt'rings,  and  avow'd  diftruft : 

To 
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To  fecret  ferment  is  each  heart  refign'd; 

Sufpicion  hovers  in  each  clouded  mind  ; 

They  jar,  accus'd  accufe,  revil'd  revile, 

And  wrath  to  wrath  oppofe,  and  guile  to  guile. 

Wrangling  they  part,  themfelves  themfelves  betray; 

Each  dire  device  flarts  naked  into  day ; 

They  feel  confufion  in  the  van  with  fear; 

They  feel  the  king  of  terrors  in  the  rear. 

Of  thefe  were  three  by  different  motives  fir'd, 
Ambition  one,  and  one  Revenge  infpir'd  : 
The  third,  O  Mammon  !  was  thy  meaner  flave  ; 
Thou  idol  feldom  of  the  great  and  brave. 

Florio,  whofe  life  was  one  continu'd  feaft, 
His  wealth  diminim'd,  and  his  debts  increased, 
Vain  pomp  and  equipage  his  low  defires, 
Who  ne'er  to  intellectual  blifs  afpires; 
He,  to  repair  by  vice  what  vice  has  broke, 
Durft  with  bold  treafons  Judgment's  rod  provoke. 
His  ftrength  of  mind,  by  lux'ry  half  diflblv'd, 
111  brooks  the  woe  where  deep  he  Hands  involv'd  : 
He  weeps,  {lamps  wild,  and  to  and  fro  now  flies  j 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  fends  unmanly  criesj 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjuft  he  bleeds, 
And  now  recants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads  ; 
Now  blames  aflbciates,  raves  with  inward  ftrife, 
Upbraids  himfelf,  then  thinks  alone  on  life. 
He  rolls  red  fwelling  tearful  eyes  around, 
Sore  unites  his  breaft,  and  finks  upon  the  ground: 
He  wails,  he  quite  defponds,  convulfive  lies, 
Shrinks  from  the  fancy'd  axe,  and  thinks  he  dies  ; 
Revives,  with  hope  inquires,  ftops  fliort  with  fear, 
Entreats  e'en  fktt'ry,  nor  the  worft  will  hear; 
The  worft,  alas!  his  doom. — What  friend  replies? 
Each  fpeaks  with  (haking  head  and  downcaft  eyeso 
One  filence  breaks,  then  paufes,  drops  a  tear, 
Nor  hope  affords,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear; 
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But  what  kind  friendfhip  part  referves  unknown 

Comes  thund'ring  in  his  keeper's  furly  tone. 

Enough  ftruck  thro'  and  thro',  in  ghaftly  ftare 

He  ftands  transfix'd,  the  ftatue  of  Defpair; 

Nor  aught  of  life  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows, 

Till  thought  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes : 

Now  pours  a  ftorm  of  grief  in  gufliing  ftreams ; 

That  pafs'd — collected  in  himfelf  he  feems, 

And  with  forc'd  fmile  retires  ;  his  latent  thought 

Dark,  horrid,  as  the  prifon's  difmal  vault. 
If  with  himfelf  at  variance  ever  wild, 

With  angry  Heav'n  how  ftands  he  reconcil'd  ? 

No  penitential  orifons  arife  ; 

Nay,  he  obtefts  the  juftice  of  the  fkies. 

Not  for  his  guilt,  for  fentenc'd  life  he  moans  ; 

His  chains  rough-clanking  to  difcordant  groans, 

To  bars  harfh-grating,  heavy-creaking  doors, 

Hoarfe-echoing  walls,  and  hollow-ringing  floors; 
To  thoughts  more  difibnant,  far,  far  lefs  kind, 

One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 

At  length,  fatigu'd  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies  ; 

But  foon  as  fleep  weighs  down  th'  unwilling  eyes, 

Glad  liberty  appears,  no  damps  annoy, 

Treafon  fucceeds,  and  all  transforms  to  joy. 

Proud  palaces  their  glitt'ring  itores  difplay; 

Gain  he  purfues,  and  Rapine  leads  the  way. 

What  gold !  what  gems! — he  drains  to  feize  the  prize; 

Quick  from  his  touch  diflblv'd,  a  cloud  it  flies! 

Confcious  he  cries—'  And  muft  I  wake  to  weep? 

«  Ah,  yet  return  !  return,  delufive  fleep!' 

Sleep  comes,  but  liberty  no  more — Unkind, 

The  dungeon-glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind. 

Shrill  winds  are  heard,  and  howling  dzmons  call, 

Wide-flying  portals  fcem  unhing'd  to  fall; 

Then  clofe  with  fudden  claps,  a  dreadful  din ! 

He  ftarts,  wakes,  florins,  and  all  is  hell  within, 

O  o  Hia 
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His  genius  flies — Reflefts  he  now  on  prayer? 
Alas!  bad  fpirits  turn  thofe  thoughts  to  air. 
What  (hall  he  next?  What,  ftraight  re-linquifh  breath, 
To  bar  a  publick,  juft,  tho'  lhameful  death? 
Rafh,  horrid  thought !  yet,  now  afraid  to  live, 
Murd'rous  he  flrikes — May  Heav'n  the  deed  forgiv*! 

Why  had  he  thus  falfe  fpirit  to  rebel, 
And  why  not  fortitude  to  fuffer  well? 
Were  his  fuccefs,  how  terrible  the  blow  ! 
And  it  recoils  on  him  eternal  woe, 
Heav'n  this  affliction,  then,  for  mercy  meant, 
That  a  good  end  might  clofe  a  life  mifpent. 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hallow'd  dirge  refound,. 
Far  from  the  compafs  of  yon  facred  ground: 
Full  in  the  centre  of  three  meeting  ways, 
Stak'd  thro'  he  lies — Warn'd  let  the  wicked  gaze. 

Near  yonder  fane,  where  Mis'ry  fleeps  in  peace, 
Whofe  fpire  faft-leflens  as  thefe  fhades  increafe, 
Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft-brew'd  terapefts  roll, 
(Tempefts,  dire  emblems,  Cofmo !  of  thy  foulj) 
There  mark  that  Cofrao,  much  for  guile  renown'df 
His  grave,  by  unbid  plants  of  poifon  crown'd. 
When  out  of  pow'r,  thro'  him  the  publick  good, 
So  ftrong  his  factious  tribe,  fufpended  flood: 
In  pow'r,  vindiftive  actions  were  his  aim, 
And  patriots  perifli'd  by  th'  ungen'rous  flame. 
If  the  beil  caufe  he  in  the  fenate  chofe, 
F.'en  right  in  him  from  Tome  wrong  motive  rofe. 
The  bad  he  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  defpife. 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  fhunn'd  the  wife. 
When  ill  his  purpofe,  eloquent  his  ftrain; 
His  malice  had  a  look  and  voice  humane. 
His  fmile,  the  fignal  of  fome  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniard  or  empoifon'd  fcent: 
Proud,  yet  to  popular  applaufe  a  flave,, 
Nu  friend  he  honour'd,  and  no  foe  forgave. 
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His  boons  unfrequent,  or  unjuft  to  need; 

The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed  : 

But  if  they  chanced  on  learned  worth  to  fall, 

Bounty  in  him  was  oftentation  all. 

No  true  benevolence  his  thought  fublimes, 

His  nobleft  adions  are  illuftrious  crimes. 

Fine  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank'd  with  fame. 

Enhance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  fhame. 

When  parts  and  probity  in  man  combine, 

In  Wifdom's  eye  how  charming  muft  he  mine! 

Let  him,  lefs  happy,  truth  at  leafl  impart, 

And  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart. 

Cofmo,  as  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals 
That  ftorm  of  paffion  which  his  nature  feels: 
He  feels  much  fear,  more  anger,  and  moft  pride; 
But  pride  and  anger  make  all  fear  fubfide. 

Dauntlefs  he  meets  at  length  untimely  fate, 

A  defp'rate  fpirit !  rather  fierce  than  great : 

Darkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coaft, 

A  fullen,  wand'ring,  felf-tormenting  ghoft. 
Where  veiny  marble  dignifies  the  ground, 

With  emblem  fair  in  fculptare  rifing  round, 

Juft  where  a  crofting  length'ning  aifle  we  find, 

Full  eaft,  whence  God  returns  to  judge  mankind, 

Once-lov'd  Horatio  fleeps,  a  mind  elate! 

Lamented  fhade  !  ambition  was  thy  fate. 

E'en  angels,  wond'ring,  oft  his  worth  furvey'd  ; 

«  Behold  a  man  like  one  of  us !'  they  faid. 

Straight  heard  the  Furies,  and  with  envy  glar'd, 

And  to  precipitate  his  fall  prepar'd. 

Firft  Av'rice  came.     In  vain  Self-love  (he  prefs'd; 

The  poor  he  pity'd  ftill,  and  ftill  redrefs'd: 

Learning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend; 

Of  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend. 

Next  came  Revenge:  but  her  eflay  how  vain ! 

Not  hate  nor  envy  in  his  heart  remain. 

00   2  fl 
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No  previous  malice  c<  uld  his  mind  engage, 
Malice,  the  mother  of  vindictive  Rage. 
No — from  his  life  his  foes  might  learn  to  live; 
He  held  it  flill  a  triumph  to  forgive. 
At  length  Ambition  urg'd  his  country's  weal, 
Affuming  the  fair  look  of  Publick  Zeal ; 
Still  in  his  breaft  fo  gen'rous  glow'd  the  flame, 
The  vice,  when  there,  a  virtue  half  became. 
His  pitying  eye  faw  millions  in  diftrefs ; 
He  deem'd  it  godlike  to  have  pow'r  to  blefs: 
Thus,  when  unguarded,  treafon  ftain'd  him  o'er. 
And  virtue  and  content  were  then  no  more. 

But  when  to  death  by  ng'rous  Juftice  doom'd, 
His  genuine  fpirit  faint-like  ftate  refum'd; 
Oft  from  foft  penitence  diitill'd  a  tear, 
Oft  hope  in  heav'nly  mercy  lighten'd  fear; 
Oft  would  a  drop  from  ilruggling  nature  fall, 
And  then  a  fmile  of  patience  brighten  all! 

He  feeks  in  Heav'n  a  friend,  nor  feeks  in  vain  j 
His  guardian  angel  fvvift  defcends  again, 
And  refolution  thus  befpeaks  a  mind 
Not  fcorning  life,  yet  all  to  death  refign'd. 

*  Ye  chains  !  fit  only  to  reftrain  the  will 
«  Of  common,  defp'rate  veterans  in  ill; 

*  Tho'  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare* 

*  Did  e'er  my  rifing  foul  your  preffure  wear? 

*  No  ! — free  as  Liberty,  and  quick  as  light, 

*  To  worlds  remote  fhe  takes  unbounded  flight. 

*  Ye  dungeon  glooms  !  that  dim  corporeal  eyes, 

*  Could  ye  once  blot  her  profpedl  of  the  fkies? 

*  No! — from  her  clearer  fight  ye  fled  away, 

'  Like  Error,    pierc'd  by  Truth's  refiftlefs  rayr 

*  Ye  walls      that  witnefs  my  icpentant  moan; 
'  Ye  echoes  !  that  to  midnight  forrows  groan  ; 
«  Do  I,  in  wrath,  to  you  of  fate  complain, 

Or  once  betray  fear's  moft  inglorious  pain? 

«  Not 
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'  No!— Hail,  twice  hail,  then,  ignominious  death! 
«  Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath ! 
'  Far  greater,  better  far — aye,  far  indeed  ! — 
'  Like  me  have  fufFer'd,  and  like  me  will  bleed. 
'  Apoftles,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs,  all 
c  Like  me  once  fell,  nor  murmur'd  at  their  fall. 
'  Shall  I,  whofe  days,  at  beft,  no  ill  defign'd  ; 
'  Whofe  virtue  fhone  not,  tho'  I  lov'd  mankind; 

*  Shall  I,  now  guilty  wretch!  (hall  I  repine  ! 
'  Ah,  no!    to  juflice  let  me  life  refign. 

'  Quick,  as  a  friend,  would  I  embrace  my  foe! 

'  He  taught  me  patience,  who  firft  taught  me  woe: 

*  But  friends  are  foes,  they  render  woe  fevere; 
«  For  me  they  wail,  from  me  extort  the  tear. 

*  Not  thofe,  yet  abfent,  miffive  griefs,  controul ; 

*  Thefe  periods  weep,  thofe  rave,  and  thefe  condole, 
'At  entrance  (hrieks  a  friend,  with  pale  furprize; 

'  Another  panting,  proftrate,  fpeechlefs  lies: 

'  One  gripes  my  hand,  one  fobs  upon  my  breaft ; 

'  Ah!    who  can  bear?— it  (hocks,  it  murders  reft! 

«  And  is  it  yours,  alas !  my  friends,  to  feel? 

'  And  is  it  mine  to  comfort,  mine  to  heal  ? 

'  Is  mine  the  patience,  yours  the  bofom  (trife? 

'  Ah!  would  ralh  love  lure  back  my  thoughts  to  life? 

'  Adieu!  dear,  dang'rous  mourners!  fwift  depart! 

'  Ah,  fly  me;  fly! — I  tear  ye  from  my  heart! 

'  Ye  faints  !  whom  fears  of  death  could  ne'er  controuT, 

•  In  my  laft  hour  c  .mj>ofe,  fupport  my  foul; 

*  See  my  blood  wa(h  repented  fin  away ; 
'  Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day  !' 

Wiih  word-,  like  thefe  the  deftin'd  hero  dies, 
While  angels  waft  his  foul  to  happier  flcies. 

Diilinciion  now  gives  wav  ;  yet  on  we  talk, 
full  darknefc  deep'ning  o'er  the  formlefs  walk. 
I'Jight  treads  not  with  light  ftep  the  dewy  gale, 
Nor  bright  diiten.d.s  her  itar-embroider'd  veil; 

Her 
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Her  leaden  feet  inclement  damps  diftil, 
Clouds  (hut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vefture  fill. 
An  earth-born  meteor  lights  the  fable  fides; 
Eaftward  it  fhoots,  and,  funk,  forgotten  dies: 
So  Pride,  that  rofe  from  duft  to  guilty  pow'r, 
Glares  out  in-  vain  ;  fo  duft  (hall  Pride  devour. 

Fifhers,  who  yonder  brink  by  torches  gain, 
With  teethfu'l  tridents  ftrike  the  fcaly  train ; 
Like  fnakes  in  eagles  claws,  in  vain  they  ftrive, 
When  heav'd  aloft,  and  quiv'ring  yet  alive. 

While  here,  methought,  our  time  in  converfe  paft, 
The  moon  clouds  muffled,  and  the  night  wore  faft. 
At  prowling  wolves  was  heard  the  maftifPs  bay, 
And  the  warn'd  mafter's  arms  forbade  the  prey  : 
Thus  treafon  fteals,  the  patriot  thus  defcries; 
Forth  firings  the  monarch,  and  the  mifchief  flies. 

Pale  glow-worms  glimmer'd  thro*  the  depth  of  night, 
Scatt'ring,  like  hope,  thro'  fear,  a  doubtful  light: 
Lone  Philomela  tun'd  the  filent  grove, 
With  penfive  pleafure  liflen'd  wakeful  Love  : 
Half-dreaming  Fancy  form'd  an  angel's  tongue, 
And  Pain  forgot  to  groan,  fo  fweet  me  fung. 
The  Night-crone,  with  the  melody  alarm'd; 
Now  paus'd,  now  liften'd,  and  a  while  was  charm'd; 
But,  like  the  man  whofe  frequent  ftubborn  will 
Refiftswhat  kind  feraphick  founds  inftil, 
Her  heart  the  love-infpiring  voice  repell'd, 
Her  breaft  with  agitating  mifchief  fwelPd; 
Which  clos'd  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  deftroy 
The  tuneful  life  that  charms  with  virtuous  joy. 

Now  faft  we  meafure  back  the  tracklefs  way; 
No  friendly  ftars  directive  beams  difplay  : 
But  lo ! — a  thoufand  lights  moot  inftant  rays  ;    . 
Yon  kindling  rock  reflects  the  ftarlling  blaze. 
I  Hand  aftonim'd.     Thus  the  Hermit  cries : 
«  Fear  not,  but  liften  with  enlarg'd  furprize  j 


Still 
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*  Still  mult  thefe  hours  our  mutual  converfe  claim, 

*  And  ceafe  to  echo  ftill  Olympia's  name; 

'  Grot«,  riv'lets,  groves,  Olympia's  name  forget, 

*  Olympia  now  no  fighing  winds  repeat. 

*  Can  I  be  mortal,  and  thofe  hours  no  more; 

'  Thofe  am'rous  hours  that  plaintive  echoes  bore? 

*  Am  I  the  fame  ?  Ah,  no  ! — Behold  a  mind 

*  Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refin'd  ! 

*  Late  months,  that  made  the  vernal  feafon  gay, 

*  Saw  my  health  languifh  off  in  pale  decay: 
'  No  racking  pain  yet  gave  difeafe  a  date, 

'  No  fad  prefageful  thought  preluded  fate. 

'  Yet  number'd  were  my  days — My  deftin'd  end 

*  Near,  and  more  near Nay,  ev'ry  fear  fufpend  !— — 

'  I  pafs'd  a  weary,  ling'ring,  fleeplefs  night; 

*  Then  rofe,  to  walk  in  morning's  eariieit  light : 
'  But  few  my  fteps — a  faint  and  chearlefs  few ! 

'  Refrefliment  from  my  flagging  fpirits  flew. 

'  When,  lo!  retir'd  beneath  a  cyprefs  (hade, 

'  My  limbs  upon  a  flow'ry  bank  I  laid; 

'  Soon,  by  foft-creeping  murm'ring  winds  compos'd, 

*  A  (lumber  prefs'd  my  languid  eyes — they  clos'd! — 

*  But  clos'd  not  long — methought  Olympia  fpoke; 

'  Thrice  loud  (he  call'd,  and  thrice  the  fl umber  broke. 
'  I  wak'd.     Forth-gliding  from  a  neighb'ring  wood, 

*  Full  in  my  view  the  fhadowy  charmer  flood. 

*  Rapt'rous  I  ftarted  up  to  clafp  the  (hade ; 
'But  ftagger'd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade: 

*  A  mantling  chilnefs  o'er  my  bofom  fpread, 

*  As  if  that  inftant  number'd  with  the  dead. 

*  Her  voice  now  fent  a  far  imperfect  found, 

*  When  in  a  fwimming  trance  my  pangs  were  drown'd. 

*  Still  farther  off  fhe  call'd — With  foft  furprize 

*  I  turn'd — but  void  of  flrengtrr,  and  aid  to  rife; 
4  Short,  fhorter,  ftiorter  yet,  my  breath  I  drew, 

*  Then  up  rny  ftruggling  foul  unburden'd  flew ! 

<  Thus 
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'  Thus  from  a  flate  where  fin  and  grief  abide, 

'  Heav'n  fummon'd  me  to  mercy — thus  I  dy'd !' 
He  faid.     Th'  aftonifhment  with  which  I  ftart, 

Like  bolted  ice,  runs  miv'ring  thro*  my  heart. 

*  Art  thou. not  mortal,  then?'  I  cry'd.     But,  lo ! 

His  raiment  lightens,  and  his  features  glow  ! 

In  fhady  ringlets  falls  a  length  of  hair ; 

Embloom'd  his  afpeft  mines,  enlarg'd  his  air: 

Mild  from  his  eyes  enliv'ning  glories  beam, 

Mild  on  his  brow  fits  majefty  fupreme. 

Bright  plumes  of  ev'ry  dye,  that  round  him  flow, 

Veft,  robe,  and  wings,  in  vary'd  luftre  mow. 

He  looks,  and  forward  fteps  with  mien  divine; 

A  grace  celeftial  gives  him  all  to  (hine. 

He  fpeaks — Nature  is  ravim'd  at  the  found, 

The  forefts  move,  and  ftreams  ftand  lift'ning  round! 

Thus  he.     '  As  incorruption  I  afTum'd, 
'  As  inftant  in  immortal  youth  I  bloom'd  ! 
'  Renew'd,  and  chang'd,  I  felt  my  vital  fprings, 
'  With  different  lights  difcern'd  the  form  of  things; 
'  To  earth  my  paffions  fell  like  mifts  away, 

*  And  reafon  open'c!  in  eternal  day. 

'  Swifter  than  thought  from  world  to  world  I  flew, 
'  Celeftial  knowledge  fhone  in  every  view. 
«  My  food  was  truth — what  tranfport  could  I  ink's, 
'  My  profpecl  all  infinitude  of  blifs? 

*  Olympia  met  me  firft  ;  and,  fmiling  gay, 

*  Onward  to  Mercy  led  the  mining  way; 

*  As  far  tranfcendent  to  her  wonted  air, 

'  As  her  dear  wonted  felf  to  many  a  fair ! 

'  In  voice  and  form,  beauty  more  beauteous  fhows, 

*  And  harmony  ftilJ  more  harmonious  grows. 

'  She  points  out  fouls  who  taught  me  Friendfliip's  charms; 
'  They  gaze,  they  glow,  they  fpring  into  my  arms ! 
«  Well  pleas'd,  high  anceftors  my  view  command; 
•Patrons,  and  patriots  all;  a  glorious  band  I 

Horatio 
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'  Horatio>  too,  by  well-born  fate  refin'd, 

'  Shone  out,  white-rob'd  with  faints,  a  fpotlefs  mind ! 

c  What  once  below  ambition  made  him  mifs, 

'  Humility  here  gain'd,  a  life  of  blifs ! 

'  Tho'  late,  let  finners,  then,  from  fin  depart ; 

'  Heav'n  never  yet  defpis'd  the  contrite  heart. 

'  Laft  fhone,  with  fweet  exalted  luftre  grac'd, 

'  The  feraph-bard,  in  higheft  order  plac'd  1 

'  Seers,  lovers,  legiflators,  prelates,  kings, 

'  All  raptur'd  liften,  as  he  raptur'd  fmgs ; 

'  Sweetnefs  and  ftrength  his  look  and  lays  employ, 

*  Greet  fmiles  with  fmiles,  and  ev'ry  joy  with  joy. 
'  Charmful  he  rofe ;   his  ever-charmful  tongue 

'  Joy  to  our  fecond  hymeneals  fung : 
'  Still  as  we  pafs'd,  the  bright  celeftial  throng 
'  Hail'd  us  in  focial  love,  and  heav'nly  fong. 
'  Of  that  no  more  !  my  deathlefs  friendfhip  fee  ? 

*  I  come  an  angel  to  the  Mufe  and  thee. 

'  Thefe  lights  that  vibrate,  and  promifcuous  fhinCi 
'  Are  emanations  all  of  forms  divine. 
'  And  here  the  Mufe,  tho'  melted  from  thy  gaze, 
'  Stands  among  fpirits,  mingling  rays  with  rays. 
'  If  thou  wouldft  peace  attain,  my  words  attend, 
'  The  laft  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend ! 
'  True  joy's  a  feraph,  that  to  heav'n  afpires; 
'  Unhurt,  it  triumphs  midft  celeftial  choirs : 
'  But  mould  no  cares  a  mortal  Hate  moleft, 
'  Life  were  a  flate  of  ignorance  at  beft. 
*  Know,  then,  if  ills  oblige  thce  to  retire, 

*  Thofe  ills  folemnity  of  thought  infpire. 

'  Did  not  the  foul  abroad  for  objedls  roam, 

'  Whence  could  me  learn  to  call  ideas  home? 

'  Juftly  to  know  thyfelf,  perufe  mankind; 

'  To  know  thy  God,  paint  nature  on  thy  mind: 

'  Without  fuch  fcience  of  the  worldly  fcene, 

'  What  is  retirement  ? — Empty  pride,  or  fpleen  ;        » 

P  p  •  But 
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*  But  with  it  wifdom.     There  mall  cares  refine, 
'  Render'd  by  contemplation  half  divine. 

*  Truft  not  the  frantick  or  myfterious  guide, 

*  Nor  ftoop  a  captive  to  the  fchoolman's  pride. 

*  On  Nature's  wonders  fix  alone  thy  zeal ; 

'  They  dim  not  reafon  when  they  truth  reveal  : 

'  So  fhall  religion  in  thy  heart  endure, 

'  From  all  traditionary  falfhood  pure  ; 

'  So  life  make  death  familiar  to  thy  eye ; 

'  So  fhalt  thou  live  as  thou  may'ft  learn  to  die ; 

'  And  tho*  thou  view'ft  thy  worft  oppreffor  thrive, 

'  From  tranfient  woe  immortal  blifs  derive. 

'  Farewel ! — Nay,  ftop  the  parting  tear — I  go, 

'  But  leave  the  Mufe  thy  comforter  below.' 

He  faid  :  inftant  his  pinions  upward  foar; 

He  lefs'ning  as  they  rife,  till  feen  no  more. 

While  Contemplation  weigh'd  the  myilick  view, 
The  lights  all  vanifh'd,  and  the  Vifion  flew. 


LOVE    AND    FRIENDSHIP. 

A    PASTORAL. 

BY    MRS.     ROWE. 

AMARYLLIS. 

WHILE  from  the  fkies  the  ruddy  fun  defcends. 
And  rifing  night  the  ev'ning  made  extends  ; 
While  pearly  dews  o'erfpread  the  fruitful  field, 
And  clofing  flowers  reviving  odours  yield  ; 
Let  us,  beneath  thefe  fpreading  trees,  recite 
What  from  our  hearts  our  mufes  may  indite. 
'Nor  need  we,  in  this  clofe  retirement,  fear 
Left  any  fwain  our  am'rous  fecrets  hear. 
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SYLVIA. 

To  ev'ry  fhepherd  I  would  mine  proclaim, 
Since  fair  Aminta  is  my  fofteft  theme  : 
A  ftranger  to  the  loofe  delights  of  love, 
My  thoughts  the  nobler  warmth  of  friendmip  prove ; 
And,  while  it's  pure  and  facred  fire  I  fing, 
Chafte  goddefs  of  the  groves,  thy  fuccour  bring. 

AMARYLLIS. 

Propitious  god  of  love!  my  breaft  infpire  . 

With  all  thy  charms,  with  all  thy  pleafing  fire. 
Propitious  god  of  love  !   thy  fuccour  bring, 
Whilft  I  thy  darling,  thy  Alexis  fing; 
Alexis,  as  the  op'ning  blofFoms  fair, 
Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  yielding  air. 
For  him  each  virgin  fighs,  and  on  the  plains 
The  happy  youth  above  each  rival  reigns  ; 
With  fuch  an  air,  and  fuch  a  graceful  mien, 
No  fhepherd  dances  on  the  flow'ry  green  : 
Nor  to  the  echoing  groves  and  whifp'ring  fprings, 
In  fweeter  drains  the  tuneful  Conon  fings ; 
When  loud  applaufes  fill  the  crouded  groves, 
And  Phoebus  the  fuperior  fong  approves. 
SYLVIA. 

Beauteous  Aminta  is  as  early  light, 
Breaking  the  melancholy  fhades  of  night. 
When  Ihe  is  near,  all  anxious  trouble  flies ; 
And  our  reviving  hearts  confefs  her  eyes. 
Young  love,  and  blooming  joy,  and  gay  defires, 
In  ev'ry  breaft  the  beauteous  nymph  infpires : 
But  on  the  plain  when  fhe  no  more  appears, 
The  plain  a  dark  and  gloomy  profpecl  wears. 
In  vain  the  ftreams  roll  on  ;   the  eaftern  breeze 
Dances  in  vain  among  the  trembling  trees. 
In  vain  the  birds  begin  their  ev'ning  fong, 
And  to  the  iilent  night  their  notes  prolong ; 

P  p  2  Nor 
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Nor  groves,  nor  chryftal  ftreams,  rior  verdant  field, 
Can  wonted  pleafure  in  her  abfence  yield. 

AMARYLLIS. 

Alexis  abfent,  all  the  penfive  day, 
Jn  fome  obfcure  retreat  I  lonely  ftray ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain, 
In  mournful  accents  and  a  dying  ftrain. 
*  Dear,  lovely  youth  !'  I  cry  to  all  around  : 
'  Dear,  lovely  youth  !'  the  flatt'ring  vales  refound, 

SYLVIA. 

On  flow'ry  banks,  by  ev'ry  murm'ring  fa-earn, 
Aminta  is  my  Mufe's  fofteft  theme  : 
'Tis  me  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine, 
And  with  her  name  my  nobleft  verfc  mall  mine. 

AMARYLLIS. 

I'll  twine  frefh  garlands  for  Alexis'  brows, 
And  confecrate  to  him  my  fofteft  vows  : 
The  charming  youth  (hall  my  Apollo  prove, 
Adorn  my  fongs,  and  tone  my  voice  to  love. 


THE    DREAM. 

BY     AARON     HILL,     ESQ., 

SLow-rifmg  night  had  her  black  flag  unfurl'd, 
And  fpread  her  footy  mantle  o'er  die  world; 
The  waning  moon  fhed,  pale,  a  fickly  light, 
And  ftars  fcarce  twinkled  to  th'  enquiring  fight. 
Half  the  loft  earth,  by  darknefs  over-run, 
Wept,  in  cold  dews,  the  abfence  of  the  fun. 
The  waves  were  hufti'd,  the  winds  forgot  to  roar, 
And  ftorms,  detach'd  in  breezes,  cours'd  the  ihore. 
The  mix'd  creation  was  involv'd  in  fleep; 
Fifties  roll'd,  flumb'ring,  thro'  theftagnate  deep: 
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Beafts,  birds,  and  ferpents,  various  beds  poflefs'd ; 

Some  in  thick  woods,  fome  in  dark  caverns  reft. 

Antipathies  in  common  fleep  took  part ; 

Care  curs'd  not  Thought,  and  Woe  forgot  to  fmart. 

Immerg'd  in  reft  my  drowzy  fenfes  lay, 

And  death's  proud  image  pra&is'd  on  my  clay. 

But  while,  difdainful  of  the  mean  controul, 

No  dull  defires  invade  my  wakeful  foul ; 

Active  th'  infpirer,  fkilful  to  purfue, 

Thro'  the  wild  tracks  of  mazy  mem'ry  flew; 

There,  fcatter'd  images  to  union  brought, 

And  form'd  this  wond'rous  vifion  to  my  thought. 

I  found  myfelf,  at  dead  of  deepeft  night, 
Chear'd  by  no  glimm'ring  fpark  of  remnant  light; 
Lock'd,  in  that  ancient  venerable  pile 
Which  holds  her  facred  duft  who  lately  blefs'd  our  ifle; 
Afcending  damps  the  gloomy  concave  fought, 
And  hung,  imprifon'd,  to  th' impervious  vault: 
While  my  mod  feet  trac'd  fwift  the  dufky  round, 
Hoarfe  echoes  multiply'd  the  trampling  found  } 
The  fweating  ftones  diftill'd  a  noifome  dew, 
And  earthly  fcents  my  death-fed  noftrils  drew. 
Cold  frofts  of  fear  picrc'd  keen  thro*  ev'ry  part, 
And  miv'ring  agues  fhook  my  ice-bound  heart. 
A  hollow  wind,  from  whiftling  murmurs,  bore 
It's  gath'ring  din  more  high,  and  ftrove  to  roar; 
The  tatter'd  trophies  fann'd  the  prifon'd  air, 
And  chill  amazement  ftiffen'd  up  my  hair. 

While  fix'd  I  ftood,  intent  on  rumblings  near. 
And  diftant  groans  alarm'd  my  aching  ear, 
Sudden  the  temple  Ihone  with  rufhing  light, 
And  new-born  terrors  overwhelm'd  my  fight. 
Ghofts,  from  the  loos'ning  pavement  rais'd  their  head. 
And  yawning  graves  difclofe  their  fhrouded  dead. 
Shot  up  in  ftreams,  a  mift  of  fpirits  rife, 
As  morning  exhalations  ftreak  the  flues. 

Soul. 
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Soul-freezing  horror  tingled  through  my  blood, 
And  curdling  fear  bound  hard  the  vital  flood. 
Unbending  nerves  their  dying  vigour  loft, 
And  drooping  life  fcarceheld  her  dang'rous  poft. 
Large  drops  of  fweat  from  every  finger  fhed, 
And  the  whole  frame  of  nature  fhook  with  dread. 

From  the  eaft  end,  where  mould'ring  monarchs  lie, 
And  worms,  luxuriant,  feaft  on  royalty  ; 
Where  each  proud  tomb  fome  duft  of  princes  boafts, 
There  marches  out  a  troop  of  fov'reign  ghofts : 
Each  in  his  fhadcwy  hand  a  fceptre  brings, 
Th'  acknowledg'd  mark  of  pow'r  in  living  kings. 
A  glitt'ring  diadem  each  forehead  wore ; 
Their  robes  trail'd  loofe,  and  fwept  the  honour'd  floor  ! 
With  flow  and  {lately  ftride  the  monarchs  tread, 
And  ev'ry  meaner  fpirit  bows  it's  head. 
In  foremoft  rank,  as  lateft  known  to  fame, 
The  grave-brow'd  ghoft  of  awful  Anna  came ; 
Calm  and  ferene,  the  filent  walks  they  trace, 
And  halt,  regardful,  at  each  folemn  place : 
Vifit  each  tomb  ;  and,  in  myfterious  Hate, 
Hail  the  dry  reronants  of  the  wafted  great. 

This  pomp  of  death  thus  wore  half-night  away, 
And  came  at  length  where  Denmark's  body  lay; 
There  Anna  ftaid,  and  looking  careful  round, 
With  fliadowy  fceptre  touch'd  the  confcious  ground. 
'  'Tis  ftrange,'  fhe  figh'd,  '  that  he  whom  mpft  I  blefs'd, 
•  Has  never  thank'd  me  fince  I  came  to  reft!' 

The  willing  ghoft  his  marbly  fetters  broke, 
And  rofe  up  flovvly  at  the  powerful  ftroke : 
An  air  of  forrow  bent  his  ferious  head, 
His  eyes  fome  feeming  tears  reludlant  fhed. 
With  folded  arms,  and  discontented  look, 
Thrice  bow'd  he  gently,  and  thus  faintly  fpoke. 

«  Hail,  happy  (hade!  reft  here,  unforc'd  to  reign, 
«  Nqr  toil  to  fave  a  ftubborn  land  in  vain : 

'How 
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'  How  did  juft  pity  fweeten  thy  controul ! 

'  How  didft  thou  drain  thy  virtue-propping  foul! 

*  How  didft  thou  wifh  th'  unfinilh'd  courfe  to  run  ! 
'  And  aft  in  will,  what  pow'r  has  lefc  undone ! 

*  For  this,  fince  death,  detraction  wounds  thy  fame, 
'  And  infolent  reproach  corrodes  thy  name. 

'  Ungrateful  people !  unrepenting  ftate  ! 

*  Haft  thou,  O  queen !  deferv'd  th'  ungentle  fate?' 

He  ceas'd :  each  lift'ning  monarch  fhook  his  head, 
While  (he,  to  whom  he  fpoke,  thus  anfwering,  faid, 

*  O,  Denmark!   wonder  not  at  ills  like  thofe; 

*  Angels,  if  crown'd  in  England,  would  have  foes! 

*  Defert  like  mine,  with  living  glories  paid, 
«  Can  fear  no  fcandal,  when  become  a  made. 

'  If  aught's  left  wanting  to  my  people's  pray'r, 

*  Mourn  not  th'  unnnifh'd  progrefs  of  my  care. 

*  When  princes  fome  wifh'd  good  in  vain  purfue, 
«  By  them  not  done,  'tis  left  for  Heav'n  to  do. 

*  Let  us  in  peace  enjoy  our  filent  bed; 

*  Truth  always  triumphs  when  me  ferves  the  dead.' 


THE    ART    OF    COQUETRY. 

BY     MRS.     LENNOX. 

E  lovely  maids',  whofe  yet  unpra&is'd  hearts 
Ne'er  felt  the  force  of  love's  refifllefs  darts; 
Who  juftly  fet  a  value  on  your  charms, 
Pow'r  all  your  wifli,  but  beauty  all  your  arms; 
Who  o'er  mankind  wou'd  fain  exert  your  fway, 
And  teach  the  lordly  tyrant  to  obey; 
Attend  my  rules,  to  you  alone  addrefs'd, 
Deep  let  them  fink  in  every  female  breaft; 
The  queen  of  love  herfelf  my  bofom  fires, 
Aflifts  my  numbers,  and  my  thoughts  infpires : 
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Me  fhe  inftrufted  in  each  fecret  art, 
That  firft  fubdues,   and  then  enflaves  the  heart ; 
The  figh  that  heaves  by  Health,  the  itarting  tear, 
The  melting  languish,  the  obliging  fear; 
Half-utter'd  wifhes,  broken,  kind  replies, 
And  all  the  filent  eloquence  of  eyes; 
To  teach  the  fair  by  various  wiles  to  move 
The  foften'd  foul,  and  bend  the  heart  to  love. 
Proud  of  her  charms,  and  confcious  of  her  face, 
The  haughty  beauty  calls  forth  ev'ry  grace; 
With  fierce  defiance  throws  the  killing  dart; 
By  force  fhe  wins,  by  force  fhe  keeps  the  heart. 
The  witty  fair  a  nobler  game  purfues, 
Aims  at  the  head,  but  the  rapt  foul  fubdaes. 
The  languid  nymph  enflaves  with  fofter  art, 
With  fweet  negledl  me  fleals  into  the  heart; 
Slowly  fhe  moves  her  fvvimming  eyes  around, 
Conceals  her  fhaft,  but  meditates  the  v/ound : 
Her  gentle  languifhments  the  gazers  move, 
Her  voice  is  mufic,  and  her  looks  are  love. 
To  few  tho'  Nature  may  thefe  gifts  impart, 
What  fhe  witholds  the  wife  can  win  from  art  ; 
Then  let  your  airs  be  fuited  to  your  face, 
Nor  to  a  languifh  tack  a  fprightly  grace. 
The  fhort  round  face,  brifk  eyes,  and  auburn  hair, 
Muft  fmiling  joy  in  every  motion  wear; 
The  quick  unfettled  glance  muft  deal  around,  • 
Hide  all  defign,  and  feem  by  chance  to  wound. 
Dark  rolling  eyes  a  languifh  may  aflume; 
Thefe  the  foft  looks  and  melting  airs  become  : 
The  penfivehead  upon  the  hand  reclin'd, 
As  if  fome  fweet  diforder  fill'd  the  mind  ; 
Let  the  heav'd  brrafl  a  itruggling  figh  retrain, 
And  feem  to  flop  th,e  falling  tear  with  pain. 
The  youth,  who  til  the  foft  diftreis  believes, 
Scoa  warits  the  kind  compaffion  which  he  gives. 

But 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  305* 

But  beauty,  wit,  and  youth,  may  fometimes  fail, 

Nor  always  o'er  the  flubborn  foul  prevail : 

Then  let  the  fair-one  have  recourfe  to  art; 

Who  cannot  ftorm,  may  undermine  the  heart. 

Firft  form  your  artful  looks  with  iludious  care, 

From  mild  to  grave,  from  tender  to  fevere. 

Oft  on  the  carelefs  youth  your  glances  dart, 

A  tender  meaning  let  each  glance  impart. 

Whene'er  he  meets  your  looks,  with  modeft  pride 

And  foft  confufion,  turn  your  eyes  afide. 

Let  a  foft  figh  fteal  out,  as  if  by  chance; 

Then  cautious  turn,  and  fteal  another  glance. 

Caught  by  thefe  arts,  with  pride  and  hope  elate, 

The  deftin'd  viftim  rulhes  on  his  fate: 

Pleas'd,  his  imagin'd  victory  purfues, 

And  the  kind  maid  with  foft  attention  views; 

Contemplates  now  her  fhape,  her  air,  her  face, 

And  thinks  each  feature  wears  an  added  grace; 

Till  gratitude,  which  tirfl  his  bofom  proves, 

By  flow  degrees  fublim'd,  at  length  he  loves. 

'Tis  harder  ftill  to  fix  than  gain  a  heart ; 

What's  won  by  beauty,  mull  be  kept  by  art. 

Too  kind  a  treatment  the  bleft  lover  cloys, 

And  oft  defpair  the;"growing  flame  deftroys  j 

Sometimes  with  fmiles  receive  him,  fometimes  tears* 

And  wifely  balance  both  his  hopes  and  fears. 

Perhaps  he  mourns  his  ill-requited  pains, 

Condemns  your  fway,  and  ftrives  to  break  his  chains ; 

Behaves  as  if  he  now  your  fcorn  defy'd, 

And  vhinks  at  leaft  he  mall  alarm  your  pride  : 

But  with  indiiference  view  the  feeming  change, 

And  let  your  eyes  to  feek  new  conquefts  range  j 

While  his  torn  breaft  with  jealous  fury  burns, 

He  hopes,  defpairs,  adores,  and  hates  by  turns; 

With  anguifh  now  repents  the  weak  deceit, 

And  powerful  paffion  bears  him  to  your  feet. 

Q  Strive 
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Strive  not  the  jealous  lover  to  perplex, 
111  fuit  fufpicions  with  that  haughty  fex  ; 
Rafhly  they  judge,  and  always  think  the  worft,, 
And  love  is  often  banifh'dby  diftruft. 
To  thefe  an  open,  free  behaviour,  wear; 
Avoid  difguife,  and  feem,  at  leaft,  fmcere  ; 
Whene'er  you  meet,  affeft  a  glad  furprize, 
And  give  a  melting  foftnefs  to  your  eyes  ; 
By  fome  unguarded  word  your  love  reveal, 
And  anxioufly  the  rifing  blufh  conceal. 
By  arts  like  thefe  the  jealous  you  deceive, 
Then  moft  deluded  when  they  moft  believe. 
But  while  in  all  you  feek  to  raife  defire,. 
Beware  the  fatal  paffion  you  infpire : 
Each  foft  intruding  wifii  in  time  reprove, 
And  guard  againfl  the  fweet  invader,  Love. 
Not  for  the  tender  were  thefe  rules  defign'd, 
Who  in  their  faces  fhow  their  yielding  mind  ; 
Whofe  eyes  a  native  languifhment  can  wear; 
Whofe  fmiles  are  artlefs,  and  whofe  blufh  fmcere: 
But  for  the  nymph  who  liberty  can  prize, 
And  vindicate  the  triumph  of  her  eyes ; 
Who  o'er  mankind  a  haughty  rule  maintains, 
Whofe  wit  can  manage  what  her  beauty  gains. 
Such,  by  thefe  arts,  their  empire  may  improve ; 
And,  unfubdu'd,  controul  the  world  by  love. 


SERIM; 
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S  E  R  I  M; 

O  R, 

THE    ARTIFICIAL    FAMINE. 

AN   EAST-INDIAN  ECLOGUE. 
BY  JOHN  SCOTT, 


*  /^V   Guardian  Genius  of  this  facred  wave! 

V_/    *  O  fave  thy  fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave1/ 
So  Serim  fpoke,  as  fad  on  Ganges'  fhore 
He  fat,  his  country's  miferies  to  deplore  — 
'  O  guardian  genius  of  this  facred  wave! 
c  O  fave  thy  fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave  ! 

*  From  Agra's  tow'rs  to  Muxadabat's  walls, 

*  On  thee  for  aid  the  fuffering  Hindoo  calls  : 

*  Europe's  fell  race  controul  the  wide  domain, 

*  Engrofs  the  harveft,  and  enflave  the  fwain. 

4  Why  rife  thefe  cumb'rous  piles  along  thy  tide? 

*  They  hold  the  plenty  to  our  prayers  denied  ! 

*  Guards  at  their  gates  perpetual  watch  maintain, 
'  Where  Want  in  anguifn  craves  relief  in  vain. 

*'  Bring  gold,  bring  gems,"  th'  infatiate  plunderers  cry; 
•'*  Who  hoards  his  wealth,  by  Hunger's  rage  fhall  die." 
«  Ye  fiends  !  ye've  ravifh'd  all  our  little  (tore  ; 
'  Ye  fee  we  perilh,  yet  ye  aik  for  more  ! 

*  Go  ye  yourfelves,  and  fearch  for  gold  the  mine; 

*  Go,  dive  where  pearls  beneath  the  ocean  mine  ! 

'  What  right  have  ye  to  plague  our  peaceful  land? 

*  No  (hips  of  ours  e'er  fought  your  weftern  flrand: 

*  Ne'er  from  your  fields  we  fnatch'd  their  crops  away, 

*  Nor  made  your  daughters  or  your  fons  our  prey. 

Q_<j  2  'Not 
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'  Not  e'en  in  thought  we  quit  our  native  place—; 
'  A  calm,  contented,  inoffenfive  race! 

•  By  ay.irice  led,  ye  range  remoteft  climes, 
'  And  every  nation  execrates  your  crimes ! 

'  When  Timur's  houfe  renown'd,  in  Delhi  reign'd, 
'  Diftrefs  affiitance  unimplor'd  obtain'd  : 
'  When  Famine  o'er  th'  afflidled  region  frown'd, 

•  And  Sicknefs  languifti'don  the  barren  ground, 

•  Th'  imperial  granaries  wide  difplay'd  their  doors, 

*  And  (hips  provision  brought  from  diftant  fhores  ; 
'  The  laden  camels  crouded  Kurah's  vales, 

'  From  Colgon's  cliffs  they  hail'd  the  coming  fails. 

*  But  ye  '.-—e'en  now,  while  fav'ring  feafons  fmile, 

•  And  the  rich  glebe  would  recompenfe  our  toil, 
'  Dearth  and  Difeafe  to  you  alone  we  owe; 

'  Ye  caufe  the  mifchief,  and  enjoy  the  woe! 

'  This  beauteous  clime,  but  late,  what  plenty  blefs'dj 
'  What  days  of  'pleafure,   and  what  nights  of  reft ! 
'  From  Gola's  ftreets,  fam'd  mart  of  fragrant  grain  ! 
'  Trade's  chearful  voice  refounded  o'er  the  plain; 

•  There  now  lad  Siience  liftens  to  the  waves 

*  That  break  in  murmurs  round  the  rocky  caves. 

•  Sweet  were  the  fongs  o'er  Jumal's  level  borne, 

'  While  bufy  thoufands  throng'd  to  plant  the  corn; 

*  Now  tenfold  tax  the  farmer  forc'd  to  yield, 

*  Defpairs,  and  leaves  unoccupied  the  field. 

•  Sweet  were  the  fongs  of  Burdwan's  mulberry  grove, 

*  While  the  rich  filk  the  rapid  Ihuttle  wove; 

'  Now  from  the  loom  our  coftly  veftments  torn, 
«  Th'  infulting  robbers,  meaneft  flaves,  adorn. 

*  In  Malda's  (hades,  on  Purna's  palmy  plain, 

*  The  haplefs  artifts,  urg'd  to  toil  in  vain, 

'  Quit  their  fad  homes,  and  mourn  along  the  land, 

•  A  penfive,  pallid,  felf-difabled  band ! 

«  The  year  revolves — "  Bring  choiceft  fruits  and  flowers! 
V  Spread  wide  the  board  in  confecrated  bowers  j 

!'  Bripg 
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f  Bring  joy,  bring  fport;   the  fong,  the  dance,  prepare1. 
"  'Tis  Df  ugah's  feaft,  and  all  our  friends  muft  fliare  I" 
'  The  year  revolves — nor  fruits  nor  flowers  are  feen, 
'  Nor  feftive  board  in  bowers  of  holy  green ; 
f  Nor  joy,  nor  fport,  nor  dance,  nor  tuneful  {train: 
'  'Tis  Drugah's  feaft — but  grief  and  terror  reign. 
«  Yet  there,  ingrate!  oft  welcome  guefts  ye  came, 

*  And  talk'd  of  Honour's  laws  and  Friendfrnp's  flame. 

'  The  year  revolves — and  Bifhen's  faft  invites 

*  On  Ganges'  marge  to  pay  the  folemn  rites; 

f  All,  boons  of  Bifhen,  great  Preferver,  crave  ; 
'  All  in  the  facred  flood  their  bodies  lave : 
'  No  more,  alas !— the  multitude  no  more 

*  Bathe  in  the  tide,  orkneel  upon  the  more  ; 

f  No  more  from  towns  and  villages  they  throng, 
,«  Wide  o'er  the  fields,  the  publick  paths  along; 
'  Sad  on  our  ways,  by  human  foot  unworn, 
.'  Stalks  the  dim  form  of  Solitude  forlorn !: — 

*  From  Ava's  mountains  Morn's  bright  eyes  furvejr 

*  Fair  Ganges'  ftreams  in  many  a  winding  ftray : 
.'  There  fleecy  flocks  on  many  an  ifland  feed  ; 

«  There  herds  unnumber'd  pafture  many  a  mead; 

'  (While  noxious  herbs  our  laft  refourcc  fupply, 

«  And,  dearth  efcaping,  by  difeafe  we  die) 

"  Take  thefe,"  ye  cry,   "  nor  more  for  food  complain  j 

"  Take  thefe,  and  flay  like  us,  and  riot  on  the  flain !" 

'  Ah,  no!    our  law  the  crime  abhorr'd  withftands  ; 

'  We  die — but  blood  mail  ne'er  pollute  our  hands. 

«  O  guardian  genius  of  this  facred  wave  ! 

f  Save,  fave  thy  fons,   if  thine  the  power  to  fave  !' 

So  Serim  fpoke — while,  by  the  moon's  pale  beam, 
The  frequent  corfe  came  floating  down  the  ftream. 
He  figh'd!  and  rifmg,  turn'd  his  fteps  to  rove 
Where  wav'd  o'er  Nizim's  vale  the  coco-grove  ; 
There,  'midft  fcon  h'd  ruins,  one  lone  roof  remain'd, 
And  one  forlorn  inhabitant  contain/d* 

Thq 
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The  found  of  feet  he  near  his  threfhold  heard; 
Slow  from  the  ground  his  languid  limbs  he  rear'd: 

*  Come,  Tyrant,  come!  perform  a  generous  part; 

*  Lift  thy  keen  fteel,  and  pierce  this  fainting  heart! 
'  Com'ft  thou  for  gold  ?  My  gold,  alas !  I  gave, 

'  My  darling  daughter  in  diftrefs  to  fave  ! 

*  Thy  faithlefs  brethren  took  the  finning  ftore, 

'  Then  from  my  arms  the  trembling  virgin  tore ! 
'  Three  days,  three  nights,  I've  languifh'd  here  alone— 
'  Three  foodlefs  days,  three  nights  to  fleep  unknown! 
'  Come,  Tyrant,  come!  perform  a  generous  part; 
'  Lift  thy  keen  fteel,  and  pierce  this  fainting  heart!' 

'  No  hoftile  fteps  the  haunt  of  woe  invade!' 
Serim  reply'd — and,  pafiing  where  the  glade 
A  length  of  profpecl  down  the  vale  difplay'd, 
Another  fight  of  mifery  met  his  view  ; 
Another  mournful  voice  his  notice  drew! 
There,  near  a  temple's  recent  ruin,  ftootj 
A  white-rob'd  Bramin,  by  the  facred  flood: 
His  wives,  his  children,  dead  befide  him  lay; 
Of  hunger  thefe,  and  thofe  of  grief  the  prey  ! 
Thrice  he  with  duft  defil'd  his  aged  head ; 
Thrice  o'er  the  ftream  his  hands  uplifted  fpread  : 
«  Hear,  all  ye  Powers,  to  whom  we  bend  in  prayer  ! 

*  Hear,  all  who  rule  o'er  water,  earth,  and  air  ! 
'  'Tis  not  for  them,  tho'  lifelefs  there  they  lie; 
'  'Tis  not  for  me,  tho'  innocent,  I  die; — 

'  My  country's  bread  the  tyger,  Avarice,  rends, 
'  And  loud  to  you  her  parting  groan  afcends. 
'  Hear,  all  ye  Powers,  to  whom  we  bend  in  prayer  ! 
.'  Hear,  all  who  rule  o'er  water,  earth,  and  air ! 

f  Hear,  and  avenge  ! 

'  But  hark!  what  voice  from  yonder  ftarry  fphere 
f  Slides,  like  the  breeze  of  evening,  o'er  my  ear? 
'  Lo,  Birmah's  form  !  on  amber  clouds  enthron'd  ; 
c  His  azure  robe  with  lucid  emerald  zon'd  j 
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«  He  looks  celeftial  dignity  and  grace, 

*  And  views  with  pity  wretched  human  race  !' 

"  Forbear,  rafli  man!  nor  curfe  thy  country's  foes; 

"  Frail  man  to  man  forgivenefs  ever  owes. 

"  When  Moifafoor*  the  fell  to  earth's  fair  plain 

"  Brought  his  detefted  offspring,  Strife  and  Pain, 

*'  Revenge  with  them,  relentlefs  Fury,  came, 

"  Her  bofom  burning  with  infernal  flame  ! 

"  Her  hair  Iheds  horror,  like  the  comet's  blaze; 

"  Her  eyes,  all  ghaftly,  blaft  where'er  they  gaze  ; 

"  Her  lifted  arm  a  poifon'd  cricef  fuflains ; 

"  Her  garments  drop  with  blood  of  kindred  veins ! 

*'  Who  aflcs  her  aid,  muft  own  her  endlefs  reign, 

"  Feel  her  keen  fcourge,  and  drag  her  galling  chain !" 

'  The  ftrains  fublime  in  fweeteft  mufick  clofe, 
'  And  all  the  tumult  of  my  foul  compofe. 
'  Yet  you,  ye  oppreflbrs  !  uninvok'd,  on  you, 
«  Your  fteps,  the  fteps  of  Juftice  will  purfue! 
'  Go,  fpread  your  white  fails  on  the  azure  main ; 
'  Fraught  with  our  fpoils,  your  native  land  regain; 
c  Go,  plant  the  grove,  and  bid  the  lake  expand, 

*  And  on  green  hills  the  pompous  palace  {land: 
'  Let  Luxury's  hand  adorn  the  gaudy  room, 

'  Smoothe  the  foft  couch,  and  flied  the  rich  perfume— 

*  There  Night's  kind  calm  in  vain  (hall  fleep  invite, 

*  While  fancied  omens  warn,  and  fpeftres  fright; 
'  Sad  founds  fliall  iflue  from  your  guilty  walls, 

'  The  widow'd  wife's,  the  fonlefs  mother's  calls; 
«  And  infant  Rajahs'  bleeding  forms  fliall  rife, 
'  And  lift  to  you  their  fupplicating  eyes  ; 
«  Remorfe  intolerable  your  hearts  will  feel, 

*  And  your  own  hands  plunge  deep  th'  avenging  ftecl: 

*  (For  Europe's  cowards  Heaven's  command  difdain; 
'  To  Death's  cold  arms  they  fly  for  cafe  in  vain.) 

*  Moifafoor :  the  Hindoo  author  of  evil,  fimilar  to  our  Satan. 
4  Crice,  an  Indian  dagger. 

'For 
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•  For  us,  each  painful  tr  an  {migration  o'er, 

•  Sweet  fields  receive  us  to  refign  no  more; 

*  Where  Safety's  fence  for  ever  round  us  grows, 

*  And  Peace,  fair  flower,  with  bloom  unfading  blows; 
«  Light's  fun,  unfetting,  ftiiqes  with  chearing  beamj 

«  And  Pleafure's  river  rolls  it's  golden  ftream  !* 
Enrapt  he  fpoke — then  ceas'd  the  lofty  ftrain, 
And  Orel's  rocks  return'd  the  found  again. 
A  Britim  ruffian,  near  in  ambufli  laid, 
Rufh'd  fudden  from  the  cane-ifle's  fecret  {hade ; 
'  Go  to  thy  gods!'  with  rage  infernal  cried, 
And  headlong  plung'd  the  haplefs  fage  into  the  foaming  tidct 


ELEGY, 

TO    THE    MEMORV    OF    AN    U  NFORTTJ  N  ATi.    LADY. 
BY      MR.      POPE. 

WHAT  beck'ning  glioft  along  the  moon-light  {had* 
Invites  my  fteps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  ? 
'Tis  (he ! — but  why  that  bleeding  bofom  gor'd  : 
Why  dimly  gleams  the  vifionary  fword? 
Oh !  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly  1  tell, 
Is  it  in  Heav'n  a  crime  to  love  too  well  ? 
To  bear  too  tenderer  too  firm  a  heart, 
To  ad  a  lover's  or  a  Roman's  part? 
Is  there  no  bright  reverfion  in  the  fky 
For  thofe  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die  ? 

Why  bade  ye  elfe,  ye  pow'rs !  her  foul  afpire 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  low  defire? 
Ambition  firft  fprung  from  your  blefs'd  abodes, 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods  ; 
Thence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows, 
And  in  the  breafts  of  kings  and  heroes  glows. 
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Moft  foub,  'tis  true,  but  peep  oat  once  an  age, 
Dull  fullen  prifoners  in  the  body's  cage: 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  burn  a  length  of  years 
Ufelefs,  unfeen,  as  lamps  in  fepulchres : 
Like  eaftern  kings,  a  lazy  ftate  they  keep, 
And,  clofe  confin'd  to  their  own  palace,  fleep. 

From  thefe,  perhaps,  (ere  Nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  fnatch'd  her  early  to  the  pitying  flcy. 
As  into  air  the  purer  fpirits  flow, 
And  fep'rate  from  their  kindred  dregs  below; 
So  flew  the  foul  to  it's  congenial  place, 
Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  race. 

But  thou,  falfe  guardian  of  a  charge  too  good, 
Thou  mean  deferter  of  thy  brother's  blood ! 
See  on  thefe  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
Thefe  cheeks  now  fading  at  the  blail  of  death : 
Cold  is  that  breaft  which  warm'd  the  world  before, 
And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  muftrollno  more. 
Thus,  if  eternal  Juftice  rules  the  ball, 
Thus  mail  your  wives  and  thus  your  children  fall: 
On  all  the  line  a  fudden  vengeance  waits, 
And  frequent  hearfes  (hall  befiege  your  gates; 
There  paflengers  (hall  (land,  and  pointing,  fay, 
(While  the  long  fun'rals  blacken  all  the  way) 

*  Lo!   thefe  were  they  whofe  fouls  the  Furies  fteel'd, 

•  And  cursM  with  hearts  unknowing  how  to  yield.' 
Thus,  unlamented,  pafs  the  proud  away  ; 

The  gaze  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day! 

So  perifh  all  whofe  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  glowr 

For  others  good,  or  nielt  at  others  woe. 

What  can  atone,  (Oh,  ever-injur'd  (hade  !) 
Thy  fate  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unpaid?    . 
No  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domeftick  tear, 
Pleas'd  thy  pale  ghoft,  or  grac'd  thy  mournful  bier. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  limbs  compo»'d; 

Rr  By 
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By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd, 
By  ftrangers  honour'd,  and  by  Grangers  mourn'd  f 
What  tho'  no  friends  in  fable  weeds  appear, 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year, 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dances  and  the  publick  mow ! 
What  tho'  no  weeping  loves  thy  aflies  grace, 
Nor  polifli'd  marble  emulate  thy  face! 
What  tho'  no  facred  earth  allow  thee  room, 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tomb! 
Yet  mall  thy  grave  with  rifing  flowers  be  drefs'd, 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaft : 
There  mail  the  morn  her  earlieft  tears  beftow, 
There  the  firft  rofes  of  the  year  mail  blow; 
While  angels  with  their  filver  wings  o'erfhade 
The  ground,  now  facred  by  thy  relicks  made. 

So  peaceful  refts,  without  a  ilone,  a  name 
That  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  fame. 
How  lov'd,  how  honour'd  once,  avails  thee  not  j 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot : 
A  heap  of  duft  alone  remains  of  thee  ; 
'Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  fhall  be  I 

Poets  themfelves  muft  fall  like  thofe  they  fung, 
Deaf  the  prais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue 
E'en  he  whofe  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays, 
Shall  fhortly  want  the  gen'rous  tear  he  pays  ; 
Then  from  his  clofing  eyes  thy  form  fhall  part, 
And  the  laft  pang  fhall  tear  thee  from  his  heart; 
Life's  idle  bus'nefs  at  one  gafp  be  o'er, 
The  Mufe  forgot,  and  thou  belov'd  no  more ! 


THE 
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THE    CASTLE    OF    INDOLENCE. 

AN   ALLEGORICAL    POEM. 
IN    TWO    CANTOS. 

BY    MR.    JAMES     THOMSON. 

The  Caftle  hight  of  Indolence, 
And  it's  falfe  luxury; 
Where  for  a  little  time,  alas  ! 
We  liv'd  right  jollily. 

CANTO    L 

O  Mortal  man !  who  liveft  here  by  toil, 
Do  not  complain  of  this  thy  hard  eftate ; 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  muft  ever  moil, 

Is  a  fad  fentence  of  an  ancient  date : 
And  certes  there  is  for  it  reafon  great ; 

For  tho'  fometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and  wail, 
And  curfe  thy  ftar,  and  early  drudge  and  late, 

Withouten  that  would  come  an  heavyer  bale, 
Loofe  life,  unruly  paflions,  and  difeafes  pale. 

Jn  lowly  dale,  faft  by  a  river's  fide, 

With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompafs'd  round, 
A  moft  enchanting  wizard  did  abide, 

Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found. 
It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  fpot  of  ground j 

And  there  a  feafon  atween  June  and  May, 
JIalf  prank'd  vvithfpring,  with  fummer  half  imbrown'd, 

A  liftlefs  climate  made ;  where,  footh  to  fay, 
No  living  wight  could  work,  ne  cared  e'en  for  play. 

Was  nought  around  but  images  of  reft, 

Sleep-foothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between, 

And  flow'ry  beds  that  flumbrous  influence  keft 

From  poppies  breath'd,  and  beds  of  pleafant  green, 

£  r  2  Where 
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Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  feen. 

Mean-time  unnumber'd  glitt'ring  ftreamlets  play'd,    , 
And  hurled  ev'ry-where  their  waters  (been, 

That  as  they  bicker'd  thro'  the  funny  glade, 
Tho'  reftlefs  ftill  themfelves,  a  lulling  murmur  made. 

Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills 

Were  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale, 
And  flocks  loud-bleating  from  the  cihlant  hills, 

And  vacant  fhepherds  piping  in  the  dale; 
And  now  and  then  fweet  Philomel  woald  wail, 

Or  ftock-doves  plain  amid  the  foreft  deep, 
That  drowzy  ruftled  to  the  iighing  gale; 

And  ftill  a  coil  the  grafhopper  did  keep  : 
Yet  all  thefe  founds  yblent  inclined  all  to  fleep. 

Full  in  the  pafTage  of  the  vale,  above, 

A  fable,  filent,  folemn  foreft  flood, 
Where  nought  but  ihadowy  forms  were  feen  to  move, 

As  Idlefs  fancy'd  in  her  dreaming  mood ;    * 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  fide,  a  wood 

Of  blackening  pines,  aye  waving  to  and  fro, 
Sent  forth  a  fleepy  horror  thro'  the  blood: 

And  where  this  valley  winded  out  below, 
The  murmuring  main  was  heard,  and  fcarcely  heard,  to  flow, 

A  pleafmg  land  of  drowzy-head  it  was, 

Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-mut  eye, 
And  of  gay  caftles  in  the  clouds  that  pafs, 

For  ever  fluming  round  a  fummer-fky ; 
There  eke  the  fof  t  Delights,  that  witchingly 

Inftil  a  wanton  fweetnefs  thro'  the  breaft, 
And  the  calm  Pleafures  always  hover'd  nigh; 

But  whate'er  fmack'd  of  noyancc  or  unreft, 
Was  far,  far  off  expelPd,  from  this  delicious  neft. 
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The  landfcape  fuch,  infpiring  perfeft  eafe, 

Where  Indolence  (for  fo  the  wizard  hight) 
Clofe-hid  his  Cattle  raid  embowering  trees, 

That  half  fliut  out  the  beams  of  Phcebus  bright, 
And  made  a  kind  of  checquer'd  day  and  night; 

Mean-while,  unceafing,  at  the  mafly  gate, 
Beneath  a  fpacious  palm,  the  wicked  wight 

Was  plac'd,  and  to  his  lute  of  cruel  fate 
And  labour  harm  complain'd,  lamenting  man's  eftafe. 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crouded  ftill, 

From  all  the  roads  of  earth  that  pafs  there  by ; 
For  as  they  chaunc'd  to  breathe  on  neighbouring  hill. 

The  frefhnefs  of  this  valley  fmote  their  eye, 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  nigh; 

Till  cluftering  round,  th'  enchanter  falfe  they  hung, 
Ymolten  with  his  Syren  melody; 

While  o'er  th'  enfeebling  lute  his  hand  he  flung, 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  thefe  tempting  vcrfes  fung, 

«  Behold  !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold  ! 

'  See  all  but  man  with  unearn'd  pleafure  gay; 
'  See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 

«  Broke  from  her  wintry  tomb  in  prime  of  May ! 

*  What  youthful  bride  can  equal  her  array? 

'  Who  can  with  her  for  eafy  pleafure  vie? 

*  From  mead  to  mead,  with  gentle  wing  to  ftray, 

'  From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  on  balmy  gales,  to  fly, 

*  Is  all  flie  has  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  fky. 

*  Behold  the  merry  minftrels  of  the  morn, 

'  The  fwarming  fongfters  of  the  carelefs  grove, 

*  Ten  thoufand  throats  that  from  the  flowering  thorn 

f  Hymn  their  good  God,  and  carol  fweet  of  love, 

•  Such 
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'  Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  emove : 
'  They  neither  plow  nor  fow;  ne,  fit  for  flail, 

'  Ere  to  the  barn  the  nodden  (heaves  they  drove, 
*  Yet  theirs  each  harveft  dancing  in  the  gale, 

'  Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  fmiles  along  the  vale, 

'  Outcaft  of  Nature,  Man!  the  wretched  thrall 
'  Of  bitter-dropping  fweat,  of  fweltry  pain, 

*  Of  cares  that  eat  away  thy  heart  with  gall, 

'  And  of  the  vices  an  inhuman  train, 
'  That  all  proceed  from  favage  thirft  of  gain ; 

'  For  when  hard-hearted  Intereft  firft  began 
'  To  poifon  earth,  Aftrasa  left  the  plain  ; 

'  Guile,  Violence,  and  Murder,  feiz'd  on  man, 
'  And,  for  foft  milky  dreams,  with  blood  the  rivers  ran, 

'  Come,  ye  !   who  ftill  the  cumbrous  load  of  life 

'  Pufh  hard  up  hill;  but  as  the  fartheft  fteep 
«  You  truft  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  ftrife, 

'  Down  thunders  back  the  ftone  with  mighty  fweep^ 
'  And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep, 

'  For  ever  vain ;  come,  and  withouten  fee, 
'  I  in  oblivion  will  your  forrows  fteep, 

'  Your  cares,  your  toils,  will  fteep  you  in  a  tea 

*  Of  full  delight :  O  come,  ye  weary  wights !  to  me. 

'  With  me  you  need  not  rife  at  early  dawn, 

'  To  pafs  the  joylefs  day  in  various  ftounds; 
'  Or,  louting  low,  on  upftart  Fortune  fawn, 

'  And  fell  fair  honour  for  fome  paltry  pounds  j 
'  Or  thro'  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 

'  To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lye,  and  vifit  pay, 
'  Now  flattering  bafe,  now  giving  fecret  wounds  j 

'  Or  prowl  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 

*  In  venal  fenate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 


'No 


BEAUTIES     OF    POETRY.  319 

*  No  cocks  with  me  to  ruftick  labour  call, 

'  From  village  on  to  village,  founding  clear; 
f  To  tardy  fwain  no  fhrill-voic'd  matron  fquall ; 

'  No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  ftun  your  ear : 
«  No  hammers  thump  ;   no  horrid  blackfmith  fear; 

'  No  noify  tradefman  your  fvveet  fl  umbers  ftart, 
«  With  founds  that  are  a  mifery  to  hear; 

'  But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
'  Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 

'  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent  eafe, 
'  Good-natur'd  lounging,  fauntering  up  and  down  : 

'  They  who  are  pleas'd  themfelves  muft  always  pleafe; 
'  On  other's  ways  they  never  fquint  a  frown, 

*  Nor  heed  what  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town: 

<  Thus  from  the  fource  of  tender  indolence 
«  With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown, 

'  Is  footh'd  and  fweeten'd  by  the  focial  fenfe; 
«  For  intereit,  envy,  pride,  and  ftrife,  are  banifh'd  hence. 

«  What,  what  is  virtue,  but  repofe  of  mind, 

«  A  pure  etherial  calm,  that  knows  no  ftorm, 
'  Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind, 

'  Above  thofe  paflions  that  this  world  deform, 
«  And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm? 

«  But  here,  inftead,  foft  gales  of  paflion  play, 

*  And  gently  ftir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 

*  A  quicker  fenfe  of  joy;  as  breezes  ftray 

*  Acrofs  th'  enliven'd  fkies,  and  make  them  flill  more  gay. 

«  The  beft  of  men  have  ever  lov'd  repofe  j 
«  They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  fijthy  fray, 

*  Where  the  foul  fours,  and  gradual  rancour  grows, 

« Imbitter'd  more  from  peevilh  day  to  day. 

'E'en 
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*  E'en  thofe  whom  Fame  has  lent  her  faireft  ray, 

•  The  moft  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 

•  From  a  bafe  world  at  laft  have  ftol'n  away  : 

'  So  Scipio,  to  the  foft  Cumasan  fhore 
«  Retiring,  tafted  joy  he  never  knew  before. 

'  But  if  a  little  exercife  you  chufe, 

*  Some  zeft  for  eafe,  'tis  not  forbidden  here : 

*  Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  the  mufe, 

«  Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vernal  year; 

•  Or,  foftly  dealing  with  your  wat'ry  gear 

Along  the  brooks,  the  crimfon-fpotted  fry 
'  You  may  delude  ;  the  xvhilft,  amus'd,  you  hear, 

«  Now  the  hoarfe  ftream,  and  now  the  zephyrs  figrf, 
'  Attuned  to  the  birds  and  woodland  melody, 

«  O  grievous  folly!  to  heap  up  eftate, 

«  Lofing  the  days  you  fee  beneath  the  fun  ; 
'  When  fudden  comes  blind  unrelenting  fate, 

'  And  gives  th*  untafted  portion  you  have  won, 
'  With  ruthlefs  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  undone, 

'  To  thofe  who  mock  you  gone  to  Pluto's  reign, 
'  There  with  fad  ghofts  to  pine  and  fhadows  dun: 

'But  fure  it  is  of  vanities  moft  vain, 
«  To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may  obtain.' 

He  ceas'd;  but  flill  their  trembling  ears  retain'd 

The  deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  fongr 
That  by  a  kind  of  magick  power  conftrain'd 

To  enter  in  pell-mell  the  liftening  throng. 
Heaps  pour'd  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  flipp'd  along 

In  filent  eafe ;  as  when  beneath  the  beam 
Of  fummer-moons,  the  diftant  woods  among, 

Or  by  fome  flood  all-filver'd  with  the  gleam, 
The  foft-embodied  fays  thro'  airy  portal  ftream. 
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£y  the  fmooth  demon  fo  it  ordered  was, 

And  here  his  baneful  bounty  nrft  began; 
Tho1  fome  there  were  who  would  not  farther  pafsj 

And  his  alluring  baits  fufpecled  han: 
The  wife  diftruiVthe  too  fair-fpokcn  man. 

Yet  thro'  the  gate  they  call  a  wifhful  eye  : 
Not  to  move  on,  perdie,  is  all  they  can; 

For,  do  their  very  bull,  they  cannot  fly, 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  forely  figh. 

When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizard  faw, 

With  fudden  fpring  he  leap'd  upon  them  ftraight; 
And  foon  as  touch'd  by  his  unhallow'd  paw, 

They  found  themfelves  within  the  curfed  gate, 
Full  hard  to  be  repafs'd,  like  that  of  Fate. 

Not  flronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew, 
Who  fought  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  itate  5 

Tho'  feeble  wretch  he  feem'd,  of  fallow  hue, 
Certes,  who  bides  his  grafp,  will  that  encounter  rue. 

For  whomfoe'er  the  villain  takes  in  hand, 

Their  joints  unknit,  their  finews  melt  apace; 
As  lithe  they  grow  as  any  willow-wand, 

And  of  their  vanifh'd  force  remains  no  trace  ; 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  of  modeft  grace, 

In  all  her  buxom  blooming  Mayoi '  charinsj 
Is  feized  in  fome  lofel's  hot  embrace, 

She  waxeth  very  weakly  as  me  warms ; 
Then,  fighing,  yields  her  up  to  love's  delicious  harnlJ, 

Wak'd  by  the  crowd,  flow  from  his  bench  arofe 
A  comely,  fu!l-fpread  porter,  fwoln  with  fleep ; 

His  calm,  broad,  thoughtlefs  afpeft,  breath'd  repofe, 
And  in  fweet  torpor  he  was  plunged  deep, 

S  f  Ho 
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Ne  could  himfelf  from  ceafelefs  yawning  keep  ; 

While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowzy  liquor  ran, 
Thro'  which  his  half-wak'd  foul  would  faintly  peep$ 

Then,  taking  his  black  ftaff,  he  call'd  his  man, 
And  rouz'd  himfelf  as  much  as  rouze  himfelf  he  can. 

The  lad  leap'd  lightly  at  his  matter's  call: 

He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguifli  page* 
Save  fleep  and  play,  who  minded  nought  at  all. 

Like  moll  the  untaught  ftriplings  of  his  age. 
This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  difengage. 

Garters  and  buckles,  tafk  for  him  unfit, 
But  ill-becoming  his  grave  perfonage, 

And  which  his  portly  paunch  would  not  permit, 
So  this  fame  limber  page  to  all  performed  it. 

Mean-time  the  mafter-porter  wide  difplay'd 

Great  ftore  of  caps,  of  flippers,  and  of  gowns, 
Wherewith  he  thofe  that  enter'd  in  array'd, 

Loofe  as  the  breeze  thai  plays  along  the  downs, 
And  waves  the  fummer-woods  when  evening  frowns. 

O  fair  undrefs  !   belt  drefs  1   it  checks  no  vein, 
But  every  flowing  limb  in  pleafure  drowns, 

And  heightens  eafe  with  grace.     This  done,  right  fain 
Sir  Porter  fat  him  down,  and  turn'd  to  fleeg,  again. 

Thus  eafy  rob'd,  they  to  the  fountain  fped, 

That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  up-threw 
A  ftream  high-fpouting  from  it's  liquid  bed, 

And  falling  back  again  in  drizzly  dew  ; 
There  each  deep  draughts,  as  deep  he  thirfted,  drew. 

It  was  a  fountain  of  Nepenthe  rare, 
Whence,  as  Dan  Homer  fmgs,  huge  pleafaunce  grew, 

And  fweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care, 
J$ir  gladfoms  waking  thoughts,  and  joyoug  dreams  more  fair. 


This 
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This  rite  perform'd,  all  inly  pleas'd  and  ftill, 
Withouten  tromp  was  proclamation  made: 

•  Ye  fons  of  Indolence  !  do  what  you  will, 

'  And  wander  where  you  lilt,  thro'  hall  or  glade; 

*  Be  no  man's  pleafure  for  another  ftaid  ; 

'  Let  each,  as  likes  him  beft,  his  hours  employ, 
'  And  curs'd  be  he  who  minds  his  neighbour's  trade  1 

'  Here  dwells  kind  eafe,  and  unreproving  joy  t 
'  He  little  merits  blifs,  who  others  can  annoy.' 

Straight  of thefe  endlefs  numbers,  fwarming  round 

As  thick  as  idle  motes  in  funny  ray, 
Not  one  eftfoons  in  view  was  to  be  found, 

But  every  man  ftroll'd  off  his  own  glad  way  ; 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  blank  area, 

With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd, 
No  living  creature  could  be  feen  to  ftray, 

While  fcJitude  and  perfect  filence  reign'd, 
So  that  to  think  you  dreamt  you  almoft  was  conftrain'd. 

As  when  a  mepherd  of  the  Hebrid-ifles, 

Plac'd  far  amid  the  melancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fancy  him  beguiles, 

Or  that  aerial  beings  fometimes  deign. 
To  (land  embodied  to  our  fenfes  plain) 

Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low, 
The  whilft  in  ocean  Phoebus  dips  his  wain, 

A  vaft  aflembly  moving  to  and  fro; 
Then  all  at  once  in  air  diflblves  the  wondrous  fhow. 

Ye  gods  of  quiet  and  of  fleep  profound  ! 

Whofe  foft  dominion  o'er  this  caftle  fways, 
And  all  the  widely-filent  places  round, 

Forgive  me  if  my  trembling  pen  difplays 
Sfi 
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What  never  yet  was  fung  in  mortal  lays. 

But  how  fhall  I  attempt  fuch  arduous  firing, 
I  who  have  fpnt  my  nights  and  nightly  days 

In  this  foul-deadening  place  loofe-loltering? 
Ah!  how  fliall  J  for  this  uprear  my  moulted  wing  ? 

Come  on>  my  Mufe;  norftoop  to  low  defpair, 

Thou  imp  of  Jove  !  touch'd  by  celeftial  fire, 
Tuou  yeC  fhalt  fing  of  w?r  and  aftions  fair, 

Which  the  bold  fons  of  Britain  will  infpire  ; 
Of  ancient  bards  thou  yet  fhalt  fweep  the  lyre; 

Thou  yet  fhalt  tread  in  tragick  pall  the  ftage, 
Paint  love's  enchanting  woes,  the  hero's  ire, 

The  fage's  calm,  the  patriot's  noble  rage, 
Dafhing  corruption  down  thro'  every  worthlefs  sg*. 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  fhrill  alarming  bell, 
Ne  curfed  knocker  ply'd  by  villain's  hard, 

Self-open'd  into  halls,  where  who  can  tell 
xWhat  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand 

The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Perfia  land  ? 

Soft  quilts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpe.s  fprcad, 

And  couc:;es  ftretch'd  around  in  feemly  band, 
And  endlefs  pillows  rife  to  prop  the  head; 

So  that  each  fpacious  room  was  one  full-fweiling  bed. 

And  every  where  huge  cover'd  tables  flood, 

With  wines  high-flavour'd  and  rich  viands  crown'd ; 
Whatever  fprightly  juice  or  tafteful  food 

On  the  green  bofom  of  this  earth  are  found, 
And  all  ok:  ocean  genders  in  hij  round  : 

Some  hand  unieen  thefe  filentfy  difplay'd, 
^'en  unuer.iande<j  by  a  fi^n  01  found  ; 

•rou  neicl  but  wiili,  and,  initaiuly  obey'd, 
r.-ng'd  the  dilnes  rpfe,  and  thick  the  glafles  play'd. 


Here. 
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Here  Freedom  reign'd  without  the  lead  alloy; 

Nor  gofitp's  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall, 
Nor  faintly  Spleen,  darft  murmur  at  our  joy, 

And  with  envenom'd  tongue  our  pleafurcs  pall. 
For  why?  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  all; 

To  wit,  that  each  fhou'd  work  his  own  defire. 
And  eat,  drink,  ftudy,  fleep,  as  it  may  fall; 

Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyre, 
And  carol  what,  urjbid,  the  Mufes  might  infpir?. 

The  rooms  with  coftly  tapeftry  were  hung, 

Where  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  tale; 
Such  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  fung, 

Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  vale  ; 
Reclining  lovers  in  the  lonely  dale 

Pour'd  forth  at  large  the  fv/eetly-tortur'd  heart; 
Or,  fighing  tender  paflion,  fvvell'd  the  gale, 

And  taught  charm'd  Echo  to  refound  their  fmart, 
While  flocks,  woods,  ftreams  around,  repofe  and  peace  impart. 

Thofe  pleas'd  the  moft,  where  by  a  cunning  hand 

Depainted  was  the  patriarchal  age, 
What  time  Dan  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  land, 

And  pallur'd  on  from  verdant  ilage  to  ftagc, 
Where  fields  and  fountains  frefh  could  belt  engage* 

Toil  was  not  then  ;  of  nothing  took  they  heed, 
But  with  wild  beafts  the  fylvan  war  to  wage, 

And  o'er  vaft  plains  their  herds  and  Hocks  to  feed. : 
B]efs'd  fons  of  Nature  they!  true  go!  Jen  age,  indeed! 

Sometimes  the  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls, 

Bade  the  gay  bloom  of  vernal  landfcapes  rife; 

Qr  autumn's  varied  Shades  imbrown  the  walls: 
Now  the  black  tempeft  ftrikes  th'  aftonifh'd  eyes, 

Now 
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Now  down  the  ileep  the  flafhing  torrent  flies ; 

The  trembling  fun  now  plays  o'er  ocean  blue, 
And  now  rude  mountains  frown  amid  the  fkies. 

Whate'er  Lorrain  light-touch'd  with  foftening  hue, 
Or  favage  Rofa  dafh'd,  or  learned  Pouffin  drew. 

c]i  found,  too,  here  to  languifnment  inclin'd, 

Lull'd  the  weak  bofom,  and  induced  eafe  : 
Aerial  mufick  in  the  warbling  wind 

At  diftance  rifing  oft,  by  fmall  degrees 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 

It  hung,  and  breath'd  fuch  foul-diflblving  airs, 
As  did,  alas !  with  foft  perdition  pleafe  : 

Entangled  deep  in  it's  enchanting  fnares, 
The  liftening  heart  forgot  al!  duties  and  all  cares. 

A  certain  mufick,  never  known  before, 

Here  lull'd  the  penfive,  melancholy  mind  ; 
.full  eafily  obtain'd.     Behoves  no  more, 

But  fidelong  to  the  gently- waving  wind 
To  lay  the  well-tun'd  inftrument  reclin'dj 

From  which,  with  airy-flying  fingers  light, 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  moft  refin'd, 

The  god  of  winds  drew  founds  of  deep  delight, 
Whence,  with  juft  caufe,  the  harp  of  ^Eolus  it  hight. 

Ah,  me  !  what  hand  can  touch  the  ftring  fo  fine? 

Who  up  the  lofty  diapafan  roll 
Such  fweet,  fuch  fad,  fuch  folemn  airs  divine, 

Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  foul? 
Kow  rifing  love  they  fann'd;  now  pleafing  dole 

They  breath'd  in  tender  mufings  thro'  the  heart  ; 
And  now  a  graver  facred  ftrain  they  ftole, 

As  when  feraphick  hands  an  hymn  impart ; 
WUd-warbling  Nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  Arti 
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.Such  the  gay  fplendor,  the  luxurious  ftate, 

Of  Caliphs  old,  who  on  the  Tigris'  fhore, 
Jn  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great, 

Held  their  bright  court;  where  was  of  ladies  flore, 
And  verfe,  love,  mufick,  Hill  the  garland  wore  : 

When  Sleep  was  coy,  the  bard  in  waiting  there, 
Chear'd  the  lone  midnight  with  the  Mufe's  lore; 

Compofmg  mufick  bade  his  dreams  be  fair, 
And  mufick  lent  new  gladnefs  to  the  morning  air. 

Near  the  pavilions  where  we  flept,   flill  ran 

Soft-tinkling  dreams,  and  darning  waters  fell, 
And  fobbing  breezes  figh'd,  and  oft  began 

(So  work'd  the  wizard)  wint'ry  ftorms  to  fwell, 
As  heav'n  and  earth  they  would  together  mell: 

At  doors  and  windows,  threat'ning,  feem'd  to  call 
The  demons  of  the  tempeit,  growling  fell; 

Yet  the  leaft  entrance  found  they  none  at  all, 
Whence  fweetcr  grew  our  fleep,  fecure  in  mafTy  hall. 

Ami  Imher  Morpheus  fent  his  kindeft  dreams, 

Raifing  a  world  of  gayer  tinft  and  grace; 
O'er  which  were  lhadowy  call  Elyfian  gleams, 

That  play'd  in  waving  lights  from  place  to  place, 
And  filed  a  rofeat  fmile  on  Nature's  face. 

Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  fo  array, 
So  fleece  with  clouds  the  pure  ethereal  fpace  ; 

Ne  could  it  e'er  fuch  melting  forms  difplay, 
As  loofe  on  flowery  beds  all  languifhingly  lay. 

No,  fair  illufions!  artful  phantoms!  no; 

My  Mufe  will  not  attempt  your  fairy  land: 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  you  can  glow; 
'  To  catch  your  vivid  fcencs  too  grofs  her  hand. 

But 
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But  fure  it  is,  was  ne'er  a  fubtler  band 

Than  thefe  fame  guileful  angel-feeming  fprites 

Who  thus  in  dreams  voluptuous,  foft,  and  bland, 
Pour'd  all  th'  Arabian  heaven  upon  our  nights, 

And  blefs'd  them  oft  befides  with  more  refin'd  delight?. 

They  were  in  footh  a  moft  enchanting  train, 

E'en  feigning  virtue ;  ikilful  to  unite 
With  evil  good,  and  ftrew  with  pleafure  pain: 

Bat  for  tliofe  fiends  whom  blood  and  broils  delight, 
Who  hurl  the  wretch,  as  if  td  hell  outright, 

Down,  down  black  gulph's,  where  fullen  waters  fleep, 
*Or  hold  Kim  clamber'ng  all  the  fearful  night 

On  beetling  cliffs,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep, 
They,  till  due  time  mould  ferve,  were  bid  far  hence  to  keep'; 

Ye  guardian  fpirits !  to  whom  man  is  dear, 

From  thefe  foul  demons  fliield  the  midnight  gloorii: 
Angels  of  Fancy  and  of  Love,  be  near! 

And  o'er  the  blank  of  fleep  diffufe  a  bloorh\ 
Evoke  the  facred  (hades  of  Greece  and  Rome, 

And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart ; 
But  chief  awhile,  O  !  lend  us  from  the  tomb 

Thofe  long-loft  friends  for  whom  in  love  we  {mart, 
And  fill  with  pious  awe,  and  joy-mix' d  woe,  the  heart! 

Or,  are  you  fportive — bid  the  morn  of  youth 

Rife  to  new  light,  and  beam  afreih  the  days 
Of  innocence,  flmplicity,  and  truth, 

To  cares  eflrang'd,  and  manhood's  thorny  ways* 
What  tranfport,  to  retrace  our  boyiih  plays, 

Our  ea.fy  blifs,  when  each  thing  joy  fupply'd; 
The  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling  maze 

Of  the  wild  brooks! — But,  fondly  wandering  wide; 
My  Mufe!  refume  the  tafk  that  yet  doth  thee  abide. 


Ori 
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One  great  amufement  of  our  houlhold  was 

In  a  huge  chryftal  magick  globe  to  fpy, 
Still  as  you  turn'd  it,  all  things  thatdopafs 

Upon  this  ant-hill  earth ;  where  conftantly 
Of  idly-bufy  men  the  reftlefs  fry 

Run  hurtling  to  and  fro  with  foolifli  hafte, 
In  fearch  of  pleafures  vain  that  from  them  fly, 

Or  which,  obtain'd,  the  caitiffs  dare  not  tafte  : 
When  nothing  is  enjoy'd,  can  there  be  greater  wafte? 

'  Of  vanity  the  mirror'  this  was  call'd. 

Here  you  a  muckworm  of  the  town  might  fee 
At  his  dull  deflc,  amid'  his  legers  ftall'd, 

Eat  up  with  carking  care  and  penurie, 
Mofl  like  to  carcafe  parch'd  on  gallow-tree. 

'  A  penny  faved  is  a  penny  got;' 
Firm  to  this  fcoundrel  maxim  keepeth  he, 

Ne  of  it's  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
Till  it  has  quench'd  his  fire,  and  baniftied  his  pot. 

Straight  from  the  filth  of  this  low  grub,  behold ! 

Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  fpendthrift  heir. 
All  glofly  gay,  enamell'd  all  with  gold, 

The  filly  tenant  of  the  fummer-air; 
In  folly  loft,  of  nothing  takes  he  care  ; 

Pimps,  lawyers,  ftewards,  harlots,  flatterers  vile, 
And  thieving  tradefmen,  him  among  them  fliare  ; 

His  father's  ghoft  from  Limbo-lake  the  while 
Sees  this,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him  pile. 

This  globe  pourtray'd  the  race  of  learned  men 
Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o'er  the  page 

Backwards  and  forwards :  oft  they  fnatch  the  pen 
As  if  infpir'dj  and,  in  a  Thefpian  rage, 

Tt  Then 
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Then  write,  and  blot,  as  would  your  ruth  engage. 

Why,  authors !  all  this  fcrawl  and  fcribbling  fore, 
To  lofe  the  prefent,  gain  the  future  age? 

Praifed  to  be,  when  you  can  hear  no  more; 
And  muchenrich'd  with  fame,  when  ufelefs  worldly  ftore? 

Then  would  a  fplendid  city  rife  to  view, 

With  carts,  and  cars,  and  coaches,  roaring  all: 
Wide  pour'd  abroad,  behold  the  giddy  crew; 

See  how  they  daih  along  from  wall  to  wall ! 
At  ev'ry  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call ! 

Good  Lord  !  what  can  this  giddy  rout  excite  ? 
Why  on  each  other  with  fell  tooth  t©  fall, 

A  neighbour's  fortune,  fame,  or  peace,  to  blight, 
And  make  new  tirefome  parties  for  the  coming  night. 

The  puzzling  fons  of  Party  next  appeared, 

In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met; 
And  now  they  whifper'd  clofe,  now  flirugging,  rear'd 

Th'  important  moulder ;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  fet. 

No  fooner  Lucifer  recals  affairs, 
Than  forth  they  various  rufli  in  mighty  fret ; 

When,  lo !  pum'd  up  to  pow'r,  and  crown'd  their  cares, 
In  comes  another  fett,  and  kicketh  them  down  flairs. 

But  what  moft  fhew'd  the  vanity  of  life, 

Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire, 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadly  ftrife; 

Moft  Chriftian  kings  inflam'd  by  black  defire, 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire, 

Caufe  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour: 
Of  this  fad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire, 

They  fit  them  down  jaft  where  they  were  before, 
Till  for  new  fcenes  of  woe,  peace  mail  their  force  reffore. 
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To  number  up  the  thoufands  dwelling  here, 

An  ufclefs  were,  and  eke  an  endlefs  talk; 
From  kings,  and  thofe  who  at  the  helm  appear, 

To  gypfies  brown  in  fummer-glades  who  bafk. 
Yea  many  a  man,  perdie,  I  could  unmafk, 

Whofe  defk  and  table  make  a  folemn  mow, 
With  tape-ty'd  trafli,  and  fuits  of  fools  that  aflc 

For  place  or  penfion  laid  in  decent  row  ; 
But  thefe  I  paflen  by,  with  namelefs  numbers  moe. 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 

There  was  a  man  of  fpecial  grave  remark  ; 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erfpread  his  face, 

Penfive,  not  fad,  in  thought  involv'd,   not  dark; 
As  foot  this  man  could  fing  as  morning  lark, 

And  teach  the  nobleft  morals  of  the  heart ; 
But  thefe  his  talents  were  yburied  ftark  : 

Of  the  fine  (lores  he  nothing  would  impart, 
Which  or  boon  Nature  gave,  or  nature-painting  Art, 

To  noontide  fhades  incontinent  he  ran, 

Where  purls  the  brook,  with  fleep-inviting  found; 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  flope  his  wheels  beg  n, 

Amid  the  broom  he  bafc'd  him  on  the  ground, 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  camomoil  are  found  ; 

There  would  he  linger  till  the  lateft  ray 
Of  light  fate  trembling  on  the  welkin's  bound; 

Then  homeward  thro'  the  twilight  fhadows  ftmy, 
Sauntering  and  flow :  fo  had  he  patted  many  a  day. 

Yet  not  in  thoughtlefs  (lumber  were  they  paft  ; 

For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  conceal'd 
Beneath  the  fleeping  embers,  mounteu  faft, 

And  all  it's  native  light  anew  reveal'd  ; 

T  t  2  6ft 


t  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Oft  as  he  travers'd  the  cerulean  field, 

And  mark'd  the  clouds  that  djove  before  the  wind, 
Ten  thoufand  glorious  fyftems  would  he  build, 

Ten  thoufand  great  ideas  fill'd  his  mind; 
But  with  the  clouds  they  fled,  and  left  no  trace  behind. 

With  him  was  fometimes  join'd,  in  filent  walk, 

(Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  fpoke)    * 
One  fhyer  ftill,  who  quite  detelted  talk  ; 

Oft,  flung  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o'erfhadowing  oak; 

There  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
And  on  himfelf  his  penfive  fury  wroke, 

Ne  ever  utter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  fhone 
The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — '  Thank  Heaven  I  the  day  is  done. 

Here  lurk'd  a  wretch  who  had  not  crept  abroad 

For  forty  years,  ne  face  of  mortal  feen  j 
In  chamber  brooding  like  a  loathly  toad, 

And  fure  his  linen  was  not  very  clean. 
Thro'  fecret  loop-holes,  that  had  praftis'd  been 

Near  to  his  bed,  his  dinner  vile  he  took; 
Unkempt,  and  rough,  of  fqualid  face  and  mien, 

Our  Caftle's  Ihame!  whence  from  his  filthy  nook 
We  drove  the  villain  out  for  fitter  lair  to  look. 

One  day  there  chaunc'd  into  thefe  halls  to  rove 
A  joyous  youth,  who  took  you  at  firft  fight; 

Him  the  wild  wave  of  pleafure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  fprightly  tempeft  toffing  light; 

Certes  he  was  a  moft  engaging  wight, 

Of  focial  glee,  and  wit  humane,  tho*  keen, 

Turning  the  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night : 
•  For  him  the  merry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween, 

If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 


But 
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But  not  e'en  pleafure  to  excefs  is  good  : 

What  moft  elates,  then  finks  the  foul  as  low; 
When  fpring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious  flood, 

The  higher  ftill  th'  exulting  billows  flow,  x 

The  farther  back  again  they,  flagging,  go, 

And  leave  us,  grovelling,  on  the  dreary  more. 
Taught  by  this  fon  of  Joy,  we  found  it  fo; 

Who,  whilft  he  ftaid,  kept  in  a  gay  uproar 
Our  madden'd  Caflle  all,  the  abode  of  Sleep  no  more. 

As  when  in  prime  of  June  a  burnifli'd  fly, 

Sprung  from  the  meads,  o'er  which  he  fweeps  along, 
Chear'd  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  iky, 

Tunes  up  amid  thefe  airy  halls  his  fong, 
Soothing  at  firil  the  gay-repofing  throng  : 

And  oft  he  iips  their  bowl ;  or,  nearly  drown'd, 
Jie>  thence  recovering,  drives  their  beds  among, 

And  fcares  their  tender  fleep  with  trump  profound} 
Then  out  again  he  flies,  to  wing  his  mazy  round. 

Another  gueft  there  was,  of  fenfe  refin'd, 

Who  felt  each  worth,  for  ev'ry  worth  he  had; 
Serene,  yet  warm;  humane,  yet  firm,  his  mind, 

As  little  touch'd  as  any  man's  with  bad. 
Him  thro'  their  inmoft  walks  the  Mufes  lad, 

To  him  the  facred  love  of  Nature  lent, 
And  fometimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad; 

When  as  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent, 
To  him  the  better  fort  this  friendly  meflage  fent: 

'  Come,  dwell  with  us,  true  fon  of  Virtue  !  come; 
'  But  if,  alas !  we  cannot  thee  perfuade 

«  To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome, 
«  Ne  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade  ; 

•Yet 
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'  Yet  when  at  laft  thy  toils,  but  ill  apaid, 

«  Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  it's  heavenly  fpark, 

'  Thou  wilt  be  glad  to  feek  the  rural  fhaae, 

'  There  to  indulge  the  Mufe,  and  Nature  mark; 

'  We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear  in  Hagley-Park.' 

Here  whilora  ligg'd  th'  Efopus*  of  the  age; 

But  call'd  by  Fame,  in  foul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  reflor'd  him  to  the  ftage, 

And  rouz'd  him,  like  a  giant,  from  his  fleep. 
E'en  from  his  flumbers  we  advantage  reap: 

With  double  force  th'  eniiven'd  fcene  he  wakes, 
Yet  quits  not  Nature's  bounds.     He  knows  to  keep 

Each  due  decorum.     Now  the  heart  he  fiiakes, 
And  now  with  well-urg'd  fenfe  th'  enlighten'd  judgment  takes. 

*  A  bard  here  dwelt,  more  fat  than  bard  befeems; 

*  Who,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  luft  of  gain, 

*  On  virtue  ftill,  and  Nature's  pleating  themes, 

'  Pour'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  ftrain  : 

*  The  world  forfaking  with  a  calm  difdain, 

•  Here  laugh'd  he  carelefs  in  his  eafy  feat ; 

'  Here  quaff'd,  encircled  with  the  joyous  train, 
'  Oft  moralizing  fage ;  his  ditty  fweet 

*  He  loathed  much  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repeat f.' 

Full  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  was  trod, 

Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  moteefpy; 
A  little,  round,  fat,  oily,  man  of  God, 

Was  one  I  crrefly  mark'd  among  the  fry: 
He  had  a  roguifh  twinkle  in  his  eye, 

And  (hone  all  glittering  with  ungodly  dew, 
If  a  tight  damfel  chaunc'd  to  trippen  by; 

Which,  when  obferv'd,  he  fhrunkinto  his  mew, 
And  ftraight  would  recoiled!  his  piety  anew. 

*  Mr.Quin. 

•f-  This  is  intended  as  the  character  of  Mr.  Thomfon,  and  was  written  by  Leri 
Lyttdton. 

Nor 
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Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe  who  minded  nought 

(Old  inmates  of  the  place)  but  ftate-affairs ; 
They  look'd,  perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  thought, 

And  on  their  brow  fat  every  nation's  cares. 
The  world  by  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  (hares, 

When  in  the  Hall  of  Smoke  they  congrefs  hold, 
And  the  fage  berry  fun-burnt  Mocha  bears 

Has  clear'd  their  inward  eye;  then,  fmoke-enroll'd, 
Their  oracles  break  forth  myflerious  as  of  old. 

Here  languid  Beauty  kept  her  pale-fac'd  court; 

Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  degree, 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  refort, 

Where,  from  grofs  mortal  care  and  bufmefs  free,   , 
They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  eafe  and  luxury: 

Or  mould  they  a  vain  (hew  of  work  aflame, 
Alas  !  and  well-a-day!  what  can  it  be? 

To  knot,  to  tvvift,  to  range  the  vernal  bloom, 
But  far  is  caft  the  diftaff,  fpinning-wheel,  and  loom. 

Their  only  labour  was  to  kill  the  time; 

And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe  : 
They  fit,  they  loll,  turn  o'tr  feme  idle  rhyme, 

Then,  rifmg  fudden,  to  the  glafs  they  go, 
Or  faunter  forth,  with  tott'ring  ftep  and  flow: 

This  foon  too  rude  an  exercife  they  find ; 
Straight  on  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they  throw. 

Where  hours  on  hours  they  fighing  lie  rcclin'd, 
And  court  the  vapoury  god  foft- breathing  in  the  wind. 

Now  muft  I  mark  the  villainy  we  found  ; 

But,  ah  !  too  late,  as  fhall  eftfoons  be  (hewn. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  ground, 

Where  ftill  our  inmates,  when  unpleafmg  grown, 

DifeasM 
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Difeas'd  and  loathfome,  privily  were  thrown. 

Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languilh'd  there, 
Unpity'd,  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan; 

For  of  thefe  wretches  taken  was  no  care, 
Fierce  fiends  and  hags  of  hell  their  only  nurfes  were. 

Alas,  the  change !  from  fcenes  of  joy  and  reft 

To  this  dark  den,  where  Sicknefs  tofs'd  alway. 
Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  fleep  opprefs'd, 

Stretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day; 

To  ftir  him  from  his  traunce  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  fhut  ftraightway; 

He  led,  1  wot,  the  fofteft  way  to  death, 
And  taught  withouten  pain  and  ftrife  to  yield  the  breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound, 

Soft-fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropfy : 
Unwieldy  man !  with  belly  monftrous  round, 

For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply ; 
For  Hill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 

And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  fit, 
Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye, 

Who  vexed  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit, 
And  fome  her  frantick  deem'd,  and  fome  her  deem'd  a  wit 

A  lady  proud  me  was,  of  ancient  blood, 

Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low ; 
She  felt,  or  fancy'd,  in  her  fluttering  mood, 

All  the  difeafes  which  the  fpittles  know, 
And  fought  all  phyfick  which  the  mops  beftow, 

And  ftill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try, 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro  ; 

For  fometimes  {he  would  laugh,  and  fometimes  cry, 
Then  fudden  waxed  wroth,  and  all  flie  knew  not  why. 


Faft 
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Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  maiden  pin'd, 

With  aching  head  and  fqueamifh  heart-burnings; 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  fhe  feera'd  to  hate  mankind, 

Yet  lov'din  fecret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  makes  his  chilling  wings ; 

The  fleepjefs  Gout  here  counts  the  crowing  cocks; 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  ferpent  flings ; 

Whilft  Apoplexy  cramm'd  Intemperance  knocks 
Down  to  the  ground  at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox. 


C  A  N  T  O    II. 

The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Indufrry, 
And  his  atchieVements  fair, 
That  by  his  Cattle's  overthrow 
Secur'd  and  crowned  were. 

IgS  C  AP'D  the  Cattle  of  the  fire  of  fin, 
^~*  Ah  !  where  mall  I  fo  fweet  a  dwelling  find? 
For  all  around  \vithout,  and  all  within, 

Nothing  fave  what  delightful  was  and  kind, 
Of  goodnefs  favouring  and  a  tender  mind, 

E'er  rofe  to  view.    But  now  another  ftrain 
Of  doleful  note,  alas !  remains  behind : 

I  now  mutt  fmg  of  pleafure  turn'd  to  pain, 
And  of  the  falfe  'enchanter,  Indolence,  complain. 

Is  there  no  patron  to  proteft  the  Mufe, 

And  fence  for  her  Parnaflus*  barren  foil? 
To  every  labo'ur  it's  reward  accraes, ' 

And  they  are  fure  of  bread  who  fwink  and  moil; 
But  a  fell  tribe  th'  Ao'nian  hive  defpoil, 

As  ruthlefs  wafps  oft  rob  the  painful  bee: 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  that  nobleft  toil, 

Ne  for  the  Mafcs  other  meed  decree, 
They  praifed  are  alone,  and  flarve  right  merrily. 

U  u  I  «are 
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I  care  not,  Fortune,  what  you  me  deny  ! 

You  cannot  rob  me  of  free  Nature's  grace; 
You  cannot  fhat  the  windows  of  the  flcy, 

Thro'  which  Aurora  (hews  her  brightening  face  ; 
You  cannot  bar  my  conftaat  feet  to  trace 

The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  fiream,  at  ere ', 
Let  health  my  nerres  and  finer  fibre*  brace, 

And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  cMldren  leave ; 
Of  fancy,  reafon,  virtue,  nouglrt  can  me  bereave. 

Come,  their,  my  Mufe  !  and  raife  a  bolder  fong; 

Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  floth, 
Bragging  the  la*y  langsid  line  along; 

Fond  to  begin,  but  ftill  to  finiih  loath 
Thy  half- writ  fcrolls,  all  eaten  by  the  moth: 

Arife,  and  fing  that  generous  imp  of  fame* 
Who  with  the  fens  of  Softnefs  nobly  wroth, 

To  fweep  away  this  human  lumber  came, 
Or  in  a  chofcn  few  to  rouze  the  {lumbering  flame- 

In  Fairy-land  there  HrM  a  knight  of  old, 

Of  feature  ftero,  Sefvaggio  well  yclep'd; 
A  rough,  onpolim'd  man,  robuft  and  bold, 

But  wond'rotis  poor;  he  neither  fow'd  nor  reapM. 
Ue  ftores  in  fumaner  for  cold  winter  heap'd  j 

In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore ; 
Now  fcorch'd  by  June,  now  in  November  ftcep'd ; 

Now  pinch' d  by  biting  January  fore, 
He  ftill  in  woods  purfu'd  the  libbard  aad  the  boar* 

i 
As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn>, 

Prick'd  thro'  the  foreft  to  diflodge  his  prejr, 
Deep  in  the  winding  bofom  of  a  lawn, 
With  wood  wild- fring'd,  he  mark'd  a  taper's  rajy 
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That  from  the  beating  rain  and  wintry  fray 

Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  fteps  decoy: 
There,  op  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day, 

He  found  dame  Poverty,  nor  fair  nor  coy; 
Her  he  comprcfs'd,  and  fill'd  her  with  a  lufty  boy. 

Amid  the  green-wood  fliade  this  boy  was  bred. 

And  grew  at  laft  a  knight  of  muckel  fame, 
Of  a£live  mind  and  vigorous  luftyhed, 

The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Induftry  by  name: 
Earth  was  his  bed,  the  boughs  his  roof  did  frame; 

He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  flowing  ftream; 
His  tafteful,  well-earn'd  food,  the  fylvan  game. 

Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands  teem ; 
The  fame  to  him  glad  fummer,  or  the  winter  breme. 

So  pafs'd  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care. 

Wild  as  the  colts  that  thro'  the  commons  run ; 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were, 

He  of  the  foreft  feem'd  to  be  the  fon; 
And  certes  had  been  utterly  undone, 

But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took, 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne, 

That  teach  to  tame  the  foil  and  rule  the  crook ; 
Nc  did  the  facred  Nine  difdain  a  gentle  look. 

Of  fertile  genius,  him  they  nurtur'd  well 

In  every  fcience,  and  in  every  art, 
By  which  mankind  the  though tlefs  brutes  excel. 

That  can  or  ufe,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart, 
Difclofing  all  the  powers  of  head  and  heart; 

Ne  were  the  goodly  exercifes  fpar'd 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  alert, 

And  mix  elailick  force  with  firmnefs  hard : 
W«  never  knight  on  ground  mote  be  with  him  compar'd. 

Una  Sometimes 
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Sometimes  with  early  morn  he  mounted  gay 

The  hunter-fteed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale, 
And  drew  the  rofeat  breath  off.  orient  day; 

Sometimes  retiring  tc  the  fecret  vale  ,       - 

Yclad  in  fteel,  and  bright  with  barnim'd  mail, 

He  ftrain'd  the.bow,  ortofs'd  .thq.  founding  fpear; 
Or,  darting  on  the  goal,  out-ftripp'd  the  gale, 

Or  wheel'd'the  chariot  in  it's  mid-career; 
Or,  ftrenuous,  wreftledhard  with  many  a  tcugh  compee.-. 

At  other  times  he  pry'd  thro'  Nature's  ftore 

Whate'er  ihe  in  th'  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate'er  me  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor, 

•  ,  •'    •  .  ' 

•     The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns ; 

43       •  .      •  ° 

Or  elfe  he  fcann'd  the  globe,  thofe  fmall  domains 

Where  reftlefs  mortals  fuch  a  turmoil  keep,          f  ^ 
Jt's  feas,  it's  floods,  it's  mountains,  and  it's  plains ; 

But  more  he  fearch'd  the  mind,  and  rouz'd  from  lleep. 
Thofe  moral  feeds  whence  we  heroick  actions  reap. 

Nor  would  he  fcorn  tafloop  from  high  purfuits, 

Of  heavenly  Truth,  and  pradlife  what  flie  taught. 
Vain  is  the  Tree  of  Knowledge  without  fruits. 

Sometimes  in  hand  the  fpade  or  plough  he  caught, 
Forth-calling  all  with  which  boon  earth  is  fraught; 

Sometimes  he  pjy'd  the  ftrong  mjEchanick  tool,   .. 
Or  rear'd  the  fabrick  from  the  fineft  draught; 

And  oft  he  put  himfelf  to  Neptune's  fchool, 

Fighting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vext  ocean  pool. 
&       &         ,  •  .  .          *j 

To  folace,  then,  thefe.  rougher  toils,  he  try'd 

To  touch  the  kindling. caavafs  into  life;  '  ^ 

With  Nature  his  creating  pencil  vy'd, 

With  Nature,  joyous  at  the  mimick  ftrife; 

T»v»a  u W 

- 
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Or  to  fuch  fhapes  as  grac'd  Pygmalion's  wife 

He  hew'd  the  marble;  or,  with  vary'd  fire, 
He  rouz'd  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife ; 

Or  bade  the  lute  fweet  tendernefs  infpire; 
Or  verfes  fram'd,  that  well  migfit  wajce  Apollo's  lyre, 

• 
Accompliih'd  thus,  he  from  the  woods  iflued, 

Full  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on.  bold  emprize;  __ 

The  work,  which  long  he  in  his'breaft  hadbrew'd, 

Now  to  perform,  he  ardent  did  devjfe,  .,  „ 

To  wit,  a  barbarous  world  to  civilize. 

„         .  ....  .  ,1    /•     r         rt        -i  i  •'    '  »H 

Earth  was  till  then  a  boundlefs  foreft  wild, 
Nought  to  be  feen  but  favage  wrood  and  flcies; 

No  cities  no'urinYd  arts,  no  culture  fmil'd, 
No  government," ho  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild, 

A  rugged  wight,  the  worft  of  brutes,  was  man; 

n    t-  \     i  .  •     i  u  1.1   r      '       ,j 

On  his  own  wretched  kind  he  ruthlefs  prey'dj 

The  ftronge'ft  dill  the  weakeft  over-ran; 
In  every  country  .mighty  robbers  Avay'd, 

And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  all  their  trade. 

5  .  f  ,  •:  :--;3j-iiV/ 

Life  was  a  fcene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe; 

Which  this  brave,  knight,  in  noble  anger,  made 
To'  fwear  he  would  the  rafcal  rout  o'erthrow, 

For,  by  the  Powers  Divine,  it  fhould  no  more  be  fo  ! 

.'.•!:  I.' A 

T  u  t~-L  e  r 

|t  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  fong, 

o 

To  fay  how 'this  beft  fun,  from  orient  climes, 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along," 

Before  him  chafing  Indolence  and  crimes. 
£till,  as  he  prffs'd,  the  nations  he  fublimes 

And  calls  forth  "Arts  and  Virtues  with  his  ray: 
Then  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  their  golden  times       *  " 

Succeffivehad;  but  now  in  ruins  grey 
They  lie,  to  flavifli  floth  and- tyranny  a  prey. 
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To  crown  his  toils,  Sir  Induftry  -then  fpread 

The  fwelling  fail,  and  made  for  Britain't^Q^t. 
A  fylvan  life,  till  then,  the  natives  led, 

In  the  brown  fliades  and  green- wood  foreft  U>ft, 
All  carelefs  .rambling  where  h  lik'd  them  moft  : 

Their  wealth  the  wild  deer  bouncing  thro'  the  glade; 
They  lodg'd  at  lajge,  and  liv'd  at  Nature's.coft ; 

Save  fpear  and  bow,  withoute.n  other  aid, 
Yet  not  the  Roman  flee  1  their  naked  breaft  difmay'tl. 

He  lik'd  the  foil,  he  lik'd  the  clement  flciej; 
Helik'd  the  verdant  hills,. and  flowery  plains* 

*  Be  this  my  great,  »y  chofen  ifle,'  he  cries ; 

«  This,  whilft  my  labours  Liberty  fuftaim, 

*  This  Queen  of  Ocean  all  aflault  difdains.' 

Nor  lik'd  he  lefs  the  Genius  of  the  land. 
To  freedom  apt,  and  perfevering  pains; 

Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  to  command; 
Temper'd  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindeft,  firtncft  hand* 

Here,  by  degrees,  his  matter- work  arofe. 

Whatever  Arts  and  Induftry  can  frame; 
Whatever  finifh'd  Agriculture  knows, 

-Fair  Queen  of  Artr!  from  Heaven, hfelf  who  came 
When  .Eden  flourifti'd  in  unfpotted  fame: 

And  ftill  with  her  fwect  Innocence  we  find, 
And  tender  Peace,  and  joys  without  a  name, 

That,  while  they  ravifh,  tranquillize  the, mind; 
Nature  and  Art  at  once,  /delight  and  ufe,  combined. 

Then  towns  he  quicken'd  by  roechanick  arts. 

And  bade. the. fervent  jcity- glow  with. toil; 
Bade  focial  Commerce .jcai(b.rfnow3acdjBxatpr 

Join  land  to  land,  jjid  curry  .foil  to  foil. 


BEAUTIES    OF    #OETRY.  34$ 

tJnite  the  poles;  and,  without  Woody  rpoil, 
Bring  home  of  ehher  Ind  the  gorgeous  ftores ; 

Or,  fhould  defpotick  rage  the  world  embroil, 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remotrft  ftiores, 

While  o'er  th'  encircling  deep  Britannia's  thunder  roars. 

The  drooping  Mufes  then  he  weftward  call'd 

From  the  fam'd  city,  by  Propontick  fea, 
What  time  the  Turk  th'  enfeebled  Grecian  thraird; 

Thence  from  their  cloifter'd  walks  he  fet  them  free. 
And  brought  them  to  another  Caftalie, 

Where  Ifis  many  a  famous  nourfling  breeds; 
Or  where  old  Cam  foft-paces  o'er  the  lea 

In  penfive  mood,  and  tunes  his  Dorick  reeds, 
The  whilft  his  flocks  at  large  the  lonely  fhepherd  feeds. 

Yet  the  fine  arts  were  what  he  finifli'd  leaft; 

For  why  ?  they  are  the  quinteflence  of  all. 
The  growth  of  labouring  time,  and  flow  increased; 

Unlefs,  as  feldom  chances,  it  would  fall. 
That  mighty  patrons  the  coy  Sifters  call 

Up  to  the  funfhiue  of  uncumberM  cafe. 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  may  thrall. 

And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  but  pleafe; 
Ah!  gracious  God !  thou  know'fl  they  afk  no  other  fees. 

But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time : 

Our  patrons  now  e'en  grudge  that  little  claim, 
Except  to  fuch  as  fleek  the  (bathing  rhyme ; 

And  yet,  forfooth,  they  wear  Maecenas*  name, 
Poor  fons  of  puft-up  Vanity,  not  Fame. 

Unbroken  fpirits,  chearj!  flill,  ftill  remaint 
Th'  eternal  patron.  Liberty !  whofe  flame, 

While  (he  protects,  infpires  the  nobleft  ftraras; 
The  beft  and  fweeteil  far  axe  toil-created  galas. 

Whe* 
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When  as  the  knight  had  fram'd  in  Britain  land 

A  matchlefs  form  of  glorious  government; 
In  which  the  fovereign  laws  alone  command, 

Laws  ftablifli'd  by  the  publick  free  confent, 
Whofe  majefty  is  to  the  fceptre  lent  : 

When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art. 
Was  fettled  firm,  and  to  his  heart's  content; 

Then  fought  he  from  the  toilfome  fcene  to  part, 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  thro'  the  heart* 

For  this  he  chofe  a  farm  in  Deva's  vale, 

Where  his  long  alleys  peep'd  upon  the  main; 
In  this  calm  feat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale : 

Here  mix'd  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  the  fwain, 
The  happy  monarch  of  his  fylvan  train  ;  ._, 

Here,  fided  by  the  guardians  of  the  fold, 
He  walk'd  his  rounds,  and.chear'd  his  blefs'd  domain  j          y 

His  days,  the  days  of  unftain'd  Nature,  roll'd 
Replete  with. peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old* 

Witnefs,  ye  lowing  herds !  who  gave  him  milk; 

Witnefs,  ye  flocks !  whofe  woolly  veftraents  far 
Exceed  fpft  India's  cotton  or  her  filk ; 

Witnefs,  with  autumn  chafg'd,  the  nodding  car> 
That  homeward  came  beneath  fweet  evening's  ftar, 

Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild. 
O  hide  thy  head,  abominable  War  ! 

Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idlenefs  the  child; 
From  heaven  this  life  yfprung,  from  hell  thy  glories  v&M      ^ 

. 
Nor  from  his  deep  retirement  banifh'd  was 

Th'  amufing  care  of  rural  Induftry : 
Still  as  with  grateful  change  the  feafons  pafs, 

New  fcenes  arife,  new  landscapes  Itrike  the  eye, 

-.--..    '.  r'v.  :     ^ 
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And  all  th'enliven'd  country  beautify: 

Gay  plains  extend  where  marflies  flept  before  ; 

O'er  recent  meads  th' exulting  ftreamlets  fly; 

Dark  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Ceres'  flore, 

And  woods  imbrown  the  iteep,  or  wave  along  the  fliore. 

As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach, 

He  polifh'd  Nature  with  a  finer  hand  : 
Yet  on  her  beauties  durft  not  Art  encroach; 

'Tis  Art's  alone  thefe  beauties  to  expand. 
In  graceful  dance  immingled  o'er  the  land, 

Pan,  Pales,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play'd  : 
Here,  too,  brifk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  fann'd, 

An  happy  place;  where  free,  and  unafraid, 
Amid  the  flowering  brakes  each  coyer  creature  flray'd. 

But  in  prime  vigour  what  can  laft  for  ay? 

That  foul-enfeebling  wizard  Indolence 
I  whilom  fung,  wrought  in  his  works  decay: 

Spread  far  and  wide  was  his  curs'd influence; 
Of  publick  virtue  much  he  dull'd  the  fenfe, 

E'en  much  of  private ;  ate  our  fpirit  out, 
And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices ;  whence 

The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout ; 
Not,  as  old  Fame  reports,  wife,  generous,  bold,  and  flout,  - 

A  rage  of  pleafure  madden'd  ev'ry  bread; 

Down  to  the  loweft  lees  the  ferment  ran  : 
To  his  licentious  wifh  each  muft  be  blefs'd, 
,  With  joy  be  fever'd,  fnatch  it  as  he  can. 
Thus  Vice  the  ftandard  rear'd  ;  her  arrier-ban 

Corruption  call'd,  and  loud  fhe  gave  the  word, 
«  Mind,  mind  yotirfelves !  why  fhould  the  vulgar  man, 

'  The  lacquey,  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lord  t 
c  Enjoy  this  fpan  of  life;  'tis  all  the  gdds  afford.1 

Xx  The 
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The  tidings  reach  to  where,  in  quiet  hall, 

The  good  old  knight  enjoy'd  well-earn'd  repofe. 
'  Come,  come,  Sir  Knight !  thy  children  on  thee  call  j 

'  Come,  fave  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  clofe! 
'  The  demon  Indolence  thy  toils  o'erthrows,' 

On  this  the  noble  colour  ftain'd  his  cheeks, 
Indignant  glowing  thro'  the  whitening  fnows 

Of  venerable  eld;  his  eye  full  fpeaks 
His  ardent  foul,  and  from  his  couch  at  once  he  breaks.. 

•'I  will,'  he  cry'd,  *  fo  help  me  God  !  deftroy 

«  That  villain  Archimage!'     His  page  then,  ftraight 
He  to  him  call'd,  a  fiery-footed  boy, 

Benempt  Difpatch.     '  My  fteed  be  at  the  gate  ; 
'  My  bard  attend;  quick  bring  the  net  of  Fate.' 

This  net  was  twifted  by  the  Sifters  three; 
Which,  when  once  caft  o'er  harden'd  wretch,  too  late 

Repentance  comes :  replevy  cannot  be 
From  the  ftrong  iron  grafp  of  vengeful  Deftiny. 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  Druid  wight, 

Of  wither'd  afpeft;  but  his  eye  was  keen, 
With  fweetirefs  mix'd*     In  ruflet  brown  bedight, 

As  is  his  fifter  *  of  the  copfes  green, 
He  crept  along,  unpromifmg.  of  mien  : 

Grofs  he  who  judges  fo.     His  foul  was  fair, 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azure  flieen. 

True  comelinefs,  which  nothing  can  impair, 
Dwells  in  the  mind;  all  elfe  is  vanity  and  glare- 

«  Come,'  quoth  the  knight,  *  a  voice  has  reach'd  mine  ear  5 

*  The  demon  Indolence  threats  overthrow 
*  To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear  : 

'  Come,  Philomelus !  let  us  inftant  go, 

, 

*  The  nightingale* 

f  O'erturc 
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[  O'erturn  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  Caftle  low. 

*  Thofe  men,  thofe  wretched  men!  who  will  be  ilaves, 

*  Muft  drink  a  bitter,  wrathful  cup  of  woe ; 

«  But  fome  there  be,  thy  fong,  as  from  their  graves, 
«  Shall  raife.    Thrice  happy  he,  who  without  rigour  favesl' 

Ifluing  forth,  the  knight  beftrode  his  fteed, 

Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whofe  front  a  ftar 
Shone  blazing  bright;  fprung  from  the  generous  breed 

That  whirl  of  a&ive  day  the  rapid  car, 
He  pranc'd  along,  difdaining  gate  or  bar. 

Mean  time  the  bard  on  milk-white  palfrey  rode; 
An  honeft,  fober  beaft,  that  did  not  mar 

His  meditations,  but  full  foftly  trode; 
And  much  they  moraliz'd  as  thus  yfere  they  yode. 

They  talk'd  of  virtue,  and  of  human  blifs  ; 

What  elfe  fo  fit  for  man  to  fettle  well? 
And  ftill  their  long  refearches  met  in  this, 

This  truth  of  truths,  which  nothing  can  refel; 
'  From  virtue's  fount  the  pureft  joys  out-well, 

'  Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  chear  the  confcious  foul ; 

*  While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  ftreams  of  hell, 

*  The  which,  howe'er  difguis'd,  at  laft  with  dole 

'  Will  thro'  the  tortur'd  breaft  their  fiery  torrerit  roll.' 

At  length  it  dawn'd,  that  fatal  valley  gay, 

O'er  which  high  wood-crown'd  hills  their  fummits  rear: 
On  the  cool  height  a  while  our  palmers  flay, 

And  fpite  e'en  of  themfelves  their  fenfes  chear,  , 

Then  to  the  vizard's  wonne  their  fteps  they  fteer: 

Like  a  green  ifle  it  broad  beneath  them  fpred, 
With  gardens  round,  and  wandering  currents  clear, 

And  tufted  groves  to  made  the  meadow- bed, 
Sweet  airs  and  fong ;  and,  without  hurry,  all  feem'd  glad. 

Xxz  ~«As 
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'  As  God  (hall  judge  me,  knight!  we  muft  forgive, 

(The  half-enraptur'd  Philomelas  cry'd) 
'  The  frail  good  man,  deluded  here  to  live, 

'  And  in  thefe  groves  his  mufing  fancy  hide. 
•Ah!  nought  is  pure.     It  cannot  be  deny'd,     ; 

'  That  virtue  ftill  fome  tin&ure  has  of  vice, 
'  And  vice  of  virtue.     What  fhould  then  betide, 

'But  that  our  charity  be  not  too  nice? 
'  Come,  let  us  thofe  we  can  to  real  blifs  entice.' 

•  Aye,  ficker,'  quoth  the  knight,   '  all  flefh  is  frail, 

*  Topleafaunt  fin  and  joyous  dalliance  bent; 
'But  let  not  brutifh  vice  of  this  avail, 

'  And  think  to  'fcape  deferved  punifliment. 
'  Juftice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent; 

'  From  Mercy's  felf  me  got  her  facred  glaive; 
'  Grace  be  to  thofe  who  can  and  will  repent, 

'  But  penance  long  and  dreary  to  the  flave 

•  Who  muft  in  floo.ds  of  fire  his  grofs,  foul  fpirit,  lave.1 

Thus,  holding  high  difcourfe,  they  came  to  where 

The  curfed  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade, 
Still  tempting  heedlefs  men  into  his  fnare  ; 

In  witching  wife,  as  I  before  have  faid: 
But  when  he  faw,  in  goodly  geer  array'd, 

The  grave  majeftick  knight  approaching  nigh, 
And  by  his  fide  the  bard  fo  fage  and  (laid, 

His  countenance  fell;  yet  oft  his  anxious  eye 
Mark'd  them,  like  wily  fox  who  roofled  cock  doth  fpy, 

Nathlefs,  with  feign'd  refpefl,  he  bade  give  back 
The  rabble-rout,  and  welcom'd  them  full  kind; 

Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  flack 
His  orders,  to  obey,  and  fajl  behind. 

Then 
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Then  he  refum'd  his  fong;  and,  unconfin'd, 
Pour'd  all  his  mufick,  ran  thro'  all  his  firings; 

With  magick  duft  their  eyne  he  tries  to  blind. 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weaknefs  flings. 

What  pity  bafe  his  Tong  who  fo  divinely  fings ! 

Elate  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own, 

They  liften'd  fo  intent  with  fix'd  delight; 
But  'hey,  inftead,  as  if  tranfmew'd  to  ftone, 

Marvell'd  he  could  with  fuch  fweet  art  unite 
The  lights  and  fhades  of  manners  wrong  and  right. 

Meantime  the  filly  crowd  the  charm  devour, 
Wide-prefiing  to  the  gate.     Swift  on  the  knight 

He  dartecj  fierce,  to  drag  him  to  his  bower; 
Who,  back'ning,  fhunn'd  his  touch,  for  well  he  knew  it's  pow'r. 

As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre,  of  old, 

The  wary  Retiarius  trapp'd  his  foe  ; 
E'en  fo  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold, 

At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  net  of  woe 
Whereof  I  mention  made  not  long  ago. 

Enrag'a  at  firft,  he  fcorn'd  fo  weak  a  jail, 
And  leapt,  and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fro; 

But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail, 
He  fat  him  felly  down,  and  gnawM  his  bitter  nail. 

Alarm'd,  th'  inferior  demons  of  the  place 

Rais'd  rueful  fhrieks  and  hideous  yells  around ; 
Black  ftormy  clouds  deform'd  the  welkin's  face, 

And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing  found, 
As  of  infernal  fprites  in  cavern  bound: 

A  folemn  fadnefs  every  creature  flrook, 
And  lightnings  flafli'd,  and  horror  rock'd  the  ground; 

Huge  crowds  on  crowds  out-pour'd  with  blemim'd  look, 
As  if  pn  Time's  laft  verge  this  frame  of  things  had  fhook. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  ihort-liv'd  tempeft  was  yfpent, 

Steam'd  from  the  jaws  of  vex'd  Avernus'  hole. 

And  hufh'd  the  hubbub  of  the  rabblement, 
Sir  Induftry  the  firft  calm  moment  ftole. 

*  There  muft,'  he  cry'd,  '  amid  fo  vaft  a  fhoal, 

'  Be  fome  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  heart, 

*  Not  poifon'd  quite  by  this  fame  villain's  bowl; 

'  Come,  then,  my  Bard !  thy  heavenly  fire  impart; 

*  Touch  foul  with  foul,  till  forth  the  latent  fpirit  ftart,* 

The  bard  obey'd ;  and  taking  from  his  fide, 

Where  it  in  feemly  fort  depending  hung 
His  Britifh  harp,  it's  fpeaking  firings  he  try'd, 

The  which  with  Ikilful  touch  he  deffly  ftrung, 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  fymphony  they  rung: 

Then  as  he  felt  the  Mufes  come  along, 
Light  o'er  the  chords  his  raptur'd  hand  he  flung, 

And  play'd  a  prelude  to  his  riling  fong, 
The  whilft,  like  midnight  mute,  ten  thoufands  round  him  throng. 

Thus  ardent  burft  his  ftrain. 

•  Ye  helplefs  race ! 

'  Dire-lab'ring  here  to  fmother  Reafon's  ray, 
•  That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  face, 

*  And  gives  us  wide  o'er  earth  unqueflion'd  fway, 

'  What  is  th'ador'd  Supreme  Perfection,  fay? 

*  What,  but  eternal,  never-refting  foul, 

'  Almighty  power,  and  all-diredHng  day, 

*  By  whom  each  atom  ftirs,  the  planets  roll; 

*  Who  fills,  furrounds,  informs,  and  agitates  the  whole. 

*  Come,  to  the  beaming  God  your  hearts  unfold ! 

'•  Draw  from  it's  fountain  life  !   'Tis  thence  alone 
«  We  can  excel.     Up  from  unfeeling  mold, 
<  TP  feraphs  burning  round  th,'  Almighty's  throne, 

•  Life 
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r  Life  rifing  ftill  on  life,  in  higher  tone, 

'  Perfe&ion  forms,  and  with  perfection  blifs. 
'  In  univerfal  Nature  this  clear  fhown, 

'  Nor  needeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis, 
'  To  prove  the  beauteous  world  excels  the  brute  abyfs. 

'  Is  not  the  field,  with  lively  culture  green, 
'  A  fight  more  joyous  than  the  dead  morafs? 

•  Do  not  the  fkies,  with  a&ive  ether  clean, 

'  And  fann'd  by  fprightly  zephyrs,  far  furpafs 

•  The  foul  November  fogs  and  llumb'rous  mafs 

'  With  which  fad  Nature  veils  her  drooping  face  ? 
'  Does  not  the  mountain-ftream,  as  clear  as  glafs, 

'  Gay-dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  difgrace? 
c  The  fame  in  all  holds  true,  but  chief  in  human  race, 

•  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  eafe 

*  That  Greece  obtain'd  the  brighter  palm  of  art; 

•  Thatfoft,  yet  ardent  Athens,  learn'd  to  pleafe, 

'  To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  fublime  the  heart, 

•  In  all  fupreme,  compleat  in  every  part ; 

'  It  was  not  thence  majeftick  Rome  arofe, 

•  And  o'er  the  nations  fhook  her  conquering  dart: 

*  For  fluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows; 
'  Renown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  Repofe. 

•  Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought 

*  But  in  loofe  joy  their  time  to  wear  away; 
«  Had  they  alone  the  lap  of  Dalliance  fought, 

'  Pleas'd  on  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay, 

•  Rude  Nature's  ftate  had  been  our  Hate  to-day; 

«  No  cities  e'er  their  towery  fronts  had  rais'd, 

•  No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay ; 

'  With  brother  brutes  the  human  race  had  graz'd  j 

•  None  e'er  had  foar'd  to  fame,  none  honour'd  been,  none  praisM. 

«  Great 
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'  Great  Homer's  fong  had  never  fir'd  thebreaft 

'  To  thirft  of  glory  and  heroick  deeds ; 
'  Sweet  Maro's  Mufe,  funk  in  inglorious  /eft, 

'  Had  filent  flept  amid  the  Mincian  reeds : 
'  The  wits  of  modern  time  had  told  their  beads, 

'  And  monkiih  legends  been  their  only  ftrains; 
'  Our  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds, 

'  Our  Shakefpeare  ftroll'd  and  laugh'd  with  Warwick  fwains, 
'  Ne  had  my  mafter  Spenfer  charm'd  his  Mulla's  plains. 

'  Dumb,  too,  had  been  the  fage  hiftorick  Mufe, 

*  And  perifh'd  all  the  fons  of  ancient  fame; 
'  Thofe  ftarry  lights  of  virtue,  that  diffufe 

'  Thro'  the  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid  flame, 

*  Had  all  been  loft  with  fuch  as  have  no  name. 

«  Who  then  had  fcorn'd  his  eafe  for  others  good? 
'  Who  then  had  toil'd  rapacious  men  to  tame  ? 

*  Who  in  the  publick  breach  devoted  flood, 

*  And,  for  his  country's  caufe,  been  prodigal  of  blood? 

'But  mould  your  hearts  to  fame  unfeeling  be, 

'  If  right  I  read,  you  pleafure  all  require; 
'  Then  hear  how  bed  may  be  obtain'd  this  fee, 

'  How  belt  enjoy'd  this  Nature's  wide  defire. 
'  Toil,  and  be  glad;   let  Induftry  infpire 

'  Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant  breath  : 
'  Who  does  not  a£t  is  dead ;  abforpt  entire 

'  In  miry  floth,  no  pride,  no  joy,  he  hath; 
'  O  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with  death  ! 

'  Ah!  what  avail  the  largeft  gifts  of  Heaven, 
'  When  drooping  health  and  fpirits  go  amifs? 

«  How  taftelefs,  then,  whatever  can  be  given ! 
«  Health  is  the  vital  principle  cf  blifs, 

'An 
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•  And  exercife  of  health.     In  proof  of  this, 

'  Behold  the  wretch  who  flugs  his  life  away, 

•  Soon  fwallow'd  in  difeafe's  fad  abyfs; 

«  While  he  whom  toil  has  brac'd,  or  manly  play, 

•  Has  light  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear  a»  day. 

r  O  who  can  fpeak  the  vigorous  joy  of  health  ! 
'  Unclogg'd  the  body,   unobfcur'd  the  mind ; 

•  The  morning  rifes  gay,  with  pleafing  ftealth, 

'  The  temperate  evening  falls  ferene  and  kind* 

•  In  health  thewifer  brutes  true  gladnefs  find: 

*  See!  how  the  younglings  frilk  along  the  meads, 

•  As  May  comes  on,  and  wakes  the  balmy  wind  ! 

«  Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds; 

•  Yet  whatbut  high^ftrung  health  this  dancing  pleafauncebredds? 

•  But  here,  inflead,  is  fofter'J  every  ill 

'  Which  or  diflemper'd  minds  or  bodies  know. 
'  Come,  then,  my  kindred  fpirits !  do  not  fpill 
«  Your  talents  here.     This  place  is  but  a  fhow, 

•  Whofe  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  Woe: 

*  Come,  follow  me  ;  I  will  direft  you  right, 

«  Where  Pleafure's  rofes,  Void  of  ferpents,  grow> 

'  Sincere  as  fweet:  come,  follow  this  good  knight. 
'  And  you  will  blefs  the  day  that  brought  him  to  your  fight, 

•  Some  he  will  lead  to  courts,  and  foine  to  camps; 

'  To  fenates  fome,  and  publick  fage  debates, 

•  Where,  by  the  folemn  gleam  of  midnight-lamps, 

'  The  world  is  pois'd,  and  manag'd  mighty  ftates  | 

•  To  high  difcovefy  fome,  that  new-creates 

•  The  face  of  earth;  fome  to  the  thriving  mart} 
'  Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  fofter  fates ; 

•  To  the  fweet  Mufes  fome,  whoraife  the  heart: 
'  All  glory  fhall  be  yours,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 

Y  7  •  TKe.-e 
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'  There  are,  I  fee,  who  liften  to  my  lay  ; 

'  Who,  wretched,  figh  for  virtue,  but  defpair. 
"  All  may  be  done,"  methinks  I  hear  them  fay, 

"  E'en  death  defpis'd,  by  generous  aclions  fair; 
"  All,  but  for  thofe  who  to  thefe  bowers  repair, 

"  Their  every  power  diffolv'd  in  luxury, 
"  To  quit  of  torpid  flnggimnefs  the  lair, 

"  And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  Sloth  get  free  ; 
"  'Tis  rifing  from  the  dead— Alas !— it  cannot  be  !'* 

*  Would  you,  theri,  learn  to  diffipate  the  band 

«  Of  thefe  huge  threat'ning  difficulties  dire, 

«  That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions  {land, 

'  His  foul  appall,  and  damp  his  rifing  fire? 

*  Refolve,  refolve  !  and  to  be  men  afpire. 

'  Exert  that  nobleft  privilege,  alone, 
'  Here  to  mankind  indulg'd  ;  controul  defire; 

'  Let  godlike  Reafon  from  her  fovereign  throne 
«  Speak  the  commanding  word—  "  I  will !"— and  it  is  done. 

'  Heavens !  can  you,  then,   thus  wafte,  in  fhameful  wife, 
'  Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 

*  Heirs  of  eternity  !  yborn  to  rife 

'  Thro'  endlefs  ftates  of  being ;  ftill  more  near 
'  To  blifs  approaching,  and  perfection  clear, 

'  Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  fo  fublime  ? 
'  Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  fteps  to  fleer, 

'  And  roll,  with  vileft  brutes,  thro'  mud  and  flime  ? 
*No!  no!  your  heaven-touch'd  hearts  difdain  the  fordid  crime! 

*  Enough!  enough!'  they  cry'd. — Straight  from  the  crowd 

The  better  fort  on  wings  of  tranfport  fly; 
As  when  amid  the  lifelefs  fummits  proud 
Of  Alpine  cliffs,  where  to  the  gelid  fky 

Snows 
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Snows  pil'd  on  fnows  in  wintry  torpor  lie, 

The  rays  divine  of  vernal  Phoebus  play; 
Th'  awaken'd  heaps,  in  ftreamlets  from  on  high, 

Rouz'd  into  aflion,  lively  leap  away, 
Glad-warbling  thro'  the  vales,  in  their  new  being  gay. 

Not  lefs  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  fcrene, 

That  lighted  up  thefe  new-created  men, 
Than  that  which  wings  th'  exulting  fpirit  clean. 

When,  juft  deliver'd  from  this  flefhly  den, 
It  foaring  feeks  it's  native  ikies  agen. 

How  light  it's  eflence !  how  unclogg'd  it's  powers  ! 
Beyond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen  ! 

E_'en  fo  we  glad  forfook  thefe  fmful  bowers, 
E'en  fuch  enraptur'd  life,  fuch  energy  was  ours. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  rage  enflam'd, 

Dire-mutter'd  curfes,  and  blafphem'd  high  Jove. 

*  Ye  fons  of  hate  !'  they  bitterly  exclaim'd, 

'  What  brought  ye  to  this  feat  of  peace  and  love  f 
'  While  with  kind  Nature,  here,  amid  the  grove, 
'  We  pafs'd  the  harmlefs  fabbath  of  our  time  ; 

*  What  to  dilturb  it  could,  fell  men  !  emove 

'  Your  barbarous  hearts  ?  Is  happinefs  a  crime  ? 
'  Then  do  the  fiends  of  hell  rule  in  yon  heaven  fublime!" 

*  Ye  impious  Wretches !'  quoth  the  knight  in  wrath, 

'  Your  happinefs  behold!' — Then  ftraight  a  wand 
He  wav'd,  an  anti-magick  power  that  hath 

Truth  from  illufive  fallhood  to  command. 
Sudden  the  landfcape  finks  on  every  hand  ; 

The  pure  quick  ftreams  are  marihy  puddles  found  j 
On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  all  blacken'd  ftand, 

And  o'er  the  weedy,  foul,  abhorred  ground, 
Snakes,  adders,  toads,  each  loathfome  creature,  crawls  around. 
Y  y  2  And 
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And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  fcath'd, 

Unhappy  wights,  who  loathed  life  yhung, 
Or  in  frefb  gore  and  recent  murder  bath'd, 

They  weltring  lay;  or  elfe  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood;  while  ravens  fung 

The  funeral  dirge  they  down  the  torrent  rowl'd. 
Thefe,  by  diftemper'd  blood  to  madnefs  irung, 

Had  doom'd  themfelves  ;  whence  oft,  when  night  controul'd 
The  world,  returning  hither,  their  fad  fpirits  howl'd. 

Meantime,  a  moving  fcene  wa>  open  I.iid; 

That  lazar-houfe  J  whilom  in  my  lay 
Drpeinted  have,  it's  horrors  deep  difplay'd. 

And  gave  unnumber'd  wretches  to  the  day. 
Who  toffing  there  in  fqualid  mifery  lay. 

Soon  as  of  facred  light  th'  unwonted  fmile 
Pour'd  on  thefe  living  catacombs  it's  ray 

Thro*  the  drear  caverns,  ftretching  many  a  mile, 
The  fick  up-rais'd  their  heads,  and  dropp'd  their  woes  awhile, 

'  O  Heaven  !'  they  cry'd,  «  and  do  we  once  more  fee 
'  Yon  blefled  fun,  and  this  green  earth  fo  fair? 

'  Are  we  from  noifome  damps  of  peft-houfe  free? 
'  And  drink  our  fouls  the  fweet  ethereal  air? 

«  O  thou  !  or  Knight,  pr  God!  who  holdeft  there 

*  That  fiend,  oh!   keep  him  in  eternal  chains! 

•  But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  Defpair, 

'  Brought  to  the  brink  of  hell,  what  hope  remains,' 
«  Repentance  does  itfelf  but  aggravate  our  pains.' 

The  gentle  knight,  who  faw  their  rueful  cafe, 
Let  fall  adown  his  filver  beard  fome  tears. 

*  Certes,'  quoth  he,  '  it  is  not  even  in  grace 

•  ri  '  undo  the  paft,  and  eke  your  broken  years; 

«  Nathlefs, 
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*  Nathlefs,  to  nobler  worlds  Repentance  rears 

'  With  humble  hope  her  eye:  to  her  is  given 
'  A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  chears  ; 

'  She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks  are  riven; 
'  She  more  than  merely  fofcens,  ihe  rejoices  Heaven. 

*  Then  patient  bear  the  fufferings  you  have  earn'd, 

'  And  by  thefe  fufferings  purify  the  mind ; 

*  Let  wifdom  be  by  paft  mifcondu£l  learn'd, 

*  Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  refign'd  ; 

*  And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refin'd, 

*  Doubt  not  you  mall  new  creatures  yet  arife. 

*  Till  then  you  may  expedl  in  me  to  find 

'  One  who  will  wipe  your  forrow  from  your  eyes; 

*  One  wh,o  will  foothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you  to  the  Ikies.' 

They  filent  heard,  and  pour'd  their  thanks  in  tears. 

*  For  you,'  refum'd  the  knight,  with  fterner  tone, 

*  Whofe  hard  dry  hearts  th'  obdurate  demon  fears, 

«  That  villain's  gifts  will  coft  you  many  a  groan; 
«  In  dolorous  manfion  long  you  mufc  bemoan 

'  His  fatal  charms,  and  weep  your  {tains  away; 
'  Till,  foft  and  pure  as  infant  goodnefs  grown, 

'  YOU  feel  a  perfedl  change ;  then  who  can  fay 
«  What  grace  may  yet  mine  forth  in  Heaven's  eternal  day?* 

This  faid,  his  powerful  wand  he  wav'd  anew : 

Inftant  a  glorious  angel-train  defcends, 
The  Charities,  to  wit,  of  rofy  hue; 

Sweet  Love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends, 
And  with  feraphick  flame  compaflion  blends. 

At  once  delighted,  to  their  charge  they  fly; 
When,  lo !  a  goodly  hofpital  afcends, 

In  which  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigh, 
That  could  the  fick-bed  fmoothe  of  that  fad  company. 

It 
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It  was  a  worthy  edifying  fight, 

And  gives  to  human-kind  peculiar  grace, 
To  fee  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night, 

With  tender  miniftry,  from  place  to  place  : 
Some  prop  the  head;  fome  from  the  pallid  face 

Wipe  off  the  faint  cold  dews  weak  Nature  fheds ; 
Some  reach  the  healing  draught;  the  whillt,  to  chafe 

The  fear  fupreme,  around  their  fofte n'd  beds, 
Some  holy  man  by  prayer  all-opening  Heaven  difpreds. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train 

Of  thofe  he  refcu'd  had  from  gaping  hell, 
Then  turn'd  the  knight;  and,  to  his  hail  again 

Soft-pacing,  fought  of  Peace  the  mofTy  cell : 
Yet  down  his  cheeks  the  gems  of  pity  fell, 

To  fee  the  helplefs  wretches  that  remain'd, 
There  left  thro'  delves  and  defarts  dire  to  yell. 

Amaz'd,  their  look?  \v-th  pale  difmay  were  ftain'd  ; 
And,  fpreading  wide  then  hands,  they  meek  repentance  feign 'd. 

But,  ah!  their  fcorned  day  of  grace  was  paft; 

For,  horrible  to  te'l!  a  defart  wild 
Before  them  ftretch'd,  bare,  comfnrtlefs,  and  vaft, 

With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcafes,  defil'd. 
There,  nor  trim  field  nor  lively  culture  fmil'd, 
.     Nor  waving  made  was  feen,  nor  fountain  fair; 
But  fands  abrupt  on  fands  lay  loofely  pil'd, 

Thro'  which  they  floundering  toil'd  with  painful  care, 
Whilft  Phoebus  faiote  them  fore,  and  fir'd  the  cloudlefs  air. 

Then,  varying  to  a  joylefs  land  of  bogs, 

The  fadden'd  country  a  grey  wafte  appear'd, 

Where  nought  but  putrid  fteams,   and  hoiiome  fogs, 
For  ever  hung  on  drizzly  Auller's  beard; 

Or 


BEAUTIES     OF     POETRY. 

Or  elfe  the  ground,  by  piercing  Caurus  fear'd, 

Was  jagg'd  with  froft,  or  heap'd  with  glazed  fnow; 

Thro'  thefe  extremes  a  ceafelefs  round  they  fteer.'d, 
By  cruel  fiends  ftill  hurry'd  to  and  fro, 

Gaunt  Beggary  and  Scorn,  with  many  hell-hounds  moc, 

The  firft  was  with  bafe  dunghill  rags  yclad, 

Tainting  the  gale  in  which  they  flutter'd  light; 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  funk,  and  fad, 

His  hollow  eyne  (hook  forth  a  fickly  light, 
And  o'er  his  lank  jaw-bone,  in  piteous  plight, 

His  black,  rough  beard,  was  matted,  rank,  and  vile; 
Direful  to  fee!  an  heart-appalling  light! 

Meantime  foul  fcurf  and  blotches  him  defile, 
And  dogs,  where'er  he  went,  {till  barked  all  the  while* 

The  other  was  a  fell,  defpightful  fiend, 

Hell  holds  none  worfe  in  baleful  bower  below  ; 
By  pride,  and  wit,  and  rage,  and  rancour,  keen'd; 

Of  man,  alike,  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe: 
With  nofe  up-turn'd,  he  always  made  a  (how, 

As  if  he  fmelt  fomc  naufeous  fcent  ;  his  eye 
Was  cold,  and  keen,  like  blalt  from  Boreal  fnow, 

And  taunts  he  calten  forth  molt  bitterly. 
Such  were  the  twain  that  off  drove  this  ungodly  fry. 

E'en  fo,  thro'  Brentford  town,  a  town  of  mud, 

An  herd  of  brifly  fwine  is  prick'd  along; 
The  filthy  beafts,  that  never  chew  the  cud, 

Still  grunt,  and  fqueak,  and  fing  their  troublous  foogj 
And  oft  they  plunge  themfelves  the  mire  among  : 

But  ay  the  ruthlefs  driver  goads  them  on, 
And  ay  of  barking  dogs  the  bitter  throng 

Makes  them  renew  their  unmelodious  moan, 
Nc  ever  find  they  reft  from  their  unreiting  fone. 


TO 
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TO    A    GENTLEMAN, 

ON    HIS    INTENDING    TO  CUT    DOWrf    A    CR.OVE    TO  ENLARQI 
HIS    PROSPECT. 

BY    MISS    CARTER. 

IN  plaintive  founds,  that  tun'd  to  woe 
The  fadly-fighing  breeze, 
A  weeping  Hamadryad  mourn'd 
Her  fate-devoted  trees. 


'  Ah !  flop  thy  facrilegious  hand, 
'  Nor  violate  the  fhade, 

*  Where  Nature  form'd  a  filent  haunt 

*  For  Contemplation's  aid. 

*  Canft  thou,  the  fon  of  fcience,  bred 

'  Where  learned  Ifis  flows, 
'  Forget  that,  nurs'd  in  fhelt'ring  groves, 

*  The  Grecian  genius  rofe? 

*  Within  the  plantane's  fpreading  fhade, 

'  Immortal  Plato  taught ; 

*  And  fair  Lyceum  form'd  the  depth 

*  Of  Ariftotle's  thought. 

*  To  Latian  groves  refleft  thy  views, 

«  And  blefs  the  Tufcan  bloom; 

*  Where  Eloquence  deplor'd  the  fate 

«  Of  Liberty  and  Rome. 

•  Retir'd 
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*  Retir'd  beneath  the  beechen  made, 

'  From  each  infpiring  bough 
c  The  Mufes  wove  th'  unfading  wreaths 
'  That  circled  Virgil's  brow. 

c  Reflea,  before  the  fatal  axe 

'  My  threaten'd  doom  has  wrought; 
'  Nor  facrifice  to  fenfual  tafle 

'  The  nobler  growth  of  thought. 

*  Not  all  the  glowing  fruits  that  blufli 

'  On  India's  funny  coaft, 
c  Can  recompenfe  thee  for  the  worth 
'  Of  one  idea  loft. 

c  My  fhade  a  produce  may  fupply 

*  Unknown  to  folar  fire ; 
'  And  what  excludes  Apollo's  rays, 

'  Shall  harmonize  his  lyre,' 


PIOUS    MEMORY. 

OCCASIONED    BY    SEEING    THE     GRAVES    DRESSED    WITH 

FLOWERS,    AT    BRECKNOCK    IN    WALES. 
BY     DR.     DODD. 

WHITHER  away,  fair  maid:'  I  cry'd, 
As  on  old  Hundy's*  bank  I  lay; 
When,  paffing  by  me,  I  efpy'd 

A  modeft  maid  in  neat  array. 
Upon  her  red,  but  well-turn'd  arm, 

A  little  wicker-bafket  hung  ; 
With  flow'rs  of  various  hues  replete, 

And  branches  ever- green  and  young: 

*  A  river  which  runs  by  Brecknock. 

Zz  The 
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The  fragrant  bay,  the  mournful  yew, 

The  cyprefs,  and  the  box,  were  there; 
The  daify  py'd>  the  violet  blue, 

The  red  pink,  and  the  primrofe  fair. 
'  And  why  that  bafeet  on  your  arm, 

*  With  all  thofe  fragrant  fweets  fupply'dr* 
V/ith  binding  look,  and  penfive  air, 

And  voice  of  meeknefs,  foft  fhe  figh'd : 

*  To  yonder  church-yard  do  I  hafte 

'  To  drefs  the  grave  where  Henry  deeps; 

*  No  maid  a  trner  lover  blefs'd, 

*  No  maid  more  faithful  lover  weeps. 

*  Stern  Death  forbade  us  to  unite, 

*  And  cat  him  down  with  rathlefs  blow; 

*  And  now  I  fpeed  to  deck  his  grave, 

*  As  'tis  our  weekly  wont  to  do.' 
The  melancholy  cuftom  pleas'd : 

She  left  me  wrspp'd  in  penfive  thought; 
Ideas  fad,  but  Toothing,  rofe, 

When  my  flow  Heps  the  church-yard  fought. 
There,  kneeling  o'er  her  Henry's  grave, 

Adom'd  with  all  her  bafket's  ftore, 
The  rural  maiden,  fighing,  hung, 

Her  eyes  with  tender  tears  ran  o'er. 
She  rais'd  thofe  eyes,  fb  fall  of  tears, 

Which  now  aj»d  then  ftole  down  her  cheek  ; 
And  much  to  Heav'n  fee  would  have  fpoke, 

Bntfbrrow  would  not  let  her  fpeak. 
Yet,  though  her  thoughts  could  find  no  vent, 

There  is,  who  reads  each  honeft  mind : 
And  the  true  heart  to  Him  devote, 

Shall  ample  fatkfacHon  find. 
Then,  gentle  maiden  !  do  not  fear, 

Again  thy  Henry  thou  (halt  meet : 
Till  then  thy  tender  talk  purfue, 

And  ftrew  thy  greens  and  flowers  fo  fweet. 

And 
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And  yon,  whom  all  around  I  fee, 

The  fame  dear  monrnful  tafk  employs 
Ye  parents,  children,  hufbands,  wives, 

The  melancholy  blifs  enjoy ! 
Oh !  'tis  delicious,  to  maintain 

Of  friends  deceas'd  a  due  refpefi  I 
Then  bring  me  flow'rers,  bring  me  greens, 

Straight  fhall  my  parents  grave  be  deckM; 
And  many  a  friend's  (whom  faithful  love 

Still  keeps  alive  within  my  breaft) 
Luxurioufly  fad,  I'll  fee 

With  choice!*  garlands  weekly  drefc*d. 
Come,  then,  the  wkker-baflcet  bring ; 

Come,  Memory,  and  with  me  go ! 
Each  lovely  flower  that  breathes  the  fpring, 

Affection's  gentle  hand  fhall  ftrew : 
A  mellow  tear  of  foothing  woe 

Shall  o'er  the  graves fpontaneons  fall; 
While  Heav'n  the  heart's  ftill  wifh  fliall  bear, 

And  to  each  other  grant  as  alL 


A    MONODY, 

BY    GEORGE    LORD    LYTTELTOK, 
ON    THE    DEATH    OF    HIS    LADT. 


*  Te  aukis  conjux,  te  fok>  in  littore  foooaa, 

*  Te  •vesicate  die,  te  decedeate  caacbat.' 

AT  length  efcap'd  from  every  haman  eye, 
From  every  duty,  every  care, 
That  in  my  mournful  thoughts  might  claim  a  ware, 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  ftream  to  dry; 

Z  2  2  Beneath 
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Beneath  the  gloom  of  this  embowering  {hade, 
This  lone  retreat,  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burden'd  heart  relief, 

And  pour  forth  all  my  ftores  of  grief; 
Of  grief  furpaffing  every  other  woe, 
Far  as  the  pureil  blifs,  the  happieft  love 

Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  beftow, 

Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grofs  defires,  inelegant  and  low. 

Ye  tufted  groves,  ye  gently-falling- rills, 

Ye  high  o'erfhadowing  hills, 
Ye  lawns  gay-fmiling  with  eternal  green, 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  feen! 
But  never  (hall  you  now  behold  her  more  : 

Nor  will  me  now,  with  fond  delight, 
And  tafte  refin'd,  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 
Thofe  beauteous  eyes,  where  beaming  us'd  to  mine 
Reafon's  pure  light,  and  Virtue's  fpark  divine. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice, 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice ; 
For  her  defpifing,  when  Ihe  deign 'd  to  fing, 

The  fweeteft  fongfters  of  the  fpring : 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more  ; 
The  nightingale  was  mute, 
And  every  {hepherd's  flute 
Was  caft  in  ftlent  fcorn  away, 
While  all  attended  to  her  fweeter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  refume  your  fong: 
And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 
Again  thy  plaintive  ftory  tell ; 
For  death  has  ftopp'd  that  tuneful  tongue, 
\Vhofe  mufick  could  alone  your  warbling  notes  excel. 
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In  vain  I  look  around 
O'er  all  the  well-known  ground, 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footfteps  to  defcry  ; 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk, 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  faw  the  fummer  fun  go  down  the  fky  ; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  fide, 
Nor  where  it's  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  ftie  now  be  found  : 
In  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  profped's  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  efpy, 
e  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relicks  lie, 


O  fliades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boaft? 

Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  (he  preferr'd  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wilh  to  mine, 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modell  beauties  ftiunn'd  the  publick  eye  : 

To  your  fequeiler'd  dales 

And  flower-embroider'd  vales, 
From  an  admiring  world  fhe  chofe  to  fly. 
With  Nature  there  retir'd,  and  Nature's  God, 

The  filent  paths  of  wifdom  trod, 
And  banifh'd  every  paffion  from  her  bread; 

But  thofe,  the  gentlelt  and  the  beft, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve, 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

Sweet  babes  !  who,  like  the  little  playful  fawns, 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  lawns 

By  your  delighted  mother's  fide, 

Who  now  your  infant  fleps  (hall  guide? 

Ah! 
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Ah!  where  is  now  the  hand,  whofe  tender  care 
To  every  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth, 
And  ftrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of  truth  ? 

O  lofs  beyond  repair! 
O  wretched  father  !  left  alone, 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  thy  own  ! 
How  fhall  thy  weaken'd  mind,  opprefs'd  with  woe, 

And,  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe ! 

Now  fhe,  alas !  is  gone, 
From  folly  and  from  vice  their  helplefs  age  to  fave? 

Where  were  ye,  Mufes,  when  relentlefs  Fate 
From  thefe  fond  arms  your  fair  difciple  tore; 

From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  drove, 

With  haplefs,  ineffeaual  love, 
To  guard  her  bofom  from  the  mortal  blow? 

Could  not  your  favouring  power,  Aonian  maids, 
Coald  not,  alas !  your  power  prolong  her  date; 
For  whom  fo  oft,  in  thefe  infpiring  ftiades, 
Or  under  Camden's  mofs-clad  mountains  hoar, 
You  open'd  all  your  facred  ftore; 
Whate'er  your  ancient  fages  taught, 
Your  ancient  bards  fublimely  thought, 
And  bade  her  raptur'd  bread  with  all  your  fpirit  glow? 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caftalia's  plain, 
Or  Aganippe's  fount,  your  ftcps  detain, 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  vallies  did  you  play  j 

Nor  then  on  Mincio's  bank* 

Befet  with  ofiers  dank, 
Nor  where  Clitumnusf  rolls  his  gentle  ftream, 

*  The  Mmcionms  by  Mantua,  the  birth-place  of  Virgil. 

-J-  The  Clitumnus  if  a  river  of  Umbria,  the  refidence  of  Prcpertius. 


Nor 
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Nor  where,  through  hanging  woods, 
Steep  Anio*  pours  his  floods, 
Nor  yet  where  Meles  f  or  Iliflus  J  ftray. 
Ill  does  it  now  befeem, 
That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft, 
To  dire  difeafe  and  death  your  darling  Ihould  be  left. 

Now  what  avails  it,  that  in  early  bloom, 
When  light  fantaflick  toys 
Are  all  her  fex's  joys, 

With  you  me  fearch'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
And  all  that  in  her  latter  days, 
To  emulate  her  ancient  praife, 
Italia's  happy  genius  could  produce; 
Or  what  the  Gallick  fire 
Bright  fparkling  could  infpire, 
By  all  the  Graces  temper'd  and  refin'd; 
Or  what,  in  Britain's  ifle, 
Moil  favour'd  with  your  fmile, 
The  powers  of  Reafon  and  of  Fancy  join'd 
To  full  perfection  have  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

Ah !  what  is  now  the  ufe 
Of  all  thefe  treafures  that  enrich'd  her  mind, 
To  black  Oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  confign'd ! 

At  leaft,  ye  Nine,  her  fpotlefs  name 

'Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave, 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  Fame 
With  golden  characters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come,  then,  ye  virgin  fillers,  come. 
And  ftrew  with  choiceft  flowers  her  hallow'd  tomb; 

*  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  where  Horace  had  a  villa. 
•f-  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  from  whence  Homer,  fappofcd  to  be  bom  OB 
it's  bank*,  is  called  Melifigenes. 
t  The  Jliflus  is  a  river  at  Athens. 

But 
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Bat  foremoft  thou,  in  fable  veftment  clad, 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad, 
Thou  plaintive  Mufe,  whom  o'er  his  Laura's  urn 

Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  mourn; 
O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  more  impaflion'd  tear,  a  more  pathetick  lay! 

Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  brighten'd  by  fome  fweet  peculiar  grace ! 

How  eloquent  in  every  look 
Thro'  her  expreffive  eyes  her  foul  diftinftly  fpoke  ! 
Tell  how  her  manners,  by  the  world  refin'd, 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modifh  vice  behind,  • 
And  made  each  charm  of  polim'd  courts  agree 
With  candid  Truth's  fimplicity, 
And  uncorrupted  Innocence ! 
Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe 
She  join'd  the  foftening  influence 
Of  more  than  female  tendernefs  : 
How,  in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wealth  and  joy, 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others  good  deftroy, 

Her  kindly-melting  heart, 
To  every  want,  and  every  woe, 
To  guilt  itfelf  when  in  diftrefs, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart, 
And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  beflovv  ! 
E'en  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  it's  life 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife, 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fall; 
Tears,  from  fweet  Virtue's  fource,  benevolent  to  all. 

Not  only  good  and  kind, 
But  ftrong  and  elevated  was  her  mind: 
A  fpirit  that  with  noble  pride 
Could  look  fuperior  down 
Cn  Fortune's  fmile  or  frown ; 

That 
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That  could,  without  regret  or  pain, 
To  Virtue's  lowed  duty  facrifice, 
Or  Intereft  or  Ambition's  higheft  prize; 
That,  injur'd  or  offended,  never  tried 
It's  dignity,  by  vengeance,  to  maintain, 
But  by  magnanimous  difdain. 
A  wit  that,  temperately  bright, 

With  inoffenfive  light 

All  pleafing  fhone;  nor  ever  paft 
The  decent  bounds  that  Wifdom's  fober  hand. 
And  fweet  Benevolence's  mild  command, 
And  balhful  Modefty,  before  it  call. 
A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceiv'd. 
That  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  believ'd; 
That  fcorn'd  unjuft  Sufpicion's  coward  fear, 
And,  without  weaknefs,  knew  to  be  fmcere. 
Such  Lucy  was,  when,  in  her  faireft  days, 
Amidil  th'  acclaim  of  univerfal  praife, 

In  life's  and  glory's  frefheft  bleom, 
Death  came  remorfelefs  on,  and  funk  her  to  the  tomb. 

So,  where  the  filent  ftreams  of  Liris  glide, 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  Campania's  vale, 
When  now  the  wintery  tempefts  all  are  fled, 
And  genial  Summer  breathes  her  gentle  gale, 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  it's  beauteous  head; 
From  every  branch  the  balmy  flowerets  rife, 
On  every  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  feen  ; 
With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  fmiling  flcies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend  it,  and  th'  Idalian  queen: 
But,  in  the  midft  of  all  it's  blooming  pride, 
A  fudden  blaft  from  Apenninus  blows. 

Cold  with  perpetual  fnows; 
The  tender  blighted  plant  flirinks  up  it's  leaves,  and  dies. 

3  A  A  rife, 
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Arife,  O  Petrarch !  from  th'  Elyfian  bowers, 
With  never-fading  myrtles  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  flowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'dj 
Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  lyre, 

Tun'd  by  thy  fkilful  hand, 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire, 

With  which  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  difaftrous  love; 

To  me  refign  the  vocal  fhell, 

And  teach  my  forrows  to  relate 

Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well, 

As  may  e'en  things  inanimate, 
Rough  mountain  oaks,  and  defart  rocks,  to  pity  move. 

What  were,  alas !  thy  woes,  compar'd  to  mine •?• 
To  thee  thy  millrefs  in  the  blisful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand  ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine. 

In  thy  domeftick  care 

She  never  bore  a  (hare, 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  fecret  grief  that  fefter'd  there: 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed 
Of  ficknefs  watch  thee,  and  thy  fanguid  heacf 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  fuftain, 

And  charm  away  the  fenfe  of  pain: 

Nor  did  me  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name~ 

O  beft  of  wives !  O  dearer  far  to  me 

Thau  when  thy  virgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms; 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee? 

How 
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How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  defart  grown, 

Abandon'd  and  alone, 
Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live.? 

Without  thy  lovely  fmile, 
The  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil, 
What  pleasures  now  can  pall'd  Ambition  give? 
E'en  the  delightful  fenfe  of  well-earn'd  praife, 
Unlhar'd  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifeltfs  thoughts  could  raife. 

For  my  diftracled  mind 
What  fuccour  can  I  find  ? 
On  whom  for  conlblation  Ihall  I  call? 
Support  me,  every  friend; 
Your  kind  affikance  lend, 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppreffive  woe. 

Alas !  each  friend  of  mine, 
My  dear  departed  love,  fo  much  was  thine, 
That  none  has  any  comfort  to  bellow. 
My  books,  the  beft  relief 
In  every  other  grief, 
Are  now  with  your  idea  fadden'd  all: 
Each  favourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur'd  memory  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of  Lucy  dead. 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind: 
The  rolling  year  it's  various  courfe  perform'd, 

And  back  return'd  again; 
Another,  and  another,  fmiliug  came, 
And  faw  our  happinefs  unchang'd  remain. 

Still  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wimes  bind: 
Our  ftudies,  pleafures,  tafte,  the  fame. 

O  fatal,  fatal  ftroke  ! 
That  all  this  pleafmg  fabrick  Love  had  rais'd 

Of  rare  felicity, 
On  which  ev'n  wanton  Vice^with  envy  gaz'd, 

3  A  2  And 
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And  every  fcheme  of  blifs  our  hearts  had  form'd. 
With  foothing  hope  for  many  a  future  day, 

In  one  fad  moment  broke  ! 
Yet,  O  my  foul!  thy  riling  murmtfrs  flay  ; 
Nor  dare  th'  all-wife  Difpofer  to  arraign, 

Or  againft  his  fupreme  decree 

With  impious  grief  complain. 
That  all  thy  full-blown  joys  at  once  mould  fade, 
Was  his  moil  righteous  will — and  be  that  will  obey'd. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  controul; 
And, 'in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fin  and  pain, 

Her  pure  exalted  foul, 
Unjuftly,  for  thy  partial  good,  detain? 
No — rather  ftrive  thy  grovelling  mind  to  raife 

Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthron'd  fhe  now  with  pity  fees 
How  frail,  how  infecure,  how  flight, 
Is  every  mortal  blifs; 

E'en  Love  itfelf,  if  rifmg  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfect  ftate, 

Whofe  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  muft  end, 
It  does  not  to  it's  fovereign  good  afcend. 

Rife,  then,  my  foul,  with  hope  elate, 
And  feek  thofe  regions  of  ferene  delight, 
Whofe  peaceful  path,  and  ever-open  gate, 
No  feet  but  thofe  of  harden'd  Guilt  fhall  mifs: 
There  death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  fhall  reftore; 
There  yield  up  all  his  power  e'er  to  divide  you  more* 


THE 
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THE    DACIAN    BATTLE. 

BY    DR.    WATTS. 

GAD  OR  the  old,  the  wealthy,  and  the  ftrong, 
Chearful  in  years  (nor  of  the  heroick  Mufe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  pofleffions 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube.     Seventy  fprings 
Smil'donhis  feed,  and  feventy  harveil-moons 
Fill'd  his  wide  granaries  with  autumnal  joy : 
Still  he  refum'd  the  toil ;  and  fame  reports, 
While  he  broke  up  new  ground,  and  tir'd  his  plough 
In  grafly  furrows,  the  torn  earth  difclos'd 
Helmets  and  Twords,  (bright  furniture  of  war, 
Sleeping  in  ruft)   and  heaps  of  mighty  bones. 
The  fun  dcfcending  to  the  weitern  deep, 
Bid  him  lie  down  and  reft :  he  loos'd  the  yoke; 
Yet  held  his  wearied  oxen  from  their  food, 
With  charming  numbers,  and  uncommon  fong. 

Go,  fellow-labourers,  you  may  rove  fecure, 
Or  feed  befide  me;   tafte  the  greens  and  boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot ;  crop  the  fweet  herb, 
And  graze  in  fafety ;  while  the  vi&or  Pole 
Leans  on  his  fpear,  and  breathes :  yet  ftill  his  eye 
Jealous  and  fierce.     How  large,  old  foldier,  fay, 
How  fair  a  harveft  of  the  flaughter'd  Turk* 
Strew'd  the  Moldavian  fields?  What  mighty  piles 
Of  vaft  deftruftion,  and  of  Thracian  dead, 
Fill  and  am^ze  my  eyes?  Broad  bucklers  lie 
(A  vain  defence !)  fpread  o'er  the  pathlefs  hills, 
And  coats  of  fcaly  fteel,  and  hard  habergeon, 
Peep-bruis'd,  and  empty  of  Mahometan  limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Saracen  wore,  (for,  when  a  boy, 

I  was 
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I  was  their  captive,and  remind  their  drefs:) 
Here  the  Polonians  dreadful  march'd  along, 
In  auguft  port,  and  regular  array, 
Led  on  to  conqueft.     Here  the  Turkifh  chief 
Prefumptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  order  rang'd 
His  long  battalions;  while  his  populous  towns 
Pour'd  out  freih  troops  perpetual,  dreft  in  arms, 
Horrent  in  mail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  pride. 

O  the  dire  image  of  the  bloody  fight 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  fpears;  when  polilh'd  helms, 
And  convex  gold,  blaz'd  thick  againft  the  fun, 
Reftoring  all  his  beams!  but  frowning  War, 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gathe,r'd  tempeft,  flood 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  it's  fall. 

The  ftorm  of  miffive  fteel  dclay'd  a  while 
By  wife  command  ;  fledg'd  arrows  on  the  nerve; 
And  fcymiter  and  fabre  bore  the  (heath 
Relu&ant;  till  the  hollow  brazen  clouds 
Had  bellow'd  from  each  quarter  of  the  field 
Loud  thunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulphurous  fire. 
Then  banners  wav'd,  and  arms  were  mix'd  with  arms  j 
Then  javelins  anfwer'd  javelins  as  they  fled, 
For  both  fled  hiffing  death:  with  adverfe  edge 
The  crooked  faulchions  met;  and  hideous  noife 
From  claming  mields,  through  the  long  ranks  of  war, 
Clang' d  horrible.     A  thoufand  iron  ftorms 
Roar  diverfe  ;  and  in  harm  confufion  drown 
The  trumpet's  filver  found.     O  rude  effort 
Of  harmony  !  Not  all  the  frozen  ftores 
Of  the  cold  North,  when  pour'd  in  rattling  hail, 
Lam  with  fuch  madnefs  the  Norwegian  plains, 
Or  fo  torment  the  ear.     Scarce  founds  fo  far 
The  direful  fragor,  when  fome  fouthern  blaft 
Tears  from  the  Alps  a  ridge  of  knotty  oaks 
peep  fang'd,  and  ancient  tenants  of  the  rock: 

The 
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The  mafly  fragment,  many  a  rood  in  length, 
With  hideous  crafli,  rolls  down  the  rugged  cliff1 
Refiftlefs,  plunging  in  the  fubjed  lake, 
Como,  or  Lugaine ;  th'  afiiifted  waters  roar, 
And  various  thunder  all  the  valley  fills; 
Such  was. the  noife  of  war:  the  troubled  air 
Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  din 
To  neighbouring  regions  ;  rocks  and  lofty  hills 
Beat  the  impetuous  echoes  round  the  fky. 

Uproar,  revenge,  and  rage,  and  hate,  appear 
In  all  their  murderous  forms ;  and  flame,  and  blood, 
And  fweat  and  duft,  array  the  broad  campaign 
In  horror;  hafty  feet,  and  fparkling  eyes, 
And  all  the  favage  paffions  of  the  foul, 
Engage  in  the  warm  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
Here  mingling  hands,  but  with  no  friendly  gripe, 
Join  in  the  fight,  and  breafts  in  clofe  embrace, 
But  mortal  as  the  iron  arms  of  death. 
Here  words  auflere,  of  perilous  command, 
And  valour  fwift  t'obey  ;  bold  feats  of  arms, 
Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate, 
Shine  thro'  the  field  with  more  furprizing  brightnefs 
Than  glittering  helms  or  fpears.     What  loud  applaufe 
(Beft  meed  of  warlike  toil)  what  manly  ihouts, 
And  yells  unmanly,  thro'  the  battle  ring! 
And  fudden  wrath  dies  into  endlefs  fame. 

Long  did  the  fate  of  war  hang  dubious.  Here 
Stood  the  mere  numerous  Turk;  the  valiant  Hole 
Fought  here,  more  dreadful,  tho'  with  IcfTcr  wings. 

But  what  che  Dahets  or  the  coward  foul 
Of  a  Cydonian  ;   what  the  fearful  crowds 
Of  bafe  Cilicians  'fcaping  from  the  {laughter 
Of  Parthian  beafts,  with  all  their  racing  riders; 
What  could  they  mean  aga.in.ft  th'  intrepid  breaft 
Of  the  purfuing  foe?  Th'  impetuous  Poles 
Ru(h  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  horfe 

Drive 
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Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  double  bolt 

Of  kindled  thunder  raging  thro'  the  fky, 

On  founding  wheels;  or  as  fome  mighty  flood 

Rolls  his  two  torrents  down  a  dreadful  fleep 

Precipitant,  and  bears  along  the  ftream 

Rocks,  woods,  and  trees,  with  all  the  grazing  herd, 

And  tumbles  lofty  forefls  headlong  to  the  plain. 

The  bold  Boruflian,  fmoaking  from  afar, 
Moves  like  a  tempeft  in  a  dufky  cloud, 
And  imitates  th'  artillery  of  heaven, 
The  lightning  and  the  roar.     Amazing  fcene ! 
What  fhowers  of  mortal  hail,  what  flaky  fires 
Burft  from  the  darknefs!  while  their  cohorts  fina 
Met  the  like  thunder,  and  an  equal  ftorm, 
From  hoflile  troops,  but  with  a  braver  mind. 
Undaunted  bofoms  tempt  the  edge  of  war, 
And  rum  on  the  fharp  point;  while  baleful  mifchiefs. 
Deaths,  and  bright  dangers,  flew  acrofs  the  field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  fouls 
Fled  murmuring  thro'  their  wounds.     I.  Hood  aloof, 
For  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  wind 
Of  Ruflian  banners,  when  with  whizzing  found, 
Eager  of  glory,  and  profufe  of  life, 
They  bore  down  fearlefs  on  the  charging  foes, 
And  drove  them  backward.     Then  the  Turkifh  moons 
Wander'd  in  difarray.     A  dark  eclipfe 
Hung  on  the  iilver  crefcent,  boding  night, 
Long  night!   to  all  her  fons  :  at  length,  difrob'd, 
The  ftandards  fell ;  the  barbarous  enfigns  torn, 
Fled  with  the  wind,  the  fport  of  angry  Heaven  j 
And  a  large  cloud  of  infantry  and  horfe, 
Scattering  in  wild  diforder,  fpread  the  plain. 

Not  noife,  nor  number,  nor  the  brawny  limb, 
Nor  high-built  fize  prevails.     'Tis  courage  fights, 
'Tis  courage  conquers.     So  whole  forefts  fall 
(A  fpacious  ruin)  by  one  fmgle  axe, 

And 
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And  fteel  well  fharpen'd :  fo  a  generous  pair 

Of  young-wing'd  eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  doves. 

Vaft  was  the  (laughter,  and  the  flowery  green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  crimfon.     Veteran  bands 
Here  made  their  laft  campaign.     Here  haughty  chiefs, 
Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  purple  honour,  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  -battle's  hard  event, 
Opprefs'd  with  iron  (lumbers,  and  long  night. 
Their  ghofts  indignant,  to  the  nether  world 
Fled,  but  attended  well;  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaries  ftrew'd  the  field, 
Fall'n  in  juft  ranks  or  wedges,  lunes  or  fquares, 
Firm  as  they  flood ;  to  the  Warfovian  troops, 
A  nobler  toil,  and  triumph  worth  their  fight. 
But  the  broad  fabre,  and  keen  poll-axe,  flew 
With  fpeedy  terror  thro'  the  feebler  herd. 
And  made  rude  havock  and  irregular  fpoil 
Amongft  the  vulgar  bands  thatown'd  the  name 
Of  Mahomet.     The  wild  Arabians  fled, 
In  fwift  affright,  a  thoufand  different  ways, 
Thro'  brakes  and  thorns,  and  climb'd  the  craggy  mountains, 
Bellowing;  yet  hafty  Fate  o'ertook  the  cry, 
And  Poli(h  hunters  clave  the  timorous  deer. 

Thus  the  dire  prufpeft  diftant,  fill'd  my  foul 
With  awe;   till  the  laftrelicks  of  the  war, 
The  thin  Edonians,  flying,  had  difclos'd 
The  ghaftly  .plain,     I  took  a  nearer  view, 
Unfeemly  to  the  fight,  nor  to  the  fmell 
Grateful.     What  loads  of  mangled  flefli  and  limb* 
(A  difmal  carnage  !)  bath'd  in  recking  gore, 
Lay  weltering  on  the  ground  ;  while  flitting  life 
Convuls'd  the  nerves  itill  (hivering,  nor  had  loft 
All  tafte  of  pain  !  Here  an  old  Thracian  lies, 
Deform'd  with  years  and  fears,  and  groans  aloud, 
Torn  w  ith  frefh  wounds ;  but  inward  vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  foul's  remove,  and  chain.it  dowa 

3B  By 
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By  the  hard  laws  of  nature,  to  fuftaln 
Long  torment:   his  wild  eye-balls  roll;  his  teeth, 
Gnafhing  with  anguifh,  chide  his  lingering  fate. 
Emblazon'd  armour  fpoke  his  high  command 
Amongft  the  neighbouring  dead:   they  round  their  lord 
Lay  proflrate ;  fome  in  flight  ignobly  flain, 
Some  to  the  flues  their  faces  upwards  turn'd, 
Still  brave,  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  prince. 

I  mov'd  not  far,  and  lo !  at  manly  length, 
Two  beauteous  youths  of  richeft  Ott'man  blood 
Extended  on  the  field  ;  in  friendfhip  join'd, 
Nor  fate  divides  them  :  hardy  warriors  both  ; 
Both  faithful ;  drown'd  in  fhowers  of  darts  they  fell, 
Each  with  his  fhield  fpread  o'er  his  lover's  heart, 
In  vain !  for  on  thofe  orbs  of  friendly  brafs 
Stood  groves  of  javelins;  fome,  alas!  too  deep 
Were  planted  there,  and  thro'  their  lovely  bofom 
Made  painful  avenues  for  cruel  death. 

0  my  dear  native  land!  forgive  the  tear 

1  dropp'd  on  their  wan  cheeks,  when  ftrong  companion 
Forc'd  from  my  melting  eyes  the  briny  dew, 

And  paid  a  facrifice  to  hoftile  virtue. 

Dacia,  forgive  the  figh  that  wiih'd  the  fools 

Of  thofe  fair  infidels  fome  humble  place 

Among  the  blefs'd.     «  Sleep,  fleep,  ye  haplefs  pair!' 

Gently  I  cry'd  ;  «  worthy  of  better  fate, 

'  And  better  faith.'     Hard  by  the  general  lay, 

Of  Saracen  defcent,  a  griefly  form 

Breathlefs;  yet  pride  fat  pale  upon  his  front 

In  difappointment,  with  a  furly  brow 

Louring  in  death,  and  vex'd;   his  rigid  jaws 

Foaming  with  blood,  bite  hard  the  Polifh  fpear: 

In  that  dead  vifage  my  remembrance  reads 

Ram  Carraccas.     In  vain  the  boafting  flave 

Promis'd,  and  footh'd  the  fultan,  threatening  fierce, 

With  royd  fuppers  and  triumphant  fare 

Spread 
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Spread  wide  beneath  Warfovian  filk  and  gold  : 
See  on  the  naked  ground  all  cold  he  lies, 
Beneath  the  damp,  wide  covering  of  the  air, 
Forgetful  of  his  word.     How  Heaven  confounds 
Infulting  hopes  !   With  what  an  awful  fmile 
Laughs  at  the  proud,  that  loofen  all  the  reins 
To  their  unbounded  wifhes,  and  leads  on. 
Their  blind  ambition  to  a  fhameful  end  ! 

But  whither  am  I  borne  ?    This  thought  of  arras 
Fires  me  in  vain  to  fmg  to  fenfelefs  bulls 
What  generous  horfe  ftiould  hear.     Break  off,  my  fong; 
My  barbarous  Mufe,  be  ftill.     Immortal  deeds 
Muft  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  ruftick  verfe  ; 
The  martial  trumpet,  and  the  following  age, 
And  growing  fame,  fhall  loud  rehearfe  the  fight 
In  founds  of  glory.     Lo!  the  evening-flar 
Shines  o'er  the  weftern  hill — My  oxen,  come. 
The  well-known  ilar  invites  the  labourer  home. 


THE     KNIGHTS     OF     THE     BATH. 

A    TALE. 

INSCRIBED  TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  MONTAGUE. 
BY     MR.     COOK.E. 

SA  Y,  fhall  the  brave  like  common  mortals  die. 
And  a&s  of  virtue  in  oblivion  lie? 
The  Mufe  forbids;  who,  in  recording  lays, 
Gives  ever  to  defert  the  fong  of  praife. 
What,  tho'  the  tale  is  not  to  Anftis  known, 
Whate'er  the  Mufe  recalls  (he  makes  her  own: 
Who,  confcious  of  thy  worth,   would  give  to  Fame 
Thy  charms,  Matilda,   and  Carvilior's  flame. 

3  B  z  Attend, 
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Attend,  my  lord,  while  I  the  tale  reftore  ; 
Protefl  the  poet,  and  he  aflcs  no  more  ; 
Refufe  not  to  regard  this  humble  drain, 
Thou  juft  pre/ider  o'er  th'illuflrious  train. 

Ere  the  firft  Caefar  did  our  ifle  fjbcfue, 
When  Britons  nought  but  Britiih  virtue  knew; 
Cingetorix,  in  his  domains  content, 
Confin'd  his  empire  tft  the  bounds  of  Kent. 
No  luft  of  pow'r  drives  him  to  realms  unknown. 
To  rob  his  neighbours,  and  enlarge  his  own. 
At  home  no  fear  his  peace  of  mind  molefts ; 
He  rules,  no  tyrant,  over  loyal  breads. 
Thrice  happy  land!  'tis  here  the  Druids  fing, 
And  are  companions  only  for  the  king. 
Far  hence  away  the  fons  of  battle  rage, 
Unknown,  O  Albion  !  to  thy  golden  age. 

One  only  daughter  was  this  prince's  care, 
Chafle  as  Diana,  and  as  Venus  fair; 
When  in  the  woods  the  nymph  delights  to  rove, 
Matilda  walks  the  Dian  of  the  grove; 
Or  if  the  regal  dome  is  her  refort, 
Matilda  mines  the  Venus  of  the  court; 
Jf  in  the  grove  or  in  the  court  (he  moves, 
She's  {till  attended  by  a  thoufand  loves ; 
Each  from  her  eyes  a  thoufand  arrows  darts, 
And  leads  in  triumph  each  a  thoufand  hearts. 
All  eyes  which  fee  h^r  once  confefs  her  fway, 
And  her  bright  image  never  fades  away. 

Among  the  youths,  who  dar'd  avow  their  flame, 
A  poor,  but  gallant  prince,  Carvilior,  came ; 
He  walk'd  a  god  amidft  th' admiring  throng, 
The  darling  fubjeft  of  the  Druid's  fong. 
To  all  the  beauties  of  a  form,  were  join'd- 
Th'  unfully'd  virtues  of  afoul  refin'd. 
His  ev'ry  aft,  his  ev'ry  word,  could  move  j 
Matter  of  all  the  rhetorick'of  love, 

Of 
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Of  all  the  fuitors  who  the  fair  addrefs'd, 
None  found  a  paflage  to  her  virtuous  bread 
But  Prince  Carvilior.     Firfther  eyes  approve, 
Forc'd  from  her  heart  at  Lift  to  call  it  love. 
They  love,  the  caufe  the  fame,  they  both  adore  j 
Much  do  their  perfons  charm,  their  virtues  more. 

Long  had  they  both  with  mutual  anguifh  burn'd, 
And,  unmojefted,  figh  for  figh  return'd.  # 

Now  in  the  court,  now  in  the  lonely  walk, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fweet  varieties  of  talk. 
-Their  vows  in  fecret  they  prefer  to  fate, 
Jn  life,  in  love,  to  grant  an  equal  date : 
And  who  fo  blef>'d,  who  half  fo  blefs'd  as  they? 
Jn  love,  we  fancy  all  a  fummer-day  ! 

When  mofl  fecure  of  all  our  with  we  ftand, 
Oft  are  we  caft  upon  a  barren  land  ;  , 
For  cruel  Fortune  will  a  moment  find, 
A  moment  to  the  lover's  hopes  unkind. 

Cingetorix  had  now  their  paflion  feen  ; 
He  fcann'd  Carvilior's  form,  his  air,  his  mien: 
Much  did  he  ftrive  to  count  his  virtues  o'er; 
He  found  them  many-~but  he  found  him  poor. 
Jt  isrefolv'd.     In  vain  our  virtues  plead, 
And  weak  their  fuccour  in  the  time  of  need. 
Th' obdurate  fire  forbids  his  longer  ftay; 
The  lover  drives,  without  a  look,  away. 
Soon  as  he  hears  the  rigid  father's  mind, 
The  prince  obeys,  and  leaves  his  foul  behind. 

Banifti'd  the  court,  and  forc'd  from  all  he  loves, 
A  fudden  made  he  feeks,  the  lonely  groves. 
To  the  bleak  plains,  wild  as  his  thoughts,  he  flies. 
And  begs  the  king  may  fee  with  younger  eyes. 
He  ftiuns  all  converfe  for  the  filent  bow'rs  ; 
And  wears  away  with  grief  the  lazy  hours. 
Now  on  the  margin  of  a  murm'ring  ftream 
He  fits  all  day,  and  makes  the  nymph  lUs  theme. 

Of 
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Of  health  regardlefs,  on  the  turf  he  lies, 
Loft  to  all  joy,  till  fleep  has  clos'd  his  eyes : 
On  beds  of  rofes  now  he  feems  to  reft; 
There  reigns,  Matilda,  monarch  of  thy  breaftj 
All  his  paft  fcenes  of  blifs  his  dreams  reftore  ; 
O  kind  delufion!    he's  a  wretch  no  more. 
The  phantom  flies,  and  leaves  him  to  his  pain; 
He  wakes,  alas !  and  is  a  wretch  again. 

While  thus  the  prince  his  lofs,  Matilda,  bears, 
Counting  the  moments  each  an  age  of  cares; 
Alike  the  fair  of  adverfe  ftars  complains, 
And  for  Carvilior  feels  Carvilior's  pains. 
True  to  her  love,  as  conitant  to  her  grief, 
She  feeds  on  forrow,  and  denies  relief. 
To  her  no  more  the  bright  afTembly's  gay; 
Nothing  has  charms,   and  day  no  more  is  day. 
As  when  the  fun  bears  from  our  eyes  the  light, 
And  for  awhile  leaves  half  the  world  in  night, 
No  more  the  rofe  in  purple  pride  is  feen, 
The  painted  tulip,  nor  the  willow  green; 
So  to  the  fair  all  worldly  charms  are  dead, 
Her  fun  that  gave  the  day,  Carvilior's  fled. 

His  wifh'd-for  abfence  frees  from  their  defpair 
The  crowd  of  lovers  that  addrefs  the  fair  ! 
All  hope  advantage  from  Carvilior's  pain, 
And  all  their  vows  renew,  and  all  in  vain. 
With  mighty  dowers  fome  flrive  her  foul  to  move  ; 
And  crowns  are  laid  to  be  the  fnares  of  love. 
Nor  mighty  dowers,  nor  crowns,  can  change  the  dame, 
True  to  her  virtue,  and  her  firft-born  flame. 
At  a  final  1  diftance  from  the  palace  ftood, 
For  fweet  retirement,  a  convenient  wood; 
There  would  the  princefs,  with  her  maid,  remove, 
To  fhun  the  concourfe  of  detefted  love. 
And  now  the  damfels  crop  the  woodland  flow'rs., 
Now  tell  her  tender  tales  in  fragrant  bow'rsj 

Now 
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Now  fecret  to  the  inmoft  (hade  they  go, 

Where  a  cool  riv'let'sfilver currents  flow; 

In  which,  divefted  of  the  veil  of  drefs, 

Whene'er  (he  blaz'd  in  modeil  nakednefs, 

The  fun  enamour.'d,  as  traditions  fay, 

Would,  gazing  on  her  charms,  prolong  the  day. 

Hither  two  lords,  who  long,  too  long,  had  bcrne 

Thy  frowns,  Matilda,  and  of  love  the  fcorn, 

As  void  of  fear  the  nymphs  were  bathing,  came, 

And  biefs'd  the  hour  that  (hould  revenge  their  lhame. 

Once  jealous  rivals,  now  with  vengeance  fir'd, 

They  league  againft  the  virtues  they  adrair'd. 

Behind  a  thicket  they  conceal'd  remain, 

And  view  the  goddefs  with  her  virgin  train ; 

Her  iv'ry  arms  and  foowy  breads  explore; 

The  waves  forbid  it,  they  can  fee  no  more. 

They  doubt,  or  (hall  they  bear  the  fair  away, 

Or  aft  their  horrors  in  the  face  of  day. 

The  dire  remembrance  of  .their  flighted  flame, 

Their  burning  paflion  for  the  fcornful  dame; 

Their  brutal  nature,  prone  to  rapes,   combine 

To  execute  in  hade  the  black  defign. 

Quick  on  the  river's  bank  each  monfter  ftands, 

Fire  in  their  looks,  their  poniards  in  their  hands ; 

No  outward  figns  their  deepeft  thoughts  difguife, 

For  their  dark  fouls  glare  dreadful  thro'  their  eyes. 

To  hide  their  naked  charms  the  virgins  drove, 

And  their  fhrieks  echo'd  thro'  the  plaintive  grove. 

The  boding  cries  Carvilior's  ears  invade, 

Who  penfive  lay  beneath  a  diftant  (hade; 

He  knew  the  much-lov'd  voice,   and  from  the  ground 

Starting,  he  trembled  at  the  well-known  found: 

His  bow  and  quiver  o'er  his  arms  he  threw, 

And,  wing'd  with  love,  fwift  as  the  winds  he  flew. 

Soon  on  the  bank  he  ftood,  a  new  furprize  1 

For  poor  Matilda  fcarce  belicv'd  her  eyes. 

•  Defift.* 
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'  Defifl,'  he  cry'd  aloud,  '  nor  touch  the  fair  j 
•  An  unexpected  fop  demands  your  care.' 
Then  to  the  head  he  drew  the  barbed  dart, 
And  found  a  paflage  to  a  traitor's  heart ; 
The  villain  proilrate  on  the  ground  he  laid, 
A  breathlefs  vidim  to  the  virtuous  maid* 
To  fliun  his  fate  by  flight  the  feccnd  drove, 
And  fought  for  refuge  in  the  fliady  grove. 
The  prince  purfues  fail  as  the  wretch  can  fly, 
Refolv'4  his  vengeance  to  compleat,  or  die. 
Meanwhile  the  damfels  to  the  fliade  repair, 
Studious  to  drefs,  and  to  relieve  the  fair: 
With  her  they  Prince  CarviHor's  fate  deplore, 
And  fear  for  him,  as  for  themfelves  before. 
But  foon  their  fears  are  with  their  danger  fled, 
And  now  the  nymph  uproars  her  drooping  head) 
For,  lo  !    the  blefs'd  preferver  of  her  fame, 
Safe  from  the  work  of  fate  and  juftice,  came. 
Quick  to  his  br.eaft  he  clafp'd  the  Jove-fick  maid, 
And  thought  the  toui  he  bore  were  well  repaid. 
In  filent  raptures  they  their  joys  reveal, 
Which  none  can  well  defcribe,  bat  when  they  feel. 
So  fliall  the  foul,  if  true  the  fages  fay, 
Mark  out  her  partner  in  the  laft  great  day. 
As  great  as  thofe  met  to  eternal  eafe, 
Tho'  not  fo  lading,  a;-e  the  joys  of  thefe. 

Soon  as  the  good  old  king  the  {lory  hears, 
He  owns  the  godlike  a&  in  gen'rous  tears ; 
A  thoufand  forrows  fwell  his  lub'ring  breaft. 
To  fee  fuch  virtues  by  himielf  opprefs'd. 
His  royal  griefs  confefs  his  fenfe  of  Ihamej 
And  now  he  hears  with  joy  Carvilior's  name, 
Firmly  refolv'd,  impatient  of  delay, 
Not  to  defer  the  marriage-rites  a  -day: 
And  that  the  tale  might  e'er  be  told  on  earth, 
And  fuch  a  pattern  of  heroick  worth, 
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To  future  ages  might  be  handed  down, 

He  thrice  twelve  gallant  youths,  of  high  renown, 

Selected  fouls,  of  all  the  land  the  flow'f, 

Appointed  to  adorn  the  bridal  hour. 

They  go,  conduced  by  the  man  divine, 

Full  of  devotion,  to  the  facred  fhrine. 

Before  the  altar  to  the  God  they  bow, 

And  make,  with  zeal  unfeign'd,   the  folcmn  vow : 

To  give,  in  time  of  need,  the  wretched  aid  ; 

To  guard  from  brutal  force  the  fpotlefs  maid. 

And  thus,  my  lord,  the  Knights  of  Bath  began, 
In  honour  to  the  brave  and  godlike  man; 
An  order  ever  to  Carvilior's  fame, 
Which  from  the  virgins  bathing  took  the  name. 


CONNAL  AND  MARY. 

BY     MISS     TOM  LIN  S. 

BY  Yarrow  ftream,,  that  glides  along, 
Whofe  banks  the  wild-thyme  fweetly  covers* 
Thus  Connal  rais'd  his  mournful  fong ; 
By  Yarrow,  fam'd  for  faithful  lovers. 

«  Farewel !'  he  cried ;  '  a  long  farewell 

'  Farewel  to  hope  and  joy  for  ever; 
'  For  hope  and  joy  can  never  dwell 

'  Befide  the  waves  that  lovers  fever! 

«  With  Mary  I  have  pafs'd  the  day, 

<  Befide  this  ftream  in  murmurs  flowing; 
*  With  Mary  I  have  lov'd  to  ftray 

«  Amid  the  wild- thyme  fweetly  blowing. 

3  C  'For 
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'  For  her  my  little  flock  I  left: 

'  For  Mary,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
'  My  eye-lids  were  of  fleep  bereft ; 

*  My  footfleps  wander'd  round  her  bower. 

*  For  her  it  was,  at  dawning  day, 

*  The  fweeteft  flow'rs  of  fpring  I  blended  j 

*  For  her,  at  noon-tide's  fcorching  ray, 

'  The  lambs  and  frolick  kids  I  tended. 

'  I  form'd  a  wreath  for  Mary's  hair, 

*  Of  all  my  little  garden's  treafure ; 

*  And  when  that  wreath  (he  deign'd  to  wear, 

«  Alas  !   can  words  exprefs  my  pleafare  ? 

<  Methinks  that  gen-tie  look  I  fee, 

'  Which  once  me  call  to  eafe  my  forrow; 

'  I  fee  it  yet,  tho'  lovely  fhe 

'  Forgot  it  e'er  the  dawning  morrow. 

'  Thofe  happy  days  me  has  forgot, 
'  Forgotten  are  my  reftlefs  hours  ; 

*  Forgotten  is  the  rural  fpot 

*  Where  Mary  wore  that  wreath  of  flower's?. 

«  She  has  forgot  the  filver  tide, 

«  The  tide  of  Yarrow  gently  flowirig; 

*  And  Mary  is  another's  bride, 

*  Where  fweeter  flowers  than  mine  are  blowing- 

'  Blow  fweet,  ye  flowers,   where'er  flie  be; 

'  Ye  ftreams,  in  gentler  murmurs  languim: 
'But  whifper  not  the  charming  me, 

'  That  my  fond  heart  now  breaks  with  anguifli. 
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*  Could  Mary  fee  that  breaking  heart, 

'  Each  tender  wim  for  her  difcover; 
'  The  tear  of  pity,  void  of  art, 

'  Would  deeper  wound  her  faithful  lover. 

'  When  this  fond  breaft  {hall  ceafe  to  feel, 
'  When  this  fond  heart  mall  ceafe  to  flutter; 

*  When  down  thefe  cheeks  no  tear  {hall  fteal, 

'  And  thefe  cold  lips  no  founds  {hall  utter: 

'  Let  not  reflection  tell  my  love 

'  How  oft  me  vow'd  to  be  my  marrow ; 

*  Let  not  her  footfteps  ever  rove 

«  Along  the  dent  banks  of  Yarrow  ! 

«  Perhaps,  if  near  the  favour'd  fpot 

«  Where  once  her  vows  to  me  {he  plighted, 

*  My  ceafelefs  truth,  my  early  lot, 

«  In  artlefs  ftrains  mould  be  recited ; 

*  She  might  forget  that  every  figh, 

«  That  every  tear  of  love  and  forrow 
f  That  gliften'd  in  that  charming  eye, 
'  From  others  rights  me  now  muft  borrow. 

«  O  may  me  never  hear  my  woe ! 

'  Nor  Fame's  loud  tongue  the  tale  difcover ; 

*  Let  no  rude  ftone  to  Mary  fhew 

«  The  fod  that  wraps  her  clay-cold  lover. 

e  Beneath  the  turf,  where  once  we  rov'd, 

«  This  faithful  heart  (hall  ceafe  to  languim  j 

*  Befide  the  bank  where  once  (he  lov'd, 

«  Soon  mall  this  breaft  forget  it's  anguim!' 


3  C  9  His 


388  BEAUTIES    OF    P  O  E  T  R 

His  dying  lips  their  talk  deny  ; 

He  ceas'd  his  tale,  his  tale  of  forrow : 
Cold  was  his  breaft,  and  clos'd  his  eye, 

Befxde  the  flowing  wave  of  Yarrow. 


PSYCHE; 

OR, 

THE    GREAT    METAMORPHOSIS, 

IN     IMITATION     OF     SPENSER. 
BY    DR.    RIDLEY. 

WHERE  early  Phcebus  fheds  his  milder  beamsA 
The  happy  gardens  of  Adonis  lay  : 
There  Time,  well  pleas'd  to  wonne,  a  youth  befeems, 
Ne  yet  his  wings  were  fledg'd,  ne  locks  were  grey; 
Round  him  in  fweet  accord  the  Seafons  play 

With  fruits  and  bloflbms  meint,  in  goodly  greej 
And  dancing  hand  in  hand  rejoice  the  lea. 

Sick  gardens  now  no  mortal  wight  can  fee, 
Ne  mot*  they  in  my  fimple  verfe  defcriven  be. 

The  temper'd  clime  full  many  a  tree  affords ; 

Thofe  many  trees  blufh  forth  with  ripen'd  fruite: 
The  blufhing  fruite  to  feaft  invites  the  birds  ; 

The  birtis  with  plenteous  feafts  their  ftrength  recruite^ 
And  warble  fongs  more  fweet  than  fhepherd's  flute. 

The  gentle  ftream  that  roll'dthe  ftones  among, 
Charm'd  with  the  place,  almoft  forgot  it's  fuite ; 

But  lift'ning  and  refponding  to  the  fong, 
Loit'ring,  and  winding  often,  murmured  elong. 


Here 
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Panacea,  here  Nepenthe  grew; 

Here  Polygon,  and  each  ambrofial  weed  ; 
Whofe  vertues  could  decayed  health  renew, 

And,  anfwering  exhaufted  nature's  need. 
Mote  eath  a  mortal  to  immortal  feed. 

Here  lives  Adonis  in  unfading  youth  ; 
Celeftial  Venus  grant*  him  that  rich  meed, 

And  him  fucceflive  evermore  renew'th, 
Jn  recompence  for  all  his  faithful  love  and  truth. 

Not  (he,  I  ween,  the  wanton  queen  of  love, 

All  buxom  as  the  waves  from  whence  Ihe  rofe. 
With  her  twin  fbns,  who  idly  round  her  rove, 

One  Eros  hight,  the  other  Anteros ; 
Albeit  brothers,    different  as  foes: 

This  fated,  fullen,  apt  for  bickerment ; 
That  hungry,  eager,  fit  for  derring-does. 

That  flies  before,  with  fcorching  flames  ybrent; 
This,  following,  douts  thofe  flames  with  peevifti  difcontent. 

Celeftial  Venus  does  fuch  ribaulds  fhun, 

Ne  dare  they  in  her  purlues  to  be  feen  ; 
But  Cupid's  torch,  fair  mother's  faireft  fon, 

Shines  with  a  fteady  unconfuming  fheen  ; 
Not  fierce,  yet  bright,  coldnefs  and  rage  between. 

The  backs  of  lyons  felloneft  he  ftrod  ; 
And  lyons  tamely  did  themfelves  amene  : 

On  nature's  wild  full  fov'reignly  he  rod  ; 
Wild  natures,  chang'd,  confefs'd  the  mild  puiflant  god. 

A  beauteous  fay,  or  heav'n-defcended  fprite, 

Sprung  from  her  fire  withouten  female's  aid, 
(As  erfl  Minerva  did)  and  Pfyche  hight, 

Jn  that  inclofure  happy  fojourn  made. 

No 
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No  art  fome  heel'd  uncpmelynefs  betray'd, 
But  nature  wrought  her  many-colour'd  Hole; 

Ne  tarnifh'd  like  an  Ethiopian  maid, 

Scorch'd  with  the  funs  that  o'er  her  beauties  roll; 

Ne  faded  like  the  dames  who  bleach  beneath  the  pole. 

Nor  (hame,  nor  pride  of  borrow'd  fubftance  wrought 

Her  gay  embroidery  and  ornament; 
But  me  who  gave  the  gilded  infecVs  coat, 

Spun  the  foft  filk,  and  fpread  the  various  teint : 
The  gilded  infecVs  colours  yet  were  f-.int 

To  thofe  which  Nature  for  this  fairy  wove. 
Our  grannums  thus,  with  different  dies  befprent, 

Adorn'd  in  naked  majefty  the  grove, 
Charm'd  our  great  fires,  and  warm'd  our  frozen  clime  to  love, 

On  either  fide,  .and  alladown  her  back, 

With  many  a  ring  at  equal  dillance  plac'd, 
Contrary  to  the  relt,  was  heben  black, 

With  fhades  of  green,  quick  changing  as  me  pafs'd^ 
All  were  en  ground-work  of  bright  gold  o'ercaft. 

The  back  gave  livelood  to  the  greenilh  hue, 
The  green  ftill  deep'd  the  heben  o'er  it  lac'd  ; 

The  gold,  that  peep'd  atween  and  then  withdrew, 
Gave  luilre  to  them  both,  and  charm'd  the  wond'ring  view* 

It  feem'd  like  arras,  wrought  with  cunning  /kill, 

Where  kindiy  meddle  colours,  light  and  fliade; 
Here  flows  the  flood,  there  rifing  wood  or  hill 

Breaks  ofF  it's  courfe,  gay  verdure  dies  the  mead. 
The  ftream.  depeiuten  by  the  glitt'rand  braid, 

Emong  th?  hills  novy  winding  feems  to  hide; 
Now  mines  unlock  d  for  thro'  the  op'nirg  glade, 

Now  in  full  torrent  pours  it's  golden  tyde; 
Hills,  woods,  and  meaus  refrefh'd,  rejoicing  by  it's  fide. 


Her 
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Her  Cupid  lov'd,  whomPfyche  lov'd  again: 

He,  like  hrr  parent  and  her  belamour, 
Sought  how  (he  mote  in  fickernefs  remain, 

From  all  malengine  fafe,  and  evil  flour. 

*  Go,  tender  coflet,'  faid  he,  '  forray  o'er 

*  Thefe  walks  and  lawnds;  thine  all  thefebufkets  are} 

*  Thine  ev'ryfhrub,  thine  ev'ry  fruite  and  flower: 

'  But,  oh  !  I  charge  thee,  love,  the  rofe  forbear; 

*  For  prickles  (harp  do  arm  the  dang'rous  rofiere. 

'  Prickles  will  pain,  and  pain  will  banifh  love: 
'  I  charge  thce,  Pfyche,  then,  the  rofc  forbear. 

*  When  faint  and  fick,  thy  languors  to  remove, 

'  To  yon  ambrofial  fhrubs  and  plants  repair; 
c  Thou  weeteft  not  what  med'cines  in  them  are  : 

«  What  wonders  follow  their  repeated  ufe 
«  N'ote  thy  weak  fenfe  conceive,  fhould  I  declare ; 

'  Their  labour'd  balm,  and  well-con cofted  juice, 
1  New  life,  new  forms,  new  thews,  new  joys,  new  worlds  produce^ 

*  Thy  term  of  tryal  part  with  conftancy, 

'  That  wimpling  flough  fhall  fall  like  filth  away; 
'  On  pinions  broad,  uplifted  to  the  Iky, 

«  Thou  malt,  aftert,  thy  Granger  felf  furvey. 

*  Together,  Pfyche,  will  we  climb  and  play; 

'  Together  wander  thro'  the  fields  of  air, 

*  Beyond  where  funs  and  moons  mete  night  and  day. 

'  I  charge  thee,  O  my  love,  the  rofe  forbear, 

*  If  thou  wouldft  fcathe  avoid.     Pfyche,  forewarn'd,  beware!' 

*  How  fweet  thy  words  to  my  enchanted  ear !' 

(With  grateful,  modeft  confidence  me  faid  ;) 

*  If  Cupid  fpeak,  I  could  for  ever  hear : 

*  Truft  me,  my  love,  thou  malt  be  well  obey'd. 

''What 
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'  What  rich  purveyance  for  me  haft  thou  made, 

*  The  prickly  rofe  alone  denied  !  the  reft 

*  In  full  indulgence  giv'n  !   'twere  to  upbraid, 

'  To  doubt  compliance  with  this  one  requeft: 

*  How  fmall,  and  yet  how  kind,  Cupid,  is  thy  beheftl 

*  And  is  that  kindnefs  made  an  argument 

*  To  raife  me  flill  to  higher  fcenes  of  blifs  ? 

*  Is  the  acceptance  of  thy  goodnefs  meant 

'  Merit  in  me  for  farther  happinefs? 

*  No  merit,  and  no  argument,  I  wifs, 

*  Is  there  befides  in  me,  unworthy  maid  : 

*  Thy  gift  the  very  love  I  bear  thee  is. 

'  Truft  me,  my  love,  thou  malt  be  well  obey'd  ; 
'  To  doubt  compliance  here,  Cupid,  were  to  upbraid.' 

Withouten  counterfefance  thus  me  fpoke  ; 

Unweeting  of  her  frailty.     Light  uprofe 
Cupid  on  eafy  wings:  yet  tender  look, 

And  oft  reverted  eye,  on  her  beftows  ; 
Fearful,  but  not  diftruftful  of  her  vows. 

And  mild  regards  me  back  refle&s  on  him  : 
"With  adhing  eye  purfues  him  as  he  goes ; 

With  aching  heart  marks  each  diminifli'd  limb; 
Till  indiftiriclt,  difftfs'd,  and  loft  in  air  he  feem. 

He  went  to  fet  the  watches  of  the  eaft, 

That  none  mote  rufli  in  with  the  tyde  of  wind: 
He  went  to  Venus  to  make  fond  requeft 

From  flefhly  ferin  to  loofen  Pfyche's  mind, 
And  her  efcfoons  tranfmew.     She  forelore  pin'd  ; 

A iid  mov'd  for  folace  to  the  glafly  lake, 
To  view  the  charms  that  had  his  heart  entwin'd. 

She  faw,  and  blum'd,  and  fmil'd;   then  inly  fpakei 

*  Thefe  charms  I  cannot  chufe  but  love,  for  Cupid's  fake.' 


Bat 
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But  fea-born  Venus  'gan  with  envy  flir 

At  bruite  of  their  great  happinefs;  and  fought 
How  fhe  might  wreak  her  fpight :  then  call'd  to  her 

Her  fons,  and  op'd  what  rankled  in  her  thought; 
Afking  who'd  venture  o'er  the  mounds  to  vau't 

To  breed  them  fcathe  unwares  ;  to  damp  the  joy 
Of  blifsful  Venus,  or  to  bring  to  nought 

The  liefeft  purpofe  of  her  darling  boy, 
Or  urge  them  both  their  minion  Pfyche  to  deftroy. 

Eros  recul'd,  and  noul'd  the  work  atchieve. 

'  Bold  is  th'  attempt,'  faid  he,  *  averfe  from  love : 
'  If  love  infpires,  I  could  derreign  to  reave 

'  His  fpear  from  Mars,  his  levin-bronci  from  Jove.' 
Him  Anteros,  fneb'd  furly.     '  Gallefs  dove  ! 

'  Than  love's,  fpight's  mightier  prowefs  underftond : 
'  If  fpight  infpires,  I  dare  all  dangers  prove  ; 

*  And  if  fuccefsful,  (land  the  levin-brond, 
'  When  hurlen  angry  forth  from  Jove's  avenging  hond.' 

He  faid,  and  deffly  t' wards  the  gardens  flew; 

Horribly  fmiling  at  his  foul  emprize. 
When,  nearer  ftill  and  nearer  as  he  drew, 

Unfufferable  brightnefs  wounds  his  eyes 
Forth  beaming  from  the  cryftal  walls ;  he  tries 

Arrear  to  move,   averted  from  the  blaze. 
But  now  no  longer  the  pure  azther  buoys 

His  grofler  body's  difproportion'd  peaze ; 
Down  drops,  plumb  from  his  tow'ring  path,  the  treachor  bafc. 

So,  o'er  Avernus,  or  the  Lucrine  lake, 

The  wiftlefs  bird  purfues  his  purpos'd  flight: 

Whether  by  vapours  iioy'd  that  thenceforth  break, 
Or  elfe  deferted  by  an  air  too  light, 

3  D  Down 
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Down  tumbles  the  fowl  headlong  from  his  height. 

So  Anteros  aftonied  fell  to  ground, 
Provok'd,  but  not  accoid  athb  ilraunge  plight. 

He  rofe,    and  wending  coafts  it  round  and  round. 
To  find  unguarded  pafs,  hopelefs  to  leap  the  mound. 

As  on  the  margin  of  a  ftream  he  ftood, 

Slow  rolling  from  that  paradife  within, 
A  fnake's  out-cafe  untenanted  he  view'd: 

Seizing  the  fpoil,  albeit  it  worthlefs  been, 
He  darts  himfelf  into  the  vacant  (kin. 

In  bdrrow'd  gear,  th'  exulting  lofel  glides, 
Whofe  faded  hues  with  joy  flufh  bright  again; 

Triumphant  o*er  the  buoyant  flood  he  rides; 
And-  moots  th'  important  gulph,   borne  on  the  gentle 

So  fhone  the  brazen  gates  of  Babylon1; 

Armies  in  vain  her  muniments  afTail  : 
So  ftrong,  no  engines  could  them  batter  down ; 

So  high,   no  ladders  could  the  ramparts  fcale ; 
So  flank'd  with  tow'rs,  befiegers  n'ote  avail^ 

So  wide,  fufficient  harvefts  they  enclofe. 
But  where  might  yields,   there  ftratagems  prevail: 

Faithlefs  Euphrates  thro'  the  city  flows, 
And  thro'  his  channel  pours  the  unexpected  foes. 

He  fails  along  in  many  a  wanton  fpire ; 

Now  floats  at  length,  now  proudly  rears  his  creft : 
His  fparkling  eyes  and  fcales,   inftind  with-  fire, 

With  fplendor  as  he  moves,  the  waves  o'er  kefl ; 
And  the  waves  gleam  beneath  his  flaming  breaft. 

As  thro'  the  battle,  fet  in  full  array, 
When  the  fun  walks  in  radiant  brightnefs  drefs'd  ; 

His  beams  that  on  the  burnifh'd  helmets  play, 
The  burni&'d  helms  refleft,  and  fpread  unufual  day. 
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So  on  he  fares,  and  {lately  wreaths  about, 

In  femblaunce  like  a  feraph  glowing  bright; 
But  without  terror  flafh'd  his  lightning  out, 

More  to  be  vvonder'd  at,  than  to  affright. 
The  backward  ftream  foon  led  the  mafker  right 

To  the  broad  lake,  where  hanging  o'er  the  flood 
{NarcilTus  like,  enamour'd  with  the  fight 

Of  his  own  beauties)   the  fond  Pfyche  flood, 
To  mitigate  the  pains  of  lonely  widowhood. 

Unkenn'd  of  her,  he  raught  th'  embroider'd  bank; 

And  through  the  tangled  fiourets  weft  afide 
To  where  a  rofiereby  the  river  dank, 

Luxuriant  grew  in  all  it's  blowing  pride, 
Not  far  from  Pfyche;  arm'd  with  fcaly  hide 

He  clamb  the  thorns,  which  no  impreffion  make; 
His  glitt'ring  length,  with  all  it's  folds  untied, 

Plays  floating  o'er  the  bufh:  then  filence  brake, 
And  thus  the  nympth,   aftonifh'd  at  his  fpeech,  befpake. 

*  O  faireft,  and  moft  excellent,  compleat 

'  In  all  perfections,  fov'reign  queen  of  nature  ! 
'  The  whole  creation  bowing  at  thy  feet 

'  Submiffive  pays  thee  homage  !  wond'rous  creature — 
'  If  aught  created  thou  !  for  every  feature 

*  Speaks  thee  a  goddefs  iflued  from  the  fkie ; 
«  Oh  !  let  not  me  offend,  unbidden  waiter, 

«  Ataweful  diftance  gazing  thus  !    But  why 
«  Should  gazing  thus  offend?  or  how  unbidden  I? 

«  The  fun  that  wakes  thofe  flourets  from  their  beds, 

'  Or  opes  thefe  buds  by  his  foft  influence, 
«  Is  not  offended  that  they  peep  their  heads, 

«  And  fliew  they  feel  his  pow'r  by  their  quick  fenfe, 

3  D  z  '  Off'ring, 
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'  Offering,  at  his  command,  their  fvveet  incenfe ; 
'  Thus  I,   drawn  here  by  thy  enliv'ning  rays, 

*  (Call  not  intrufion  my  obedience  !) 

'  Perforce,  yet  willing  thrall,  am  come  to  gaze, 
'  To  pay  my  homage  meet,  and  balk  in  beauty's  blaze.* 

Amar.'d  me  flood,   nor  could  recover  foon, 

From  contemplation  fuddenly  abraid, 
Starting  at  fpeech  unufiuil  :  yet  the  tune 

Struck  footly  on  !jer  ear,  and  concert  made 
With  her  own  thoughts.     Nor  witi  lefs  pieafure  ftray'd 

Her  eyes,  delighted,  o'er  his  glofly  {kin  ; 
Yet  frighted  at  the  thorn  on  which  he  play'd : 

Picture  with  horror  m.xt!  me  hung  between 
Sufpended;  yields,  recoils,  uncertain  where  to  lin. 

At  length  fhefpoke.     '  Reptile!  no  charms  I  know 

'  Such  as  you  mention  :  yet,  whate'er  they  are, 
«  (And  nill  I  leffen  what  the  gods  beftow) 

'  Their  is  the  gift,  and  be  the  tribute  their  ! 
'  For  them  thefe  beauties  I  improve  with  care, 

'  Intent  to  them  alone,  from  eve  to  morn: 
'  But  reed  me,  reptile,    whence  this  wonder  rare, 

«  That  thou  haft  fpeech,  as  if  to  reafon  born  ? 
'  And  how,  unhurt,  you  fport  on  that  forbidden  thorn  ?' 

*  Say,  why  forbidden  thorn?'  the  foe  replied: 

'  To  every  reptile,   every  injecl  free, 
'  Has  malice  harm  to  thee  alone  denied 

'  The  fragrance  of  the  rofe  enjoy 'd  by  me  :' — 

*  'Twas  love,  not  malice,  form'd  the  kind  decree  !' 

(Half-wroth,  fhe  cried.)  "  Thine  all  thefe  buflcets  are, 
"  Thine  fruit  and  flow'r,"  were  Cupid's  words  to  me: 

"  But,  oh!  I  charge  thee,  love,  the  rofe  forbear; 
«(  For  prickles  (harp  do  arm  the  d^ng'rous  rofiere. 


Prickles 
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**  Prickles  will  pain,  and  pain  will  br.nifh  love: 

"  I  charge  thee,  Pfychc,   then,  the  rofe  forbear. 
"  When  faint  and  fide,  thy  languors  to  remove, 

"  To  yon  ambrofial  fhrubs  and  plants  repair; 
*'  Thou  weeteft  not  what  med'cines  in  them  are. 

"  What  wonders  follow  their  repeated  ufe 
"  N'ote  thy  weak  fenfe  conceive,  fhould  I  declare: 

"  Their  labour'd  balm,  and  well-concocled  juice, 
*'  New  life,  new  forms,new  thews,  new  joys,  new  worlds  produce. 

s<  Thy  term  of  tryat  part  with  conftancy, 

•«  Thy  wimpling  flough  (hall  fall  like  filth  away ; 
"  On  pinions  broad  up-lifted  to  the  fkie, 

*'  Thou  fhalt,  aftert,  thy  ftranger  felf  furvey. 
««  Together,  Pfyche,   will  we  climb  and  play; 

"  Together  wander  through  the  fields  of  air, 
"  Beyond  where  funs  and  moons  mete  night  and  day. 

"  I  charge  thee,  O  my  love,  the  rofe  forbear, 
"  If  thou  wouldft  fcathe  avoid,  Pfyche,  forewarn'd,  beware !" 

Out  burft  the  frannion  into  open  laugh: 

She  blufh'd,  and  frown'd  at  his  uncivil  mirth. 
Then,  foften'd  to  a  fmile,  as  hiding  half 

What  mote  offend  if  boldly  utter'd  forth, 
He  feem'd  t'  eflay  to  give  his  anfwer  birth : 

Butftopp'd,  and  chang'd  his  fmiles  to  looks  of  ruth. 
'  Is  this,'  quoth  he,  «  fit  guerdon  for  thy  worth  ? 

'  Does  Cupid  thus  impofe  upon  thy  youth? 
'  Dwells,  then,  in  heav'n,  fuch  envy,  void  of  love  and  truth? 

'  Is  this  the  inftance  of  his  tendernefs, 

'  To  envy  Pfyche  what  to  worms  is  given? 
'  To  cut  her  off  from  prefent  happincfs, 

e  With  feign'd  reverfion  of  a  promised  heav'n ; 

'By 
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•  By  threat'nings  falfe  from  true  enjoyments  driven? 

*  How  innocent  the  thorn  to  touch,  he  knows : 

•  Where  are  my  wounds?  or  where  th'  avenging  levin? 

'  How  foftly  blulh  thefe  colours  of  the  rofe  ! 

•  How  fweet!'  (and  div'd  into  the  ftow'r)  *  it's  fragrance  flows? 

'  Difadvantageous  are  thy  terms  of  tryal ; 

'  No  longer,  Pfyche,  then,  the  rofe  forbear. 
'  What  is  to  recompenfe  the  harlh  denyal, 

'  But  dreams  of  wand'ring  thro*  the  fields  of  air, 
'  And  joys,  I  know  not  what,  I  know  not  where  I 

'  As  eath,  on  leafy  pinions  bornej   the  tree 
«  Mote  rufh  into  the  flcies,  and  flutter  there, 

'  As  thon  foar  yon,  and  quit  thy  due  degree : 
«  Thou  for  this  world  wertmade,  this  world  was  made  for  thee-, 

•  In  vain  you'd  fly  to  yonder  ftirubs  and  plants ; 

*  Bitter  their  tafte,  and  worthlefs  their  effeft: 
'  Here  is  the  polychreft  for  all  thy  wants; 

'  No  panacea,  like  the  rofe,  expect. 

•  Mute  as  my  fellow-brutes,  as  them  abject 

'  And  reafonlefs  was  I,  till  haply  woke 
'  By  tailing  of  the  rofe,  (O  weak  negleft 

'  In  thee  the  while  !)  the  dawn  of  fapience  broke 

•  On  my  admiring  foul,   I  reafon'd,   and  I  ipoke. 

'  Nor  this  the  only  change ;  for  foon  I  found 

'  The  brifker  fpirits  flow  in  fuller  tyde ; 
f  And  more  than  ufual  luftre  fpread  around: 

'  Such  virtue  has  the  rofe,  in  me  well  tried. 
'  But  wife,  I  ween,  thy  lover  has  denied 

'  It's  ufe  to  thee  ;  I  join  him  too  :  beware 
«  The  dang'rous  rofe — for  fuch  thy  beauty's  pride, 

'  'Twere  (Jeath  to  gaze  on,  if  improv'd  ! — Forbear 

•  To  iharp  that  \vit,  too  keen  1 — Touch  not  the  rofiere." 

Uucheck'd, 
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Uncheck'd,  indulg'd,  her  growing  paffions  rife; 

Wonder  to  fee  him  fafe,  and  hear  his  telling ; 
Ambition  vain,  to  be  more  fair  and  wife ; 

And  rage,  at  Cupid's  mifconceiv'd,  falfe  dealing  : 
Various  the  gufts;  but,  all  one  way  impelling, 

She  plung'd  into  thebofom  of  the  tree, 
And  fnatch'd  the  rofe,  no  dreaded  pain  or  quelling. 

Off  drops  the  fnake,  nor  farther  ftaid  to  fee ; 
But  rufh'dinto  the  flood,  and  vanifh'd  prefently. 

Full  many  a  thorn  her  tender  body  rent; 

Full  many  a  thorn  within  the  wounds  remain, 
And,  throbbing,  caufe  continual  dreriment: 

While  gory  drops  her  dainty^  form  diilain. 
She  wifhes  her  lofl  innocence  again, 

And  her  loft  peace,  loft  charms,  loft  love,  to  find ! 
But  fhame  upbraids  her  with  a  wifh  fo  vain : 

Defpair  fucceeded,  and  averfion  blind ; 
Pair  fills  her  tortur'd  fenfe,  and  horror  clouds  her  mind. 

Her,  bleeding,  faint,  diforder'd,  woe-begon, 

Stretch'd  on  the  bank  befide  the  fatal  thorn, 
Venus,  who  came  to  feek  her  with  her  fon, 

Beheld.     She  ftopp'd  :  and  albe  heav'nly  born, 
Ruthful  of  others  woe,  began  to  mourn. 

The  lofs  of  Venus'  fmiles  fick  nature  found  : 
As  froft-nipp'd  drops  the  bloom,  the  birds  forelom 

Sit  hufh'd,  the  faded  fun  fpreads  dimnefs  round  ; 
The clatt'ring  thunders  crafli,  and  earthquakes  rock  the  ground. 

Then  arming  with  a  killing  frown  her  brow, 
'  Die,  poor  unhappy — '    Cupid  fuppliant  broke 

Th'  unfinifh'd  fentence ;  and,   with  dueful  bow, 
Begg'd  her  to  doff  the  keennefs  of  her  look, 

Wiucb 
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Which  nature  feeling,  to  her  center  fliook ; 

Then,  how  mould  Pfyche  bear  it  1  *  Spare  the  maid : 
'  'Tis  plain  that  Anteros  his  fpight  has  wroke  j 

'  Shall  vengeance  due  to  him,  on  her  be  laid  ? 

*  Oh  !  let  me  run,  and  reach  th'  ambrofial  balms!'  he  faid. 

'  Ah!  what  would  Cupid  afk?'  the  queen  replies  ; 

'  Can  all  thofe  balms  reftore  her  peace  again  ? 
'  Wouldft  thou  a  wretched  life  immortalize; 

'  Wouldft  thou  protraft,  by  potent  herbs,  her  pain? 
'  Love  bids  her  die :  thy  cruel  wifh  reftrain ' 

*  Why,  then,'  quoth  he,  *  in  looms  of  fate  were  wove 

•  The  lives  of  thofe,  in  long  fucceffive  train, 

'  From  her  to  fpring,  thro'  yon  bright  trails  to  rove? 

*  Due  to  the  fkyes,  and  meant  to  mine  in  fields  above ! 

'  Say,  would  thy  goodnefs  envy  them  the  light 

'  Appointed  for  them,  or  the  good  prevent 
'  Forefeen  from  them  to  flow?  eracing  quite 

'  The  whole  creation,  thro'  avengement? 
'  One  only  fpecies  from  it's  order  rent, 

'  The  whole  creation  fhrivels  to  a  made.' — 
«  Better  all  vanifh'd,'  faid  me,  '  than  be  meint 

'  In  wild  confuficn  ;    through  free-will  mifled, 
«  And  tempted  to  go  wrong  from  punimment  delay'd.* 

•  Let  me  that  exemplary  vengeance  bear,' 

(Benign  return'd  her  amiable  fon;) 

•  Juftice  on  her  would  lofe  it's  aim ;  fevere 

'  In  vain,  produftive  of  no  good;  for  none 

*  Could  by  that  defolating  blow  be  won. 

*  So  falls  each  generous  purpofe  of  the  will 
'  Correct,  extinguifli'd  by  abortion  : 

'  Whence  juftice  would  it's  own  intendments  fpill ; 
«  And  cut  off  virtue,  by  the  ftroke  meant  vice  to  kill. 


Yet, 
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*«Vet,  left  impunity  fhould  forehead  give 
'  To  vice,  in  me  let  guilt  adopted  find 

*  A  vidhm  ;  here  awhile  vouchfafe  me  live 

'  Thy  proof  of  juftice,  mix'd  with  mercy  kind!* 
«  Oh!  ftrange  requeft,'  quoth  me,  *  of  pity  blind! 

'  How  mouldft  thou  fuffer,  who  didft  ne'er  offend? 
'  How  canft  thou  bear  to  be  from  me  difloin'd? 

'  To  wander  here,  where  nature  'gins  to  wend 
'  To  wade  and  wildernefs,  and  pleafures  have  art  end?' 

'  You,  Venus,  fuffer,'  faid  he,  '  when  you  ftrike, 

'  Not  for  your  own,  but  others  foul  offence: 
'  Why  not  permitted  I  to  do  the  like, 

*  When  greater  good,  I  fee,  will  coul  from  thence? 
«  That  greater  good  o'er  pays  all  punifhments, 

c  And  makes  my  fufPrings  pleafure :    if  they  prove 

*  A  means  to  conquer  Auteros,  difpenfe 

'  Healing  to  Pfyche's  wounds,  regain  her  love, 

*  And  lead  her,  with  her  happy  fons,  to  realms  above.' 

*  To  thy  intreaties  Pfyche's  life  I  give,' 

(Replied  th'  indulgent  mother  to  her  fon;) 
'  But  yet  deform'd  and  minifh'd  let  her  live, 

«  Till  thou  malt  grant  a  better  change  foredone; 

*  Nor  mall  that  change,  but  thro'  death  gates  be  won. 

«  This  meed  be  thine,  o'er  her  and  her's  to  reign ! 

*  Already  Nature  puts  her  horrors  on. 

'  Away  ! — I  to  my  bow'r  of  blifs  again ! 

*  Thou  to  thy  tafk  of  love,  and  voluntary  pain.' 

She  went ;  and,  like  a  mifted  flage,  the  fcene 
Vanifh'd  at  once  :  th'  ambrofial  plants  were  loft; 

The  jarring  feafons  brought  on  various  teen; 
Each  fought,  each  feeking,  each  by  other  croft. 

3  E  Young 
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Young  Spring  to  Summer  flies  from  Winter's  frof?. 
While  fweltry  Summer  thirfts  for  Autumn's  bowl, 

Which  Autumn  holds  to  Win'ter;  Winter  tofs'd 
With  fcorn  away,  young  Spring  inflames  his  foul: 

Still  craving,  never  pleas'd,  thus  round  and  round  they  roll. 

Th'  inclement  airs  bind  up  the  fluggim  foil, 

The  fluggiih  foil  the  toilfome  hand  requires; 
Yet,  thanklefs,  pays  with  four  harm  fruits  the  toil; 

Ne  willing  yields  but  ragged  thorns  and  briers. 
Birds  birds  purfue,  as  hunger's  rage  infpires ; 

Their  fweeteft  fongs  are  now  but  fongs  of  woe: 
Here  from  th'  encroaching  more  the  wave  retires, 

There  hoarfe  floods  roar,  impetuous  torrents  flow. 
Invade  the  land,  and  the  fcarce  harvelts  overthrow. 

Stretch'd  on  the  bank  eftfoons  th' inviting  form 

Of  Pfyche  faded ;  brac'd  up  lank  and  flim, 
Her  dwindled  body  fhrunk  into  a  worm : 

Her  make  new-moulded,  chang'd  in  ev'ry  limb; 
Her  colours  only  left,  all  pale  and  dim ; 

Doom'd  in  her  caterpillar's  fhape  to  lout. 
Her  paflions  ill  fuch  worthlefs  thing  befeem  ; 

Pride,  rage,  and  vanity,  to  banifh  out, 
She  creeping  crawls,  and  drags  a  loathfome  length  about. 

How  Cupid  vvafh'd  her  noifome  filth  away, 

What  arts  he  tried  to  win  her  love  again  ; 
By  what  wiles  guileful  Ant'ros  did  aflay, 

By  leafing,  ftill  her  recreant  to  maintain, 
And  render  Cupid's  kindly  labours  vain : 

Their  combat;  Cupid's  conquefl;  Pfyche's  crown; 
(My  day's  fet  taflc  here  ended)  muft  remain 

Unfung ;  far  nobler  verfe  mote  they  renown ! 
Unyoke  the  toiled  fleers,  the  weary  fun  goes  down. 

MESSIAH. 
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MESSIAH. 

A     SACRED     ECLOGUE. 

IN  IMITATION  or  VIRGIL'S  POLLIO. 

BY    MR.    POPE. 

YE  Nymphs  of  Solyma!  begin  thefong; 
To  heav'nly  themes  fublimer  {trains  belong. 
The  xriofly  fountains,  and  the  fylvan  (hades, 
The  dreams  of  Pindus,  and  th*  Aonian  maids, 
Delight  no  more — O  thou  my  voice  infpire, 
Who  touch'd  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  ! 
Rapt  into  future  times,  the  bard  begun — 
A  Virgin  mall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son  ! 
From  Jeffe's  root  behold  a  Branch  arife, 
Whofe  facred  flow'r  with  fragrance  fills  the  fkies: 
Th'  sthereal  Spirit  o'er  it's  leaves  fliall  move, 
And  on  it's  top  defcends  the  myftick  Dove. 
Ye  heavens  !  from  high  the  dewy  neftar  pour, 
And  in  foft  filence  med  the  kindly  Ihower ! 
The  fick  and  weak  the  Healing  Plant  (hall  aid, 
From  ftorms  a  (helter,  and  from  heat  a  (hade. 
All  crimes  fhall  ceafe,  and  ancient  fraud  fhall  fail ; 
Returning  Juftice  lift  aloft  her  fcale; 
Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  from  heav'n  defcend. 
Swift  fly  the  years,  and  rife  th'  expeded  morn ! 
Oh,  fpringto  light!  aufpicious  Babe,  be  born! 
See  Nature  hafles  her  earlieft  wreaths  to  bring, 
With  all  the  incenfe  of  the  breathing  fpring : 
See  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance, 
See  nodding  forefts  on  the  mountains  dance  ; 
See  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rife, 
And  Carmel's  flow'ry  top  perfumes  the  fkies ! 

3Ea  Hark! 
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Hark!  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  defert  chears; 
*  Prepare  the  way!  a  God,  a  God,  appears  I* 
'  A  God,  a  God  !'   the  vocal  hills  reply; 
The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
Lo!  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  fkies ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains;  and,  ye  vallies,  rife; 
With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay; 
JJefmooth,  ye  rocks;  ye  rapid  flo     s,  give  way. 
The  Saviour  comes  !  by  ancient  bards  foretold : 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  and  all  ye  blind,  behold  ! 
He  from  thick  films  mail  purge  the  vifual  ray, 
And  on  the  fightlefs  eye-ball  pour  the  day; 
Tis  he  th'  obftru<3ed  paths  of  found  fhall  clear, 
And  bid  new  mufick  charm  th'  unfolding  ear: 
The  dumb  fhall  fing,   the  lame  his  crutch  forego, 
And  leap,  exulting,  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  figh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  fhall  hear  jj 
From  ev'ry  face  he  wipes  off  ev'ry  tear. 
In  adamantine  chains  fh,all  Death  be  bound, 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  Shepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  frefheft  pafture,  and  the  pureft  air, 
Explores  the  loft,  the  wandering  fheep  directs. 
By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  protects ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms, 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bpfom  warms: 
Thus  fhall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage^ 
The  promis'd  Father  of  the  future  age. 
No  more  fhall  nation  againft  nation  rife, 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes; 
Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fteel  be  cover'd  o'er. 
The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more; 
But  ufelefs  lances  into  fcythes  fhall  bend, 
And  the  broad  faulchion  in  a  ploughfhare  end. 
Then  palaces  fhall  rife;  the  joyful  fon 
Shall  finifli  what  his  fhort-liv'd  fire  begun  j 
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Their  vines  a  fhadow  to  their  race  (hall  yield, 

And  the  fame  hafld  that  fow'd  fhall  reap  the  field. 

The  fwain  in  barren  defarts,  with  furprize, 

jSees  lilies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  rife; 

And  ftarts  amidft  the  thirfty  wilds  to  hear 

New  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear. 

On  rifted  rpcks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes, 

The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrufh  nods. 

Wade,  fandy  vallies,  once  perplex'd  with  thorn, 

The  fpiry  fir  and  fhapely  box  adorn; 

To  leaflefs  fhrubs  the  flowery  palms  fucceed, 

And  odorous  myrtle  to  the  noifome  weed.    • 

The  lambs  with  wolves  fhall  graze  the  verdant  mead, 

And  boys  in  flow'ry  bands  the  tyger  lead^ 

The  fleer  and  lion  at  one  crib  fhall  meet, 

And  harmlefs  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet. 

The  fmiHng  infant  in  his  hand  fhall  take 

The  crefted  bafilifk,  and  fpeckled  fnake; 

Pleas'd,  the  green  luflreof  the  fcales  furvey, 

And  with  their  forky  tong.ues  fhall  innocently  play. 

Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  rife! 

Exalt  thy  towery  head,   and  lift  thy  eyes  1 

See  a  long  race  thy  fpacious  courts  adorn; 

See  future  fons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 

In  crouding  ranks  on  every  fide  arife, 

Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  fkies  ! 

See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 

Walk  in  thy  light,   and  in  thy  temple  bend  ; 

See  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  proftrate  kings. 

And  heap'd  with  products  of  Sabxan  fprings ! 

For  thee  Idume's  fpicy  foreftsblow, 

And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 

See  heav'n  it's  fparkling  portals  wide  difplay, 

And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day ! 

No  more  the  rifing  fun  fhall  gild  the  morn, 

Nor  evening  Cynthia  fill  herfilver  horn  j 

But 
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But  loft,  diflblv'd  in  thy  fuperior  rays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze, 
O'erflow  thy  courts :  the  Light  himfelf  fhall  fhine 
Reveal'd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine! 
The  feas  fhall  vvafte,  the  fkies  in  fmoke  decay, 
Rocks  fall  to  duft,  and  mountains  melt  away; 
But  fix'd  his  word,  his  faving  pow'r  remains; 
-Thy  realm  for  ever  lafts,  ihy  own  Meffiah  reigns } 


EARL       WALTER, 

BY    MRS.    HAMPDEN    PYE. 

EARL  Walter  ftrok'd  his  milk-white  fteedj 
His  heart  with  courage  beat ; 
When,  lo!  a  damfel — matchlefs  fair! 
Fell  proftrate  at  his  feet. 

*  Behold,'  fhe  cried,  '  a  ruin'd  maid, 

•  The  viftim  of  thy  love  ! 

'  And  let  thy  Ellen's  once-prais'd  form 
«  Thy  tender  pity  move ! 

*  The  dreaded  time  draws  on  apace, 

*  That  muft  reveal  my  fliame ; 
•And  can  Earl  Walter,  then,  confent 

'  To  murder  Ellen's  fame  ? 

'  Ah,  wretched  infant !  doom'd  to  woe 

'  Before  thy  natal  hour ! 
'  Difgrace  muft  be  thy  portion  here, 

«  Wrong'd  Ellen's  only  dower!' 

The 
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The  gallant  youth  was  inly  mov'd, 

Bat  coldly  thus  replied — 
«  The  cure  that  love  perhaps  difclaims, 

'  MyjufUcefhall  provide. 

*  From  north  to  fouth  extended  wide, 

*  With  fields  and  paftures  fair, 

«  Thofe  plains  to  thee  I  freely  give, 

*  Beflow  them  on  thy  heir.* 

«  By  me,'  flic  cried,   '  more  highly  priz'd, 

'  One  kifs  of  that  dear  mouth, 
'  Than  all  thy  rich  and  fertile  plains 

«  Extending  north  and  fouth. 

f  One  glaiice  of  thofe  deluding  eyes 
'  More  rapture  can  beftow, 

*  Than  mould  our  monarch  quit  his  throne, 

'  And  that  to  me  forego.' 

«  No  more,  fair  Ellen!'  cries  the  earl; 

*  I  can  no  longer  flay! 

*  For  nbrthward  muft  I  bend  my  courft, 

«  There  lies  my  deftin'd  way.' 

'  With  thee,  Earl  Walter,  let  me  go, 
«  Thy  handmaid  will  I  be; 

*  All  perils  I  with  joy  can  brave, 

«  That  much-lov'd  face  to  fee.' 

«'Ram  Ellen !  doft  thou  know  the  termi 

*  On  which  alone  thou  goefl  ? 

«  To  drop  each  foft  alluring  grace, 

*  Thy  fex's  pride  and  boaft. 

«  Thofe 
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«  Thofe  auburn  locks  to  cut  away, 

*  To  caft  thy  woman's  weed ; 

*  All  day  to  follow  as  my  page, 

'  All  night  to  tend  my  fteed.' 

Her  auburn  locks  me  cut  away, 

'She  caft  her  woman's  weed  ; 
All  day  flie  follovv'd  as  his  page, 

Each  night  {he  fed  his  fteed. 

At  length,  a  rapid  ftream  they  find; 

Which  when  Earl  Walter  view'd, 
«  Thou  canft  not,  Ellen,  follow  here — f 

He  fpoke,  and  pafs'd  the  flood. 

But  love,  than  danger  ftronger  far, 

Her  timid  heart  upbore ; 
She  rulh'd  at  once  amid  the  waves, 

And  reach'd  the  farther  ftiore. 

But  ftill  the  earl  his  purpofe  kept, 

No  pity  he  confefs'd; 
Tho*  ftrong  fatigue,  and  anxious  care, 

The  damfel  fore  opprefs'd. 

«  Thy  languid  eye-lids,  Ellen,  raife, 

*  And  view  yon  princely  bower ; 

•  There  Pleafure  holds  his  revel  reign, 

*  And  marks  each  pafling  hour. 

«  There  dwells  a  maid  more  fair  than  morn, 
'  Than  fummer  funs  more  bright; 

«  That  maiden  is  my  plighted  love, 
'  My  joy  and  fole  delight.' 


Sai 
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Sad  Ellen  mildly  anfwered  thus; 

'  May  every  blifs  betide  ! 
«  And  ftill  encreaftng  rapture  wait 

«  Earl  Walter  and  his  bride  !' 

The  princely  bower  they  enter  foon, 

And  hail  the  glittering  train  ; 
Earl  Walter  courts  each  lovely  nymph, 

Nor  heeds  his  Ellen's  pain. 

His  Mer  with  fuperior  grace 

Shone  far  above  the  reft  ; 
Who,  when  (he  Ellen's  form  furvey'd, 

Her  wonder  thus  exprefs'd. 

'  Ah!  whence,  my  brother,  is  thy  page: 

'  How  heavenly  fair  his  face  ! 
*  What  pity  that  his  fize  uncouth 

*  Such  beauty  would  disgrace! 

'But  let  the  boy  on  me  attend; 

*  In  my  apartment  wait  ; 

'  My  care  fliaJl  foo  the  his  gen  tie  mind, 
'  And  mend  his  prefent  ilate.* 

«  Too  great  for  him  that  honour  were  ; 

'  A  youth  of  low  degree; 
«  Enough,  diftinguifh'd  as  my  page, 
'  On  foot  to  follow  me.' 

Now  midnight  clofing  ev'ry  eye, 

Left  Ellen  free  to  weep  ; 
But  with  the  morn  the  earl  arofe, 

^nd  broke  the  bands  of  ileep. 


3  F  «  Awake  ! 
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'  Awake  !  awake  !  thou  flothful  page  j 

'  'Tis  dawn  of  breaking  day; 
'  Bring  forth  in  hafte  my  milk-white  Heed, 

'  I  mult  from  hence  away.* 

But  ere  her  lord  could  be  obey'd, 

Uncall'd,  Lucina  came ; 
And  to  fad  Ellen's  other  woes 

She  adds  a  mother's  name. 

Now  burft  their  way  the  heart-f«lt  groans, 

Now  falls  the  trickling  tear  j 
Till  thro'  the  high-refounding  dome 

They  reach  Earl  Walter's  ear. 

With  eager  fteps  he  fought  the  place, 

Then  made  a  fearful  paufe ; 
\vhilebroken  accents,  breath'd  in  fighs, 

Reveal  the  fatal  caufe, 

*  Lie  ftill,  thcu  pledge  of  haplefs  love ! 

«  Lie  ftill,  my  infant  dear! 
'  I  would  thy  father  were  a  king, 
'  Thy  mother  on  a  bier  I* 

Enough  had  now  the  lover  heard ; 

He  clafps  her  in  his  arms : 
'  Look  up,  my  miftrefs,  friend,  and  wife  j 

•  Revive  thy  drooping  charms. 

«  Thy  trial  now  is  fairly  paft, 
'  Thou  firft  of  woman-kind ! 

•  Thy  form,  tho'  caft  in  beauty's  mould, 

*  Enfhrines  a  hero's  mind/ 


And 
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*  And  doft  thou  know  at  length  my  heart? 

•  Then  have  I  well  been  tried ! 

*  I  only  liv'd  to  prove  my  faith——' 

Shegrafp'd  his  hand,  and  died! 


THE     RIVAL     BROTHERS, 

/  BY     MRS.     LEAPOR. 

CELIA  and  I,  to  (hare  the  vernal  gales, 
One  ev'ning  wander'd  o'er  the  dewy  vales; 
Still  was  the  foul,  and  ev'ry  fenfe  was  pleas'd, 
And  the  cool  heart  from  care  and  bufinefs  eas'd: 
Arm  lock'd  in  arm,  with  heedlefs  Heps  we  rov* 
Round  the  fair  borders  of  a  blooming  grove. 
Reclin'd  at  eafe,  within  the  fecret  (hades, 
A  lovely  bower  held  two  fairer  maids ; 
Soft  Flavia  one,  with  cheeks  of  rofy  dye; 
And  Sylvia,  famous  for  her  ftar-like  eye  : 
Sylvia,  whofe  wit  was  vers*d  in  charming  wiles, 
Who  often  varied  her  difcourfe  with  fmiles. 
Love-tales  me  told;  fome  fiftious,  and  fome  true; 
The fubjeft  various,  and  her  flories  new; 
Of  innocence  opprefs'd  by  mightier  wrong, 
And  many  proofs  me  drew  from  facrcd  fong  ; 
When  Flavia  thus. — '  Behold  the  ling'ring  Day 

*  Still  paints  yon  heavens  with  a  filver  grey! 

'  And  flothful  Night  with  gentler  pace  comes  on, 

*  As  if  me  liften'd  to  thy  charming  tongue: 
«  The  Rival  Brothers,  let  my  Sylvia  tell ; 

'  How  crofsthey  lov'd,  and  who  untimely  fell?* 
Her  friend  replied,  '  You  (hall  not  afk  in  vain, 
«  Although  the  (lory  gives  thy  Sylvia  pain.' 
Then  on  her  cheek  her  iv'ry  hand  (he  laid. 
And,  with  a  (igh,  began  the  lovely  maid, 

3  F  2  •  Long 
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'  Long  time  before  our  fathers  lives  began, 
'  There  liv'd  an  ancient  and  a  worthy  man, 

*  Was  long  the  fav'rite  of  indulgent  Fame; 

'  For  wretches  knew  and  blefs'd  Clytiphon's  name, 
'  Juft  without  pride,  without  relu&ance  kind; 

*  For  inborn  goodnef;,  with  foft  pity,  join'd 
'  To  form  the  ban's  of  his  godlike  mind. 

'  His  temp'rate  foul  was  ne'er  difturb'd  with  rage, 
'But  graceful  bore  the  rev'rend  weight  of  age; 

*  All-bounteous  Heav'n  had  to  his  mare  confign'd 

*  A  moderate  fortune,  with  a  peaceful  mind : 
'  His  dwelling,  feated  on  a  rifing  hill, 

«  Was  water'd  round  with  many  a  chryftal  rill; 

*  Gardens  and  groves  the  fmother'd  buildings  fcreea, 

*  Which  look'd  the  feat  of  fome  retir'd  queen. 
'  Cythania,  toaft  of  the  admiring  land, 

*  The  faireft  virgin  of  the  mining  band, 

*  Did  to  Clytiphon's  honour  truft  her  charms, 

*  And  gave  her  beauties  to  his  faithful  arms  j 

*  But  cruel  Death,  whofe  bufinefs  is  to  rend 

*  The  pale-ey'd  matron  from  her  weeping  friend, 
'  Had  torn  Cythania  from  his  widow'd  fide, 

*  And  left  her  fpoufe  to  wail  his  conftant  bride. 

*  Heav'n  fpar'd  one  child  to  crown  his  feeble  av^, 

*  To  chear  his  fpirits,  and  his  grief  afluage ; 
'  Sophinia,  precious  to  her  father's  mind  ! 

*  To  her  alone  was  ev'ry  wilh  confin'd: 

*  Nor  did  the  virgin  lefs  deferve  his  care  ; 

«  Her  guiltlefs  foul  was,  like  her  perfon,  fair; 

'  For  Heav'n,  to  form  this  matchlefs  beauty,  join'd 

«  Her  mother's  features  to  her  father's  mind; 

*  Notop'ning  rofes,  nor  the  bafhful  day, 

*  Blum'd  half  fo  fweetly  as  Sophinia  gay: 

«  Her  eyes  were  dazzling,  and  her  templej  fa'.r, 

*  And  ev'ry  feature  wore  a  fmiling  air; 

•  For 
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'  For  wit  and  learning  fhe  out-ftripp'd  her  kind, 
'  Nor  could  her  fex  debafe  her  noble  mind ; 

*  In  fearch  of  knowledge  fhe  would  fpend  the  day, 
'And  judgment  walk'd  before  her  guiltlefs  way. 

'  Not  many  furlongs  from  thofe  blifsful  plains, 

•  Where  good  Clytiphon  ral'd  the  happy  fwains, 
'  There  liv'd  a  wealthy  and  a  worthy  peer, 

'  iov'd  by  his  friends,  and  to  his  country  dear; 

•  Laon  the  great,  in  valour  juftly  fam'd,  '\ 

*  His  fons,  Lycander  and  Polyphon  nam'd  ; 

*  Both  noble  youths,  and  by  their  friends  admir'd, 
f  And  thirft  of  glory  both  their  hearts  infpir'd : 

'  Lycander's  form  was  fairer  than  his  mind  ; 
'  His  fhape  was  faultlefs,  and  his  brow  fublime ; 

*  His  jetty  locks  in  mazy  ringlets  run, 

'   And  his  bright  eyes  were  like  a  morning  fun. 

•  Rays  quick  and  fierce  their  fubtle  lightening  fling; 
'  His  cheeks  were  frefiier  than  the  dawning  fpring. 

«  But  then,  as  tempelts  o'er  the  ocean  roll, 

*  Continual  paffions  tore  his  boiling  foul ; 

«  Difdainful,  proud,  with  an  imperious  will, 
'  Headlong  he  rufh'd  on  unfufpedled  ill : 

•  Reafon,  in  vain,  oppos'd  her  facred  fhield, 

«  And  Virtue's  felf  muft  to  the  whirlwind  yield. 

'  Polyphon's  foul  was  of  a  gentler  kind ; 

«  No  rugged  ftorms  could  make  his  cafy  mind  : 

'  Still  calm,  and  pleafant,  as  the  ev'ning  flcies, 

«  When  not  a  breeze  through  the  ftill  region  flies; 

«  No  gloomy  frowns  a  fullen  heart  betray, 

'  His  brow  was  thoughtlefs,  and  his  air  was  gay. 

«  Thefe  to  Clytiphon's  did  their  fire  attend, 

'  The  pleafing  manfion  of  their  father's  friend; 

•  With  lovers  eyes  they  both  Sophinia  view, 

•  As  with  her  years  her  rifing  beauty  grew  ; 

«  With  airy  hopes  theynurs'd  the  rival  flame, 

*  And  fj tight  with  gifts  to  win  the  fmiling  dame  ; 

•But 
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,But  me,  too  cautious  to  be  foon  betray'd, 

Their  merit  balanc'd,  and  their  tempers  weigh'd ; 

Lycander's  fortune  pleas'd  the  lovely  dame, 

His  power,  titles,  and  his  riling  fame  ; 

And  the  gay  maid  beheld,  with  early  pride, 

Laoivs  bright  heir  attending  at  her  fide  j 

That  way  would  oft  her  vanity  incline, 

But  then  herreafon  fear'd  his  bafe  defign. 

Still  at  her  heart  the  fullen  doubt  remains, 

And  put  a  period  to  the  golden  dreams  : 

Pblyphun's  image  on  her  fancy  ftole, 

With  thoufand  beauties  in  histaintlefs  foulj 

Clear  as  his  face,  and  fprightly  as  his  mien; 

Soft  as  his  voice,  and,  like  his  brow,  ferene. 

Polyphon  now  the  wav'ring  nymph  admires, 

Nor  thinks  of  caflles,  towns,  and  fhining  fpiresj 

Her  changing  thoughts  prefer  an  eafy  home, 

And  dwell  with  patience  on  a  younger  fon. 

Lycander  once  her  fav'rite  was,  but  now 

He  meets  refentment  and  a  frozen  browj 

In  vain  to  move  the  fcornful  nymph  he  tries,  ^ 

With  fprightly  oaths  and  well-diffembled  lies :  C 

His  form  no  more  can  pleafe  Sophinia's  eyes.  3 

Without  concern  he  met  the  fair's  difdain, 

Nor  could  her  frown  difturb  the  haughty  fwain : 

Confcious  of  merit,  he  purfu'd  her  Hill, 

And  only  thought  her  tongue  bely'd  her  will. 

For  Impudence,  to  Vice  a  trufty  fquire, 

Who  bears  her  arms,  and  fans  her  purple  fire, 

Had  taught  Lycander,  that  affairs  of  love 

Are  difregarded  in  the  realms  above ; 

That  oaths  are  licens'd  to  addrefs  the  fair, 

And  vows  to  virgins  but  the  fportof  air; 

That  maids  are  merchandize,  and  may  be  fold 

For  charming  eloquence  and  mighty  gold. 

«  A  grove 
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*  A  grove  there  was,  a  venerable  fliade, 
'  No  hoftileiron  durft  her  boughs  invade  ; 

*  Whofe  lofty  pines  for  fev'ral  ages  grew, 

*  And  rev'rend  oaks  a  hundred  winters  knew: 
'  A  cryftal  river  wander'd  half-way  round, 

'  The  reft  defended  with  a  hazel  mound; 

*  'Twas  here,  to  ihun  Lycander's  jealous  eye, 
'  When  Sol  departed  to  the  weftern  fky, 

'  The  fly  Sophinia  us'd  to  leave  her  maids, 

*  And  meet  Polyphon  in  the  balmy  fliades ; 

*  While  the  proud  youth,  who  found  himfelf  defpis'd, 
'  His  perfon  flighted,  and  Polyphon  priz'd, 

*  Grew  wild  with  love,  and  defp'rate  with  defpair, 
'  And  vow'd  deftru&ion  to  the  gentle  pair. 

'  No  quiet  hour  his  furly  fpirit  knows, 

*  Nor  reft  by  day-light,  or  at  night  repofe: 

*  Cold  to  his  friends  ;  and  if  they  aflc  his  care, 
'  He  only  anfwers  with  a  fullen  glare. 

'  Cne  ev'ning,  when  the  fparkling  fun  withdrew, 
f  And  thirfty  flowers  fipp'd  the  grateful  dew; 

*  When  this  fair  grove  had  put  on  all  her  charms, 
'  And  zephyrs  play'd  amidft  her  curling  arms; 

*  Sophinia,  weary  of  the  fultfy  day, 

«  To  the  cool  foreft  took  her  lonely  way; 

'  Attentive  only  to  the  linnet's  fong, 

«  No  ill  (he  thought  of,  and  fhe  fear'd  no  wrong: 

'  Pleas'd  with  the  glories  of  the  fmiling  year, 

«  (For  guilty  minds  are  only  taught  to  fear) 

«  The  well-known  path  her  willing  feet  purfue 

«  Through  the  brown  fliade,  where  in  the  centre  grew 

'  A  row  of  laurels  crown'd  with  lading  green, 

«  And  fofter  beech  and  flow'ring  rofe  between: 

*  Here,  in  a  fatal  hour,  Sophinia  came, 

*  For  proud  Lycander  watch M  the  lovely  dame ; 

«  Revenge 


416  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

'  Revenge  and  love  at  once  his  bofom  fire; 

'  His  broad  eyes  flafii  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 

'  Then  to  his  friends  the  raging  hero  flew; 

'  His  friends  a  thoughtlefs  and  a  wanton  crew, 

'  Whofe  flothful  hands  were  backward,  as  their  will, 

•  In  virtue's  caufe,  but  refolute  in  ill:     » 

'  To  thefe  the  youth  difclos'd  his  rafh  defign  ; 
'  His  glad  companions  in  th'  adventure  join, 
'  That  fome,  well  praftis'd  in  the  ruffian's  trade, 

•  Should  bear  Sophinia  from  the  filent  fhade. 

•  The  mifchief  pleas'd;  yet  none  propos'd  the  way, 

•  Tho'  fhort  the  time,  and  dang'rous  the  delay: 
'  In  ftill  fufpenfe  the  lifl'ning  heroes  (land, 

•  Till,  with  rude  voice,  Miranthus  thus  began. 
"  A  caftle  has  for  many  cent'ries  flood 

"  Within  the  confines  of  the  neighb'ring  wood, 

"   Whofe  gloomy  arches  feem  difpos'd  to  hide 

«'  Offended  fubje&s  from  a  tyrant's  pride: 

"  And  often  fhe  has  lent  her  hoftile  tow'rs, 

"  The  guilty  refuge  of  rebellious  pow'rs  ; 

"  Here  let  your  friends  this  peevifh  girl  convey, 

f '  And  keep  her  fecret  from  the  face  of  day. 

"  Thofe  doors  with  iron  eloquence  fhall  plead 

**  Your  mighty  paffion  to  the  fcornful  maid: 

"  You  have,  what  my  unready  thoughts  defign'd, 

"  The  hafty  dictates  of  a  ruftick  mind  ; 

"  A  mind  inur'd  to  wars  and  rude  alarms, 

"  Unfkill'd  in  love,  and  beauty's  fofter  charms." 

•  He  ceas'd — Applaufe  was  feen  in  ev'ry  eye, 

•  And  peals  of  laughter  rent  the  troubled  fky ; 

•  Two  fav'rite  heroes,  fmgled  from  the  crew, 

•  With  hoftile  feet  that  facred  path  purfue; 

«  Whofe  winding  maze  betray'd  the  fmiling  bow'r 
«  That  held  Sophinia  in  a  baneful  hour: 
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*  The  heedlefs  virgin  ori  a  bank  they  found, 

*  Where  the  faint  primrofe  fpreads  her  odours  round, 

*  And  nodding  poppies  feem'd  to  kifs  the  ground. 
'  With  frighted  eyes  the  trembling  fair-one  fees 

*  Their  furly figures  through  the  parting  trees; 

*  But  yet  (he  rofe  collected  in  her  fear; 

'  'Twas  vain  to  call,  and  no  affiflance  near: 
'  Then  from  the  ground  ihe  rais'd  her  beauteous  eye*, 
«  And,  weeping,  turn'd  them  on  the  pitying  Ccies. 
**  Affift  me,  Heaven,  and  heavenly  pow'rs!"  fhe  cries. 
*'   You  faints,  that  hover  round  celeilial  fprings, 
f<  O  take  and  wrap  me  in  your  facred  wings  ! 
"  I  fee  black  violence  come  frowning  on ; 
"  But  may  Lycander  mourn  the  dear-bought  wrong! 
**  Ah  !  hear  Sophinia,  in  this  fearful  hour, 
"  And  fave,  O  fave  me,  from  a  villain's  power!" 
*  But  now  a  flave,  whom  beauty  ne'er  could  charm, 

*  Drew  nigh,  and  feiz'd  her  by  the  ivory  arm  : 

*  Through  untrod  paths  they  bore  the  ftruggling  maid, 
«  To  thofe  rude  towers,  where  Lycander  ftay'd  j 

«  A  difmal  dwelling,  hid  by  waving  trees; 

«  So  thick,  they  fcarce  admit  the  healthy  breeze  i 

*  On  whofe  black  walls  condenfing  vapours  hung, 
'  Whofe  lofty  fpires  hardly  knew  the  Am ; 

*  His  beams  ne'er  enter'd  here,  but  in  the  room 

*  Perpetual  coldnefs  and  eternal  gloom. 

'  Here  the  pleas'd  youth  his  charming  prey  fecures, 

*  And  round  his  pris'ner  fhut  the  plated  doors  ; 
«  Then  left  the  virgin  to  herfelf,  nor  ftay'd 

'  To  bear  reproaches  from  the  injur'd  maid: 
«  Fierce  as  he  was,  he,  like  a  coward,  flies 

*  The  rage  that  fparkled  in  her  glowing  eyes ; 

*  But  when  he  thought  the  dang'rous  ftorm  was  o'er, 
«  Again  he  fought  thofe  eyes  he  fled  before. 

*  Like  fome  pale  wretch  impatient  for  his  doom, 

*  His  fearful  fteps  approach'd  the  hallow'd  room  ; 

3G 
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'  For  rifing  Confcience  now  her  tafk  began, 
'  And  guilty  blumes  through  his  features  ran: 
'  Unufual  horrors  o'er  his  paffage  hung  ; 
f  Atev'ry  ftep  the  founding  portals  rung. 

*  Before  the  door  he  took  a  filent  ftand, 

'  And  the  pale  taper  trembled  in  his  hand: 
'  A  hollow  voice  Lycander  feem'd  to  call, 
'  And  fliadows  danc'd  along  the  gloomy  walL 

*  His  haughty  fpirit  was  at  this  difmay'd  ; 

'  Lycander  trembled,  and  was  once  afraid: 

"  Why  beats  my  heart,  my  coward  heart  ?"  he  cries ; 

"  And  why  this  mift  before  my  dazzled  eyes? 

"  Sophinia's  mine,  and  I  will  feize  my  ftore 

"  If  thoufand  fpeftres  guard  the  awful  door!'* 

*  Then  rulhing  in,  the  lovely  dame  he  found 
'  In  fullen  pofture,  and  in  thought  profound: 

'  The  wonted  rofes  from  her  cheeks  were  fled  ; 

*  On  her  fair  hand  reclin'd  her  beauteous  head. 
«  With  flatt'ry  firft  he  tipp'd  his  artful  tongue^ 

*  And  ftrove  to  palliate  and  excufe  the  wrong. 
"  Let  not  Sophinia,"  with  a  fmile,  he  cries, 

*'  Think  we  have  feiz'd  her  as  a  hoftile  prize: 

"  The  fault  we  owe  to  this  unconquer'd  flame  ; 

"  Love  was  th*  aggreffor,  and  be  his  the  blame. 

"  Truft  not  thy  reafon  to  a  haughty  guide, 

"  Nor  call  that  honour,  which  is  only  pride : 

"  Honour,  a  pageant  miftrefs  of  the  vain, 

"  The  virgin's  tyrant,  and  the  hero's  chain  ; 

f<  If  fparkling  wealth  canpleafe  thy  brighter  eyes, 

"  The  mines  of  Perfia  at  thy  feet  mall  rife; 

e<  And  when  thy  chariot  marks  the  dufty  fields, 

"  Full  thirty  flaves  fhall  grace  the  fhlning  whet»s  j 

««  For  thee  theeaft  fhall  yield  her  fpicy  bowers, 

•'  And  fweeter  baths  dillil  from  weeping  flowers. 

«'  Then  fmile,  my  fair-one,  and  be  timely  wife." 

«  The  maid  reply'd,  and  roll'd  her  fcornful  eyes, 

?  Hence, 
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*r  Hence,  fawning  traitor  !  why  wouldft  thou  be  told 

"  Kow  much  I  hate  thy  perfon  and  thy  gold? 

*c  Miftaken  Nature,  with  too  nice  a  care, 

*'  In  vain  has  fhap'd  thee  in  a.  mould  fo  fair: 

"  Vice  Avill  be  vice  howe'er 'tis  polifh'd  o'er  ; 

"  Thou,  villain  !    dare  to  meet  my  eyes  no  more. 

"  Thofe  gloomy  birds  that  love  the  midnight  air, 
*'  And  hover  round  the  manfions  of  defpair, 
"  When  to  their  fhrieks  the  hollow  roofs  rebound, 
**  And  the  hoarfe  raven  aids  the  dreadful  found ; 
"  TKough  howling  wolves  mould  with  their  voices  join, 
"  Are  lefs  ofFenfive  to  my  ears  than  thine: 
"  Beyond  my  hate,  if  yet  a  thought  remain, 
*'  To  make  thy  fpirit  ctirfe  the  galling  chain ; 
"  If  with  thofe  thorns  that  Love's  foft  empire  bounds, 
"  Succefiful  rivals  give  the  deepeft  wounds; 
"  I  love  thy  brother;  and,  if  that  can  be, 
««  With  paffion  equal  to  my  hate  for  thee." 

•  She  faid  ;  and  rage  pofiefs'd  Lycander's  foul; 

•  His  pale  lips  tremble,  and  his  eye-bails  roll : 
«  Three  times  he  rais'd  a  dagger  to  her  bread, 

•  But  mighty  Love  his  daring  hand  fupprefs'd  ; 

'  And  now  fhrill  cries  invade  his  wond'ring  ears, 
'  The  noife  of  battle  and  the  clalh  of  fpears ; 
«  Starting,  he  turn'd,  nor  ftaid  to  make  reply, 
'  Tho'  fury  fparkled  in  his  threat'ning  eye. 
"  To  arms!"  his  friends  in  mingled  voices  call, 
«  And  danger  hover'd  o'er  the  frowning  wall. 

'  In  that  fad  hour,  when  the  affrighted  maid 
«  Was  drawn  by  villains  from  the  mourning  (hade, 
«  Polyphon  to  th'  appointed  foreft  came ; 
<  He  reach'd  the  bower,  but  he  mifs'd  the  dame: 

•  Through  balmy  paths,  with  infant  rofes  bound, 

•  Where  bluftiing  daifies  drew  the  painted  ground, 

3  G  2  'He 
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'  He  rov'd,  impatient  of  the  nymph's  delay, 
'  And  often  doubted  to  return  or  flay : 
'  By  chance  he  turn'd  his  mournful  eye,  and  fees 
'  His  friend  Acanthus  through  the  parting  trees, 
'  The  youth  drew  nearer  with  an  eager  pace ; 
'  Amazement  hover'don  his  boding  face; 
'  And  thus  impatient  to  PoJyphon  faid, 
"  Where  is  Sophinia?  where  thy  darling  maidr" 
*'  Thisev'ning  reftlefs,  tho'  I  know  not  why, 
tc  When  fetting  Phoebus  flain'd  the  weftern  fky, 
"  Tothefefweet  fhades  I  took  my  heedlefs  way, 
*c  To  (hare  the  fragrance  of  declining  day : 
"  Alone  and  penfive  as  I  wander'd  here, 
"  A  woman's  voice  furpriz'd  my  liil'ning  ear ; 
"  To  yon  rude  tow'rs  I  trac'd  the  flinking  found, 
"  Till  the  ftill'd  outcries  were  in  diftance  drown'd. 
"  What  think  you  now?  I  fear  fome  threat'ning  ill, 
"  From  headftrong  paffions,  and  imperious  will : 
*'  I  fear  Sophinia  and  yourfelf  betray'd ; 
"  I  know  your  brother  loves  the  beauteous  maid." 
"  Then  hear  my  vows!"  the  frantick  lover  cries, 
'  And  turn'd  his  eye-balls  on  the  glimm'ring  fkies ; 
"  Hear  me,  ye  pow'rs  !  whofe  facred  hands  fuftain, 
"  Thefe  worlds  of  nature  in  a  mighty  chain ; 
"  If  my  fierce  brother  has  prefum'd  to  bear, 
"  And  from  her  bowers  forc'd  my  injur'dfair, 
"  Thefe  wakeful  eye-lids  fhall  no  more  be  clos'd, 
•'  This  fpirit  refted,  nor  thefe  limbs  repos'd ; 
•'  This  vengeful  rapier  fhall  be  fheath'd  no  more 
•'  Till  the  rude  traitor  fhall  his  prize  reftore." 
'  He  faid  ;  and,  raging,  left  the  gloomy  fhade, 
f  Full  of  refentment  for  his  injur'd  maid. 
f  Acanthus  fummon'd  to  a  neighb'ring  plain 

*  Their  friends,  a  little,  but  a  martial  train : 

•  Twice  twenty  youths  their  gen'ral's  voice  attend, 
f  And  fhare  the  quarrel  of  their  injur'd  friend. 

5  Polyphon!? 
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-*  Polyphon,  pleas'd  to  fee  the  afiembled  powers, 
'  Led  his  fmall  fquadron  to  the  hoftile  towers: 

*  The  frowning  portals  well  fecur'd  they  found; 

'  The  gloomy  court  with  fentries  guarded  round  ; 
'  Who,  fpite  of  reafon  and  their  country's  laws, 
'  Were  drawn  to  combat  in  a  guilty  caufe. 

*  The  firft  of  thefe,  Cyrenus,  fair  and  young, 

'  Whofe  curling  locks  below  his  fhoulders  hung, 
'  Too  rafhly  bold,  encounter'd  hand  to  hand, 
'  Fierce  Polyarchus  of  Polyphon's  band: 
'  The  pointed  jav'lin  fped  beneath  his  chin, 
'  And  flreaming  purple  ftain'd  his  beauteous  fkin ; 
«  His  very  cheeks  are  wafiVd  with  deeper  dyes, 
'  And  lafting  flumber  feals  his  fwimming  eyes. 

*  This  piteous  fight  enrag'd  the  vicious  train, 

*  But  moftly  Iphis,  brother  of  the  flain. 

"  Revenge  !"   he  cry'd,  and  hurl'd  his  deathful  dart; 
«  It  hifs'd  along,  but  mifrd  the  hero's  heart; 
«  Defpairing,  raging,  on  the  youth  he  flew, 
«  While  down  his  forehead  roll'd  the  fultry  dew: 

*  Blows  anfwer  blows,  and  round  their  temples  fing 

*  The  glancing  weapons,  and  the  bucklers  ring. 

*  Aloof  they  fight,  or  new  in  circles  wheel'd, 

«  Each  thought  to  conquer,  both  difdain  to  yield; 

*  Till  Polyarchus,   with  a  fide-way  blow, 

«  Tranfpierc'd  the  liver  of  his  heedlefsfoc: 

<  He  drew  the  weapon  from  his  tortur'd  fide  ; 
«  The  gaping  wound  difgorg'd  a  purple  tide  ; 
'  His  eyes  turn'd  upward  with  a  ghaltly  roll ; 

«  Headlong  he  fell,  and  groan'd  away  his  foul! 
«  Now  joy  tranfported  the  victorious  throng; 
«  With  "  Polyarchus!"  all  the  welkin  rung: 

*  Applaufe  and  clamour  fliook  the  trembling  ground; 

<  Lycander  heard,  and  curs'd  the  hated  found. 

«  Griev'd  for  his  friend,  he  with  the  fore-mod  prefs'd, 
f  And  all  their  lances  glitter  round  hisbreuil; 
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'But  the  ftrong  (Held  their  points  at  diftance  hold, 
'  Where  two  fair  eagles  fpread  their  wings  in  gold; 
'  A  weighty  fpear  his  better  hand  fupplies, 
'  And  livid  lightnings  fparkle  in  his  eyes. 

*  Vinario  firft  fuftain'd  the  warrior's  rage, 

'  The  beauteous  darling  of  his  father's  age; 
'  His  tender  arm  the  deadly  fpear  arrefts, 
'  And  tore  his  fhoulder  from  his  iv'ry  breail : 
«  Too  late  his  friends  to  his  affiftance  run, 

*  For  his  black  eyes  no  more  behold  the  fun. 

*  Miranthus  next  did  his  bright  lance  extend, 
'  A  bluft'ring  foldier,  and  Lycander's  friend; 
'  Him  Merias  met,   old  Meriander's  heir, 

*  The  youthful  hufband  of  Lycofia  fair; 

'  Now  borne  untimely  from  his  father's  fide, 

*  His  fmiling  fortunes  and  his  lovely  bride ; 

*  Juft  at  his  hip  the  fteel  an  entrance  found, 

*  And  tore  his  bowels  with  a  ghaftly  wound  : 

'  Back  fell  the  youth,   his  tinkling  arms  reply; 

*  Loud  fhrieks  and  clamours  rend  the  frighted  iky, 
'  Pojyphon  now,  with  deadly  anguifh  ftung, 

<  His  ready  jav'lin  at  the  victor  flung: 

'  The  erring  weapon,  with  a  whittling  found, 

*  Flew  o'er  .his  head,  and  plough'd  the  diftant  ground, 

*  EnragM  to  fee  the  bloodlefs  point  defcend, 

'  And  mifs  the  vengeance  for  his  bleeding  friend, 
'  His  mining  eyes,  that  did  with  fury  glow, 

*  He  turn'd,  and  thus  defy'd  the  ftronger  foe. 

"  Hope  not  for  conqueft,  mighty  clown!"  he  cries ; 

"  From  thy  ftern  vifage  and  gigantick  fize  : 

"  A  little  arm,  if  Heav'n  direft  the  blow, 

•'  May  fend  thee,  howling,  to  the  fhades  below.'* 

"  Slave!"  cries  Miranthus,  with  a  ftormy  glare, 

»'*'  Go,  waih  thy  face,  and  curl  thy  waving  hair  ; 

"Thy 
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"  Thy  coward  heart  belies  thy  daring  tongue!'* 

*  He  fpoke,  and  drove  his  weighty  fpear  along ; 

*  The  failing  mifchief  on  the  buckler  fung. 

*  Notfo  Polyphon  fent  his  faithful  dart, 

*  The  fpeedy  vengeance  reach'd  the  hero's  heart; 

*  Down  fell  the  knight,  his  clanging  arras  rebound, 
'  And  his  proud  foul  came  rufhing  thro'  the  wound. 

*  Lycander  faw,  but  turn'd  his  eyes  away, 

*  Where  in  the  duft  the  mighty  foldier  lay  ; 

'  Then,  like  a  whirlwind,  rufh'd  the  youth  along, 

*  And  fought  his  brother  in  the  hoflile  throng: 
'  Polyphon's  fpear  his  frantickhand  arrefts, 

'  And  hurl'd  the  weapon  at  it's  owner's  breaft  ; 
'  The  miffive  Death  deceiv'd  his  bloody  hand ; 
'  It's  thirfty  point  lay  fhiver'd  in  the  fand  ; 

*  Sufpenfe  and  horror  held  the  martial  crew, 

*  And  the  fick  moon  receiv'd  a  paler  hue; 
«  The  ftars  retir'd  from  the  hated  fight, 

'  And  wrapp'd  their  glories  in  the  clouds  of  night. 

'  Polyphon  cried,  "  O  flay  thy  hoftilearm! 

"  The  name  of  brother  wears  a  potent  charm  : 

«'  Our  mother  did  in  youth's  fair  bloom  expire, 

"  And  left  us  infants  to  our  tender  fire  ; 

«'  And  till  Sophinia  blew  this  deadly  flame, 

"  Our  fears  were  equal,   and  our  hopes  the  fame; 

•'  The  fame  our  pleafures,  and  the  like  our  woes; 

"  Weflept  together,  and  as  fondly  rofe. 

«'  Then  let,  O  let  not  murd'rous  rage  divide 

"  Our  hearts,   but  lay  thofe  threat'aing  arms  afide  } 

••  Let  ranc'rous  hate  po/Iefs  our  fouls  no  more! 

'«<  Thou  to  her  friends  the  beauteous  raaiJ  rcllore! 

"  Then  let  her  voice  our  rival  caufe  decide, 

««  And  him  fhe  favours  wed  the  fmiling  bride  !" 

«   He  faid;  but  rage  had  ftopp'd  Lycander's  ears : 

«<  Safe  Qwe1"  he  cry'd,    "  thou  child  of  puny  f  - 

"  Not 
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"  Not  Laon's  fon,  thy  foul  difclaims  her  race; 
"  My  mother  ne'er  produc'd  a  thing  fo  bafe! 
ct  Some  fairy  elf^  or  treach'rous  nurfe,  beguil'd 
"  My  fleeping  parents  of  their  lawful  child  ; 
"  Then  in  his  place  her  dunghill  offspring  laid, 
"  And  my  young  brother  to  her  hut  convey'd: 
"  This  was  thy  mother  coarfer  than  her  fate, 
"  And  thou  the  fon  of  her  plebeian  mate." 
«  Here  ceas'd  the  youth — for  aftion  fpoke  the  reft, 

•  And  hurl'd  a  jav'lin  at  Polyphon's  breaft; 
«  His  fliield  receiv'd  it  with  a  fmart  rebound, 

•  The  miflive  weapon  trembled  on  the  ground; 
'  Now  hand  to  hand  the  rival  youths  engage ; 

•  Lycander  burn'd  with  more  than  mortal  rage: 
«  Black  fury  roll'din  each  relentlefs  eye; 

'  Both  fought  to  conquer,  or  refolv'd  to  die. 
'  But  now  Lycander,  tho' with  hate  infpir'd, 
«  By  fits  was  fainting,  and  by  fits  refpir'd. 

•  Polyphon's  fword  a  fatal  pafiage  found  •* 
«  Beneath  his  arm,  a  deep  and  ghaftly  wound;  C 

•  Stagg'ring,  hedropp'd,   and  grafp'd  the  bloody  ground.       J 

•  Yet,  as  he  liv'd,  without  a  groan  he  fell; 

'  Nor  drew  a  figh,  but  only  cried,  "  'Tis  well! 

«'  'Tis  well !   my  fury  with  my  life  ihall  end : 

"  Farewel,  my  brother  !  and,  at  laft,  my  friend  ! 

"  By  our  dear  parent  fee  me  quickly  laid; 

•«  Be  thine  the  conqueft,  thine  the  beauteous  maid'.'* 

«  He  paus'd;  and  then,  with  feebler  accent,  cries, 

*'  My  friends,  farewell"  and  clos'd  his fwiinming  eyes* 

'  The  mourning  vi£lor,  bending  o'er  the  {lain, 

«  Effay'd  to  raife  him,  but  effay'd  in  vain  ; 

•  His  failing  arms  reiign'd  their  feeble  hold, 

«  And  drops  of  horror  from  his  temples  roll'd: 
«  From  each  cold  cheek  the  bluihing  beauty  flies, 
«  And  the 'ground  danc'd  before  his  dazzled  eyes* 

'  The 
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c  The  weeping  youths,  with  friendly  force,  divide 

c  The  gentle  mourner  from  his  brother's  fide; 

'  Then  friends  and  foes,  united,  gather  round, 

'  And  lift  the  bleeding  body  from  the  ground. 

'  Some  rais'd  the  drooping  head,  and  others  prefs'd 

'  Their  careful  arms  around  his  manly  breaft: 

'  Tho'  with  black  duft  and  hoftile  crimfon  ftain'd, 

'  It's  nalive  fiercenefs  ftill  the  face  retain'd ; 

'  Back  on  his  fhoulders  fell  his  graceful  hair, 

'  And  the  bold  features  wore  a  fcornful  air. 

*  Now  all  too 4 ate  the  ram  adventure  blame; 

*  Pale  Conqueft  figh'd,  and  loath'd  her  hated  name : 
'  From  the  black  towers  their  folemn  (leps  return, 

*  And  both  the  victors  and  the  vanquiih'd  mourn.' 


ODE    TO    NATURE. 

WRITTEN    IN   V.'HICHWOOD   FOREST,    OXFORDSHIRE. 
BY     THE     REV.     MR.     MAVOR. 

AM  I D  the  variegated  fcene 
Of  bloflbms,  flowers,  and  herbage  green  j 
Where  twining  mrubs  enamour'd  grow, 
And  oaks  adorn  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
Knraptur'd  let  me  tune  the  lay, 
And  fing  of  Nature,  ever  gay. 

(,'cleftial  goddefs  !  firft  of  things, 
"When  Time  outfpread  his  ardent  wings  ! 
Who  erft  poffefs'd  the  fpacious  ball, 
Rever'd,  ador'd,  and  lov'd  by  all; 
Ere  Art,   proud  Art,  with  mimick  grace, 
Obfcjr'd  thy  plan,  or  marr'd  thy  face; 
Or  dar'd  deform  thy  holy  reign, 
And  mix  it's  monfters  with  thy  train ! 

3  H  Wilt 
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Wilt  thou  vouch fafe  to  aid  the  lay, 

That  drives  thy  beauties  to  difplay  ; 

And  o'er  the  warblings  of  the  Mule, 

The  fpirit  of  thy  charms  difFufe  ? 

Whether  the  craggy  cliff,  or  dale, 

The  purling  ftream,  or  flow'ry  vale, 

The  mofTy  bank,  or  fhelly  ihore, 

Or  Whichwood's  glooms,  delight  thee  morej 

O  hear  a  fond  enthtffiaft's  figh, 

And  fee  his  tear-impearled  eye, 

Becaufe  rude  Art  ufurps  thy  throne, 

And  wears  thofe  honours  once  thine  own ! 

Come,  lead  me  thro'  thy  blefs'd  abodes, 
The  feats  of  innocence  and  gods  ; 
Where  green-rob'd  Dryads  gambol  round; 
Where  dove-ey'd  Peace  and  Health  are  found; 
Where  neat  Simplicity  retires, 
And  Friendftiip  lights  her  pureft  fires ; 
Where  hoary  Faith,  and  mutual  Love,, 
In  un'ifon  delight  to  move: 
For  all  that's  noble,  facred,  fair, 
Mult  mine  in  brighteft  luftre  there  ! 

When  Phcebus  firft,  with  golden  beam, 
Teaches  the  foreft's  top  to  gleam; 
Or  when,  amid  his  fervid  courfe, 
Oa  panting  herds  he  pours  his  force  ; 
Or  when,  at  dew-befprinkled  eve, 
He  courts  the  fmooth.  Atlantick  wave  ; 
With  thee,  O  Nature  !  let  me  rove, 
And  find  thy  form  in  ev'ry  grove ; 
Still'  on  thy  lovely  features.gaze, 
And  eye  thy.  walks  and  devious  way, ! 
Smiles  aught  below  devoid  of  thee? 
Ah!   no;   thy  charms  are  all  to  me. 
If  rapt  by  Fancy's  magick  power, 
Where  forms  engage  eachjoylefs  hour, 

To 
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To  marble  domes,  and  fplendid  courts, 
Where  Art,  deep  mafk'd,  performs  her  fports; 
How  would  I  mourn  thy  rites  prophan'd  ! 
Thy  name  abus'd,  thy  vifage  flain'd! 
And  Art  exerting  each  grimace, 
To  mime  the  beauties  of  thy  face; 
-Affecting  graces  thine  alone: 
For  grace  and  beauty  are  thy  own  ! 

Unhappy  great !  to  Nature  foes  ; 
How  fweet  the  pleafures  that  yoo  lofe  ! 
Can  tinfel  pomp,    and  equipage, 
Your  giddy  minds  fo  flrong  engage? 
Can  gilded  mifery,  ftate,  and  noife, 
Be  deem'd  the  fummit  of  your  joys  ? 
Ill-fated  race  !  borne  down  the  ftream, 
By  polifli'd  Manners'  fpecious  name, 
You  facrifice  the  tranquil  hoor 
To  pageantry  and  empty  power  ; 
Forfeit  the  dulcet  fmiles  of  blifs. 
For  mad  Ambition's  harlot  kifs; 
And  banifli  Nature's  fimple  charms, 
To  fold  Art's  fopperies  in  your  arms. 

Can  fplendid  domes,  and  gay  alcoves, 
Compare  with  verdant  waving  groves  ? 
Can  Perfian  carpets  richeil  dye 
With  Nature's  velvet  vefture  vie? 
Mantles  fo  bright  the  vinous  bowl, 
Round  which  difeafe  and  furies  howl ; 
As  chryftal  fprings,  and  limpid  rills, 
Purling  adown  the  laughing  hills  ? 
Or  breathes  fo  fweet  the  lulling  lute, 
And  foft  meanders  of  the  flute  ; 
As  love-ficlc  Philomela's  lay, 
Join'd  with  the  concert  of  each  fpray. 
When  young-ey'd  Spring  awakes  the  year, 
And  chorillsrs  the  wuoob.rul  choar? 

'3  i!  z  To 
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To  the  eye  of  native  tafte, 
To  the  uncorrupted  bread, 
Shines  fo  bright  the  diamond's  blaze, 
The  mafquerade,  or  mingled  rays 
Which  a  thoufand  flambeaux  pour 
O'er  the  health-deftroying  hour; 
As  the  rufticks  chearfu]  dance, 
When  Hefper  bids  the  flars  advance  : 
The  blithfome  frolicks  of  the  green, 
Where  Love  and  Innocence  are  feen ; 
Where  Beauty  fhines  without  difguife, 
And  heart-felt  paffions  light  the  eyes  ? 

To  me  the  fhepherd's  artlefs  tale ; 
His  iighs,  that  mingle  with  the  gale ; 
His  anxious  cares,  his  joys,  his  fears  ; 
His  jealous  doubts,  and  tender  tears ; 
The  natural  terms  that  paint  his  love; 
The  verdant  fcenery  of  the  grove: 
Are  far  more  pleafmg  than  the  flage, 
Tho'  Shakefpeare  wrote  th'  impaffion'd  page; 
And  Garrick  ftill,  with  tragick  art, 
Could  point  each  word  to  touch  the  heart ! 

O  tafte  corrupt!   eftrang'd  to  blifs, 
To  fmiling  Peace,  and  Happinefs ; 
Pcrim  your  hated,  baneful  fway  ! 
Andhafie,  O  hafte!  propitious  day, 
When,  Nature,  thou  who  charm'ft  the  wife, 
Shalt  with  exalted  honour  rife  ! 
Smit  with  thy  love,  O  let  me  trace 
Thofe  feats  where  thou  in  awful  grace, 
Or  mildeft  beauty,  reign'ft  alone, 
And  guilty  Art  is  yet  unknown: 
Direft  me,  Nature,  to  thy  more, 
For  never  mortal  lov'd  thee  more! 
Dweli'ft  thou  on  Andes  rocky  brow; 
Or  midft  th'  untrodden  flow'rs  that  grow 

Where 
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Where  the  fea-like  Plata  ftrays, 

And  works  it's  wild  meand'rous  ways? 

Sitt'ft  thou  amid  eternal  froft, 

On  Iceland's  folitary  coaft? 

Or  on  the  Alpine  mountains  hoar, 

Hear'ft  thou  of  driving  florins  the  roar? 

Midft  flaming  ./Etna's  heaving  mine, 

Do'ft  thou  delight  in  awe  to  flrine  ; 

Or  lov'ft  fome  fea-befprinkled  ifle, 

Where  human  feet  ne'er  ftamp'd  the  foil? 

Yes!   there  thou  dwell'il;  nor  there  alone 

I  fee  thy  venerable  throne : 

Where'er  I  turn  my  eyes  around, 

Thy  fair  profufion  cloathes  the  ground; 

la  ev'ry  lawn,  and  opening  glade, 

Thy  fmiling  honours  are  difplay'd  ; 

And  Whichwood's  deep,  embowering  glooms, 

"With  all  thy  fapphire  colours  blooms. 

Whichwood!  how  dear  thy  blefs'd  retreats! 
Thy  mofly  banks,  and  rural  feats ! 
Thy  waving  groves,  thy  hamlets  mean. 
Where  Poverty  with  broxv  ferene, 
Where  Innocence  and  Peace  refide. 
And  down  life's  current  gently  glide! 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  here  retir'd, 
With  envy  nor  ambition  nYd  ; 
Content  thofe  cravings  to  fupply, 
That  Nature  views  with  wilhing  eyt:; 
Enjoy  thy  pure  falubrious  air, 
And  fee  thy  profpefts  wide  and  fair; 
The  fragrance  of  thy  flowers  inhale. 
And  feel  Hygeia  in  each  gale. 
With  rapture  beating  at  my  breaft. 
Each  vexing  paflion  lull'd  to  relt, 
Oft  let  me  thrid  thy  tangled  brakes, 
Soon  as  the  dawning  day  awakes ; 

Traverfe 
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Traverfe  thy  velvet-mantled  lawns, 

Where  graze  thy  flocks,  and  fport  thy  fawns  ; 

Afcend  thy  flopes,  and  pierce  thy  groves, 

To  liften  to  their  warblers  loves ; 

Or  to  thy  limpid  rills  retire, 

And  cool  the  fun's  meridian  fire : 

Then  reft  fupine,  where  branching  trees 

Exclude  the  unremitting  breeze  : 

Or  oft  with  tranfport  turn  an  eye 

On  the  fcenes  that  round  me  lie ; 

Mark  yon  river's  mazy  bed, 

Where  many  a  willow  rears  it's  head; 

Catch  the  village  echo  far; 

See  numerous  fpires  afcend  in  air, 

With  {hiriing  domes  in  trees  embrac'd, 

And  Nature  mix'd  with  genuine  Tafte  ; 

All  the  varied  landfcape  view, 

Till  the  high  hills  are  loilinblue. 

There  let  me  tune  the  vocal  lyre, 
And,  Nature,  thou  my  voice  infpire  ! 
Here  meditate  the  lyrick  flrains, 
That  Warton  pipes  on  Ifis'  plains; 
Admire  each  foul-enchanting  line, 
And  catch  fome  grace  to  call  it  mine. 
From  Hawkins'  Mufe  attempt  to  pleafe 
With  native,  unaffected  eafe  ; 
Learn  all  defcription's  force  from  Pye, 
And  with  his  ftrains  immortal  vie: 
From  lovely  Craven's  comick  vein, 
Of  human  nature  knowledge  gain; 
Whofe  attick  wit,  and  genius  bright, 
O'er  gloomy  Care  can  throw  delight; 
Who  paints  the  fcene  that  Nature  Shows , 
Nor  fuffers  Art  to  interpofe  ! 

Thus  thro'  life's  vale  O  let  me  ftray, 
In  mild  Contentment's  placid  way ; 


BEAUTIES     OF    POETRY.  431 

Nor  court  the  favour  of  the  great; 
Nor  fpend  a  figh  for  wealth  or  ftate; 
Nor  wifli  in  Fame's  broad  roll  to  Ihine ; 
But  be  the.  focial  pleafures  mine. 
All  the  joys  O  let  me  prove,  • 
That  fpring  from  Conftancy  and  Love  ; 
From  Heaven  receive  the  friend  fincere, 
To  tafte  my  blifs,  or  foothe  my  care: 
And  iince  pure  Nature's  wants  are  few, 
Let  me  her  fimple  plan  purfue  ; 
To  Virtue's  love  refign  my  heart, 
And  never  know  delufive  Art. 


THE     MICROCOSM. 

BY     MRS.     T  O  L  L  E  T. 
San&Ius  his  animal,  mentifque  capaclus  alt*.  OTIP, 

A    SCEND,  my  foul,  and  elevate  thy  thought, 
«*V.  To  view  the  wonders  by  thy  Maker  wrought ; 
To  yon  bright  arch,  thy  dazzled  eyes  creel, 
And  in  the  work  confefs  the  Architect: 
Then,  looking  down,  contracted  in  a  fpan, 
Behold  another  univerfe  in  man. 
Dud  is  his  origin,  and  earth  his  place: 
But  on  the  mother's  fide,  though  man  be  bafe, 
Sprung  from  the  facred  fire,  to  Heaven  allied, 
The  confcious  foul  maintains  her  noble  pride; 
Nor  is  it  pride;  what  gratitude  were  due, 
Unlefs  the  value  of  the  gift  me  knew  ? 
No  more,  O  man!  thy  faculties  difgrace; 
Nor  feek  to  herd  among  the  reptile  race : 
Nor  through  the  boundlefs  fields  of  jether  roam, 
Loft  in  thy  fcarch — begin  thy  fearch  at  home. 

Think 
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Think  on  thy  firft  forefather,  when  he  lay  - 

Inanimate  upon  his  native  clay : 

The  beauteous  fymmetry,  though  not  infpir'd 

With  vital  breath,  was  then  to  be  admir'd» 

When  art  but  imitates,  in  Parian  ftone, 

The  fweliing  mufcles,  and  the  jointed  bone; 

The  Heady  thighs,  the  ribs  with  eafy  fweep, 

Which  all  ereft  the  {lately  poiture  keep; 

The  fupple  knee,  the  ancles  firm  to  Hand, 

The  bending  fingers,  and  the  grafping  hand ; 

The  neck,  with  gentle  negligence  inclin'd, 

The  lively  features  that  exprefs  the  mind  : 

When  thus,  though  from  the  marble  hard  and  rude* 

With  yielding  flefh  the  figure  feems  endu'd, 

How  can  it's  air  to  veneration  move, 

Or  the  cold  ivory  warm  the  carver's  love? 

What  this  external  mold  contains  within, 

Unfeen,  unknown,  to  actuate  the  machine; 

Or  why  the  whole,  or  why  the  parts  were  made, 

Each  for  itfelf,  and  each  for  mutual  aid, 

Remains  to  afk.     See  !  from  the  ground  he  fprings  ? 

What  power  has  given  the  groveling  creature  wings? 

See !  how  to  Heaven  he  cafls  his  opening  eyes  ; 

New  to  the  fcene  of  wonders  he  defcries : 

Then  runs,  and  leaps,  perceives,  and  underftands, 

And  lifts  with  fudden  extafy  his  hands  ; 

*  Say,  whence  am  I?  and  whence  thefe  cbje&s  all, 

'  That  ftrike  my  fenfe?'  Recalls,  or  feems  to  call. 

What  is  that  fenfe  ?  how  downward  from  the  brain, 

The  fubtle  nerves  deduce  their  artful  chain, 

And  what  ethereal  juice  their  tubes  contain: 

What  to  the  ear  impulfive  air  conveys, 

What  in  the  eye  collects  the.vifual  rays, 

Let  Reafon  trace ;  in  all  their  mazes  loft, 

The  fmalleft  work  commends  the  Artiil  moil. 

Yet 
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Vet  ufefulnefs  of  parts,  and  fenfe  acute, 

Man  but  enjoys  in  common  with  the  brute  ; 

They  move,  and  feed,  and  leave  their  like  behind  j  ^ 

To  him  a  nobler  province  is  aflign'd,  C 

To  worfhip  God,  and  benefit  his  kind.  J 

When  from  the  fun  his  fire  Prometheus  Mole, 

Could  that  give  reafon  to  the  human  foul  ? 

That  vital  fire,  each,  as  he  likes,  explain; 

Lodg'd  in  the  heart,  orlabouring  in  the  brain, 

From  whence  the  circulating  fpirits  flow;  ^ 

Pleafure  or  pain  their  a&ion  may  beftow,  C 

But  'tis  the  mind  determines  blifs  or  woe.  j 

Who  was  it  full  the  infant  tongue  unbound, 

And  tun'd  it  to  the  elements  of  found  ; 

The  world  of  beings  by.  their  names  to  call, 

Or,  by  foft  intervals,  to  rife  and  fall? 

The  mimic  parrot  echoes  what  is  taught, 

The  fpeech  of  man  is  the  refult  of  thought ; 

The  lark  and  linnet  ftrain  their  warbling  throats, 

But  not  a  word  accompanies  their  notes. 

O  !  then  to  God  thy  double  tribute  bring  I 

Reafon,  to  fpeak  his  works,  and  Verfe,  to  fmg» 

Since  fuch  pre-eminence  is  thine  alone, 

In  thefe  great  gifts  their  greater  Author  own  : 

Nor  doubt  that  all  was  given  to  thy  command,  ^ 

Arm'd  with  that  ufeful  inllrument,  the  hand, 

To  tame  thy  vaflals  of  the  air  and  land.  3 

By  this,  and  Reafon's  aid,  be  taught  to  (hear 

The  bleating  fheep,  and  break  the  fturdy  fleer: 

Thine  is  the  robe  the  curling  fleeces  yield ; 

And  thine  the  plenty  of  the  furrow'd  field. 

Go,  lure  the  fakon  from  his  airy  w.iy  ; 

Not  for  himfelf  the  fpoiler  flrikes  the  prey: 

Launched  from  his  matter's  hand,  he  foars  above, 

And  chafes  through  the  clouds  the  trembling  dove ; 

3  I  Or 
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Or  grapples  with  the  heron,  when,  on  high, 
He  rends  her  finny  captives  in  the  fky. 
Go,  teach  the  generous  courfer,  not  to  fear 
When  the  Ihrill  trumpet  terrifies  the  ear, 
In  equal  rank  to  keep,  or  change  his  ground, 
Though  thoufands  fall,  and  thunder  roars  around^ 
Libyans  and  Indians,  marching  to  the  war, 
May  fcorn  the  fiery  fteed,  and  rolling  car: 
Amid  the  fwarthy  hoft,  aloft  appears 
A  living  bulk,  that  creiled  turrets  bears; 
Forward  he  prefles  on  the  adverfe  foe, 
While  the  bold  archer  deals  his  darts  below. 
Who  taught  to  manage  that  unwieldy  ftrength  ; 
Or  with  the  finewy  trunk's  enormous  length, 
His  mounting  rider  to  his  feat  to  aid  ? 
Or  pierce  the  thickeft  legions,  undifmay'd, 
Though  in  impenetrable  fcales  array'd? 
When  Behemoth  the  ruling  voice  obeys  ; 
Or  from  the  field  his  wounded  lord  conveys^ 
Go,  from  the  mountain  fell  the  lofty  pine, 
Since  all  the  forefts  on  his  brows  are  thine: 
And  Reafon  gives,  thy  labours  to  prepare, 
The  wedge  and  axe,  the  compares  and  fquare, 
Rafle  the  tall  maft,  and  rib  the  folid  fides  ; 
Build  the  flout  veiTel,  that  with  winds  and  tides 
May  feek  the  regions  which  the  fea  divides  ; 
Or  fteer  thy  courfe,  where,  by  the  frozen  poles, 
Leviathan  upon  the  ocean  rolls ; 
And  the  fierce  fea-horfe  fleeps  on  icy  ihoals. 
Though  he  the  rattling  of  thy  fhafts  deride, 
Though  he  be  fovereign  o'er  the  fons  of  Pride  ; 
When  from  thy  hand  the  piercing  barb  is  thrown, 
The  moniler  trembles,  though  his  heart  be  flone. 
Wounded,  he  roars,  and  drags  the  lengthening  line, 
And,  mingled  with  his  blood,  he  fpouts  the  brine ; 
Lafh'd  by  his  ample  tail,  the.  frothy  furges  fliine  ; 
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Then  to  the  ftiallow  fhores  for  fafety  flies, 
While  on  his  back  whole  groves  of  lances  rife. 

Who,  to  thefe  arts,  O  mortal !  led  thy  way?  -\ 

To  rule  the  brutes,  made  thee  more  wife  than  they, 
The  wild  to  conquer,  while  the  tame  obey  ? 
Or,  canft  thou  doubt,  that  Nature's  golden  law 
Once  kept  fpontaneous  Innocence  in  awe ; 
Though  then  the  rebeU>eaft  refus'd  thy  yoke. 
When  rebel  man  to  God  his  fealty  broke? 

What  various  life  in  lefler  forms  we  fee ! 
Who  firft  inftrufted  the  laborious  bee, 
Not  in  our  rules  of  architecture  fkill'd, 
Scxangular  her  waxen  dome  to  build, 
To  lodge  her  brood,  and  hoard  her  lufcious  (lore  ? 
Mark  ! — and  the  great  Geometer  adore. 
Umveary'd  flie  collects  the  flowery  bloom, 
For  man  to  rifle  the  neftareous  comb  ; 
With  fragrant  herbs  to  temper  in  the  bowl, 
To  coo!  his  veins,  and  chear  his  fainting  foul ; 
Or  dire  inteftine  tortures  to  allay, 
The  labouring  lungs,  and  ftone's  impetuous  way. 

Nor  think  thy  Maker  was  in  part  unkind, 
And  to  minuter  objefts  left  thee  blind, 
When  in  the  microfcope  thou  canft  defcry 
The  gnat's  (harp  fpear,  the  mufcles  of  a  fly  : 
Thefe  might,  at  random,  thy  inquiry  'fcape  ; 
But  there  thou  raay'ft  examine  all  their  fhape. 
There,  the  gay  down  of  infects  too  behold, 
Or  millions  crouding  in  the  plum's  blue  mold  ; 
Or  in  the  acorn  view  the  branching  tree  : 
Wifer  or  better  doft  thou  feek  to  be  ? 
Acknowledge  Him,  who  taught  mankind  to  try 
The  curious  nfe  of  that  fictitious  eye. 
Look  to  yon  heaven  above  :  was  that  defign'd 
*JTo  ferve  thy  wants,  or  excrcife  thy  mind? 

3  I  2  Thoagk 
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Though  that  fair  moon,  to  cheat  the  gloomy  night, 

Around  thy  globe  conveys  her  borrow'd  light ; 

Though  other  ftars,  each  in  his  proper  fphere, 

Divide  thy  days  and  nights,  thy  month  and  year. 

Beyond  thy  ken,  remoter  orbits  run, 

In  each  a  fyftem,  which  attends  a  fun. 

While  we  look  up,  and  gaze,  and  guefs,  below, 

At  what  we  are  not  privileg'd  to  know  ; 

How  can  thy  pride  imagine  it  mould  be, 

That  He  who  rules  above,  mould  look  on  thee  ? 

Be  that  confefs'd ;  we  own  his  care  the  more, 

Who  taught  to  find  thofe  worlds,  unknown  before, 

Who  fummons  each  by  name,  and  numbers  all  their  flore. 

Nor  is  it  long,  fince  Reafon  could  invent 

An  eye  to  pierce  the  diftant  firmament; 

A  thoufand  ftars  difclofing  to  our  view,  •) 

Or  in  appearance  or  difcovery  new  ;  C 

But  what  from  them  to  mortals  can  accrue  ?  J 

Their  influence,  in  a  fpace  fo  vaft  and  void, 

Muft  all  be  diflipated  and  deftroy'd. 

What  are  the  beings  that  inhabit  there? 

Or  how  their  nature  fuited  to  their  fphere? 

Where  would  that  Icarus  of  fancy  rove, 

And  then  drop  headlong  from  his  flight  above? 

Ambition!  never  weep  for  worlds  unknown} 

But  learn  to  be  contented  with  thy  own. 

Yet  thefe  are  thine ;  as  deftin'd  to  conduce, 

Connected,  to  thy  neceffary  ufe  : 

As  in  their  turns  they  rife  and  difappear, 

To  point  the  rural  labours  of  the  year. 

Led  by  thefe  lights,  for  knowledge  or  for  gain, 

Launch  the  ftrong  (hip,  and  plough  the  ipacious  main; 

And,  on  whatever  fpot  by  tempefl  toil, 

Explore  thy  diftance  from  thy  native  coaft. 

This  little  world,  where  we  pretend  to  fvvay, 

One  half,  for  ages,  undifcover'd  Jay ; 

Thi 
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The  Tailor  then  (the  magnet's  aid  unknown, 
And  fcar'd  by  monfters  of  the  torrid  zone) 
Believ'd  the  verdant  Cape  the  fartheft  ground  ; 
And  all  beyond  was  loft  in  fea  profound, 
Or  old  Atlantis  in  oblivion  drown'd. 
That  other  pole,  that  finks  beneath  our  fight,  -i 

They  doom  a  to  waters,  or  eternal  night:  > 

Not  fo  Columbus,  [and  he  ju-l'-M  iright.j  3 

Sedate  though  bold,  and  refolute  though  wife, 
Piflrefs,  and  ftorms,  and  er.vy  to  defpife  ; 
O'er  the  wide  waves  he  led  his  dauntlcfs  crew, 
Fame,  wealth,  and  empire,  all  at  once  in  view, 
v.  "Where  other  mores  arife,  and  ftars  appear, 
And  the  fair  crofiers  light  the  fouthern  fphere. 
Yet  man  was  there;  though  rude  in  arts  like  ours. 
The  fame  in  all  his  faculties  and  powers ; 
And  with  the  fame  inventive  wit  infpir'd, 
To  find  what  his  neceflity  requir'd. 

Irregular  to  Heaven's  more  ufual  laws, 
Say,  whence  his  train  the  .fiery  comet  draws? 
Through  what  unfathom'd  void  his  courfe  is  bound? 
Or  how  to  vanifh  in  the  vaft  profound  ? 
Let  Halley  this,  or  Newton  this  explain, 
And  fix  his  period  to  return  again : 
While  the  pale  vulgar  fees,  with  wild  amaze, 
The  fword  of  God,  untheath'd  for  vengeance,  blaze. 
Avert  that  omen,  Heaven!  avert  our  guilt : 
Enough,  alas !  of  native  blood  is  fpiit. 

Yet  neither  they  determine,  nor  prefage :  - 

The  Lord  of  Holts  commands,  when  war  fhall  rage,  C 

To  tame  the  licence  of  an  impious  nge.  j 

A  mind  that  grafps  the  habitable  ball, 
Afpires  to  heaven,  and  thrives  to  meafure  all, 
Whether,  at  objects  fo  remote  from  hence, 
§he  guefs  aright,  or  err  with  fpecious  fenfe, 

Superior 
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Superior  excellence  of  man  proclaims, 
Though  oft  miftaking  in  his  glorious  aims. 
His  boafted  fcience  by  degrees  he  gains, 
As  opening  truth  rewards  his  tirelome  pains: 
For  that  acquir'd,  v/ithout  the  labour  try'd. 
Would  fink  it's  worth,  and  elevate  his  pride. 

Labour  to  man  was  as  his  poi  tlon  given ; 
How  juft,  and  how  benevolent,  is  Heavea ! 
The  foul  from  Itupid  indolence  to  raiie  ; 
To  trace  the  great  Creator's  myftic  ways  ! 
And  much*  O  jsortal '   to  thy  curious  mind, 
Has  time  reveal'd,  and  mu  :h  remains  behind  ; 
Leave  that  to  Heaven,  and  know  thy  learch  confin'd. 
Howe'er  important  thy  difcoveries  are, 
Another  age  demands  an  equ- 1  (hare; 
Number  and  weight,  and  meafure  to  explain  ; 
Can  thy  fmall  heart  this  ample  world  contain? 
Yet  there  has  God  infix'd  the  keen  defire; 
Excites,  and  not  forbids  thee  to  enquire: 
A  pleating  tafk  1  though  none  can  comprehend 
It's  firft  beginning,  or  it's  latefl  end. 
How  well  was  that  advice,  '  Thyfelf  to  know,' 
Afcrib'd  to  Heaven  by  fages  long  age  ! 
Thy  very  doubt  of  all  thefe  wond'rous  things, 
From  that  high  monitor  within  thee  fprings. 

Daughter  of  Heaven,  my  foul !  for  fuch  thou  art, 
(Not  of  material  elements  a  part) 
On  this  fair  fcene  thy  prefent  fenfe  employ, 
Butraife  thy  nobler  hope  to  future  joy. 
Though  Heaven  fliall  vanifh,  and  the  ftars  (hall  fall, 
And  rolling  flames  diffolve  this  earthly  ball ; 
The  juflin  happy  manfions  (hall  remain, 
While  worlds  fn,all  perifh,  and  revive  again. 


ODE 
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ODE    TO    MORNING. 

BY    MISS    PENNINGTON. 

HAIL,  rofeate  Morn  !  returning  light! 
To  thee  the  fable  Queen  of  Night 
Relu&ant  yields  her  fway  ; 
And,  as  (he  quits  the  dappled  ikies, 
On  glories  greater  glories  rife, 
To  greet  the  dawning  day. 

O'er  tufted  meads  gay  Flora  trips; 
Arabia's  fpices  fcenther  lips; 

Her  head  with  rofe-buds  crown'd : 
Mild  Zephyr  haftes  to  fnatch  a  kifs; 
And,  fluttering  with  the  tranfient  blifs, 

Wafts  fragrance  all  around. 

The  dew-drops,  daughters  of  the  Morn, 
With  fpangles  every  bufh  adorn, 

And  all  the  broider'd  vales ; 
Their  voice  to  thee  the  linnets  raife, 
The  lark,  foft-trilling  in  thy  praifc, 

Aurora,  rifmg,  hails  I 

While  Nature,  now  in  lively  veft 
Of  glofly  green,  has  gaily  drefs'd 

Each  tributary  plain ; 

While  blooming  flowers,  and  bloflbm'd  trees. 
Soft-waving  with  the  vernal  breeze, 

Exult  beneath  thy  reign; 

Shall  I,  with  drowfy  poppies  crown'd, 
By  Sleep  in  filken  fetters  bound, 
The  downy  god  obey  ? 

Ah, 
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Ah,  no ! — Through  yon  embowering  grove, 
Or  winding  valley,  let  me  rove, 
And  own  thy  chearful  fway  ! 

For  fhort-liv'd  are  thy  pleafing  powers : 
Pafs  but  a  few  uncertain  hours, 

And  we  no  more  fliall  trace 
Thy  dimpled  cheek  and  brow  ferene  ; 
Or  clouds  may  gloom  the  fmiling  fcenej 

And  frowns  deform  thy  face. 

So  in  life's  youthful  bloomy  prime, 
We  fport  away  the  fleeting  time, 

Regardlefs  of  our  fate  ; 
But,  by  fome  unexpected  blow, 
Our  giddy  follies  we  mall  know, 

And  mourn  them  when  too  late ! 


ON     AN     URN, 

»UG     UP    AT    NORTH    ELMHAM     IN     NORFOLK,     IN    AN     Ot* 
ROMAN     BURIAL     GROUND. 

BY    DR.    RIDLEY. 

TRIFLING  mortal,  tell  me  why 
Thou  haft  difturb'd  my  urn  ? 
Want'ft  thou  to  find  out  what  am  I? 
Vain  man,  attend  and  learn ! 

What  glittering  honours  or  high  truft 

Once  dignified  me  here, 
Were  characters  imprefs'd  on  duft, 

Which  quickly  difappear. 

Nor  will  the  fparkling  atoms  fhow 

A  Clodius  or  a  Guelph: 
Vain  fearch !  if  here  the  fource  thou'dft  know 

Of  nobles  or  thyfelf. 

The 
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The  mould  will  yield  no  evidence, 

By  which  thou  may'ft  divine, 
If  lords  or  beggars  ifTued  thence, 

And  fill'd  the  ancient  line. 


Learn  then  the  vanity  of  birth, 

Condition,  honours,  name; 
All  are  but  made  of  common  earth, 

The  fubftance  juft  the  fame. 

Bid  Avarice  and  Ambition  view 

Th'  extent  of  all  their  gains ; 
Themfelves  and  their  pofleflions  too 

A  gallon-pot  contains. 

Hade  !  lift  thy  thoughts  from  earthly  things 

To  more  fubftantial  blifs, 
And  leave  that  groveling  pride  to  kings, 

Which  ends  in  dirt  like  this. 

Let  Virtue  be  thy  radiant  guide, 

'Twill  dignify  thy  clay; 
And  raife  thy  afhes  glorified, 

When  funs  (hall  fade  away. 

To  know  what  letters  fpek  my  name, 

Is  ufelefs  quite  to  thee  : 
'  An  heap  of  duft  is  all  I  am, 

«  And  all  that  thou  (halt  be.' 

Go  now,  that  heap  of  duft  explore, 

Meafure  it's  grains,  or  weigh ; 
Can  ft  thou  the  titles  which  I  bore 

Diftinguiih  in  the  clay? 

THE 
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THE    SUN-FLOWER    AND    THE    IVY. 

BY    DR.    LANGHORNE. 

AS  duteous  to  the  place  of  prayer, 
Within  the  convent's  lonely  walls, 
The  holy  fitters  ftill  repair, 

What  time  the  rofy  morning  calls  : 

So  fair  each  morn,  fo  full  of  grace, 

Within  their  little  garden  rear'd, 
The  flower  of  Phoebus  turned  her  face 

To  meet  the  Power  me  lov'd  and  fear'd; 

And  where,  along  the  rifmg  flcy, 

Her  God  in  brighter  glory  burn'd, 
Still  there  her  fond  obfervant  eye, 

And  there  her  golden  breaft  me  turn'd. 

When  calling  from  their  weary  height 

On  wefteru  waves  his  beams  to  reft, 
Still  there  me  fought  the  parting  fight, 

And  there  me  turn'd  her  golden  breaft. 

But  foon  as  Night's  invidious  (hade 

Afar  his  lovely  looks  had  borne, 
With  folded  leaves  and  drooping  head, 

Full  fore  me  griev'd,  as  one  forlorn. 

Such  duty  in  a  flower  difplay'd 

The  holy  fifters  fmil'd  to  fee ; 
Forgave  the  pagan  rites  it  paid, 

And  lov'd  it's  fond  idolatry. 
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But  painful  ftill,  though  meant  for  kind, 

The  praife  that  falls  on  Envy's  ear ; 
O'er  the  dim  window's  arch  entwin'd, 

The  canker'd  ivy  chanc'd  to  hear. 

And  '  See,'  fhe  cried,  « that  fpecious  flower, ' 

*  Whofe  flattering  bofom  courts  the  fun ; 
'  The  pageant  of  a  gilded  hour, 

'  The  convent's  fimple  hearts  hath  won ! 

c  Obfequious  meannefs !  ever  prone 
'  To  watch  the  patron's  turning  eye ; 

*  No  will,  no  motion  of  it's  own  ! 

'  'Tis  this  they  love,  for  this  they  figh: 

'  Go,  fplendid  fycophant !  no  more 

*  Difplay  thy  foft  feduftive  arts ! 

«  The  flattering  clime  of  courts  explore, 
«  Nor  fpoil  the  convent's  fimple  hearts. 

«  To  me  their  praife  more  juftly  due, 

*  Of  longer  bloom,  and  happier  grace! 
«  Whom  changing  months  unalter'd  view, 

'  And  find  them  in  my  fond  embrace.' 

«  How  well,'  the  modeft  flower  replied, 
'  Can  Envy's  tutor'd  eye  elude 

*  The  obvious  bounds  that  ftill  divide 
«  Foul  Flattery  from 'fair  Gratitude. 

«  My  duteous  praife  each  honr  I  pay, 
'  For  few  the  hours  that  I  muft  live ; 

*  And  give  to  him  my  little  day, 

'  Whofe  grace  another  day  may  give. 

3  K  2  '  When 
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«  When  low  this  golden  form  fhall  fall, 

*  And  fpread  with  duft  it's  parent  plain  ; 
.«  That  duft  fhall  hear  his  genial  call, 

'  And  rife,  to  glory  rife  again. 

*  To  thee,  my  gracious  Power,  to  thee 

'  My  love,  my  heart,  my  life  are  due! 

*  Thy  goodnefs  gave  that  life  to  be, 

*  Thy  goodnefs  fhall  that  life  renew. 

'  Ah,  me!  one  moment  from  thy  fight 

*  That  thus  my  truant-eye  fhould  ftray ! 
'  The  God  of  glory  fets  in  night ; 

'  His  faithlefs  flower  has  loft  a  day!' 

Sore  figh'd  the  flower,  and  droop'd  her  head  ; 

And  fudden  tears  her  breaft  bedew'd  : 
Confenting  tears  the  fitters  Ihed, 

And,  wrapp'd  in  holy  wonder,  view'd. 

With  joy,  with  pious  pride  elate, 
'  Behold,'  the  aged  abbefs  cries, 

'  An  emblem  of  that  happier  fate 
'  Which  Heaven  to  all  but  us  denies. 

«  Our  hearts  no  fears  but  duteous  fears, 

*  No  charm  but  duty's  charm  can  move  ; 
«  We  ftied  no  tears  but  holy  tears 

'  Of  tender  penitence  and  love. 

«  See  there  the  flattering  world  pourtray'd 
«  In  that  dark  look,  that  creeping  pace ! 

c  No  flower  can  bear  the  Ivy's  fliade  ; 
'  No  tree  fupport  it's  cold  embrace. 
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'  The  oak  that  rears  it  from  the  ground, 

'  And  bears  it's  tendrils  to  the  flues, 
'  Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound, 

'  And  in  it's  poifonous  arms  he  dies.' 

Her  moral  thus  the  matron  read, 

Studious  to  teach  her  children  dear, 
And  they  by  love,  or  duty  led, 

With  pleafure  heard,  or  feem'd  to  hear. 

Yet  one  lefs  duteous,  not  lefs  fair, 

(In  convents  (till  the  tale  is  known) 
The  fable  heard  with  filent  care. 

But  found  a  moral  of  her  own. 

The  flower  that  fmil'd  along  the  day, 

And  droop'd  in  tears  at  evening's  fall; 
Too  well  ftie  found  her  life  difplay, 

Too  well  her  fatal  lot  recaL 

The  envious  Ivy's  gloomy  (hade, 

That  murder'd  what  it  moft  embrac'd; 
Too  well  that  cruel  fcene  convey'd, 

Which  all  her  fairer  hopes  effac'd. 

Her  heart  with  filent  horror  (hook, 

With  fighs  me  fought  her  lonely  cell ; 
To  the  dim  light  (he  caft  one  look, 

And  bade,  once  more,  the  world  fareweL 


ODE 
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ODE     TO     INDIFFERENCE. 

BY     THOMAS    PENNANT,     ESQ. 

FLY,  Indifference,  hated  maid, 
Seek  Spitfbergen's  horrid  fhade; 
Where  old  Winter  keeps  his  court, 
There,  fit  gueft,  do  thou  refort, 
And  thy  frofty  breaft  repofe 
Amidft  congenial  ice  and  fnovvs: 
There  refide,  infipid  maid, 
But  ne'er  infeft  my  Emma's  head, 

Or  elfe  feek  the  clpiiler's  pale, 

Where  reluflaut  virgins  veil, 

.In  the  corner  of  whole  heart 

Earth  with  heaven  ftill  keeps  a  part ; 

There  thy  fulleft  influence  mower, 

1'ree  poor  Grace  from  Paffion's  power; 

Give  fond  Eloifa  reft, 

But  man,  O  fimn  my  Emma's  breaft. 

Or  on  Lyce,  wanton  maid, 
Be  thy  chilling  finger  laid  ; 
Quench  the  frolick  beam  that  flies 
from  her  bfight,  fantailick  eyes; 
Teach  the  fweet  coquette  10  know 
Heart  of  ice  in  breaft  of  fnow  ; 
Give  peace  to  her,  give  peace  to  me, 
But  leave,  O  leave  my  Emma  free  .' 

But  if  thou,  in  grave  difguife, 
Seek'ft  to  make  that  nymph  thy  prize; 

If 
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If  that  nymph,  deceiv'd  by  thee. 
Liftens  to  thy  fophiftry ; 
If  (he  courts  thy  cold  embraces, 
And  tothee  refigns  her  graces; 
What,  alas!  is  left  forme, 
But  to  fly,  myfelf,  to  thee? 


THE    COPPER    FARTHING, 

BY     MISS     PENNINGTON. 

HAPPY  the  boy  who  dwells  remote  from  fchool, 
Whofe  pocket  or  whofe  jattling-box  contains 
A  copper  farthing !  he  nor  grieving  hears 
Hot  cheefe-cakes  cried,  nor  favoury  mutton-pies  ; 
But  with  his  play-mates,  in  the  dufk  of  eve, 
To  well-known  blacksmith's  fliop,  or  church-yard  hies; 
Where,  mindful  of  the  fport  that  joys  his  heart, 
Marbles  or  chuck,  he  inftantly  begins, 
With  undiflembled  pleaiure  in  his  face, 
To  draw  the  circle,  or  to  pitch  the  dump : 
While  I,  confin'd  within  the  hated  walls 
Of  fchool,  refounding  with  a  clamorous  din, 
By  ftill  more  hated  books  environ'd,  I, 
With  tedious  leflbns  and  long  talk  to  get, 
My  difmal  thoughts  employ ;  or  wield  my  pea 
To  mark  dire  characters  on  paper  white : 
Not  blunter  pen  or  ftronger  character 
Ufes  the  fage,  a  chiromancer  hight, 
Sprung  from  Egyptian  king,  and  fwirthy  race, 
Amenophis  or  Ptolemy,  when  he. 
In  fearch  of  ftolcn  calf,  or  money  loft, 
For  wondering  plowman  does  his  art  employ ; 
Or  for  the  wifli'd  return  of  f\veethcart  dear, 

Or 
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Or  apron  fine  purloin'd  from  hawthorn  hedge, 
For  country-maid  confults  directing  ftars, 
Gemini,  Taurus,  or  chill  Capricorn. 

Thus  while  my  lingering  hours  I  joylefs  fpend, 
With  magisterial  look,  and  folemn  ftep, 
Appears  my  fchoolmafter,  tremendous  wight! 
Dreaded  by  truant  boys;  how  can  I  'fcape 
Th'  expe&ed  punimmentfbr  talk  ungot? 
Aghafl  I  Hand,  nor  fly  to  covert  bench, 
Or  corner  dark,  to  hide  my  haplefs  head  ; 
So  great  my  terror,  that  it  quite  bereaves 
My  limbs  the  power  to  fly :  flow  he  afcends 
Th'  appointed  feat,  and  on  his  right-hand  lies 
The  bufhy  rod  compos'd  of  numerous  twigs, 
Torn  from  the  birchen  tree,  or  bending  willow, 
Which  to  the  flelh  of  idle  boys  portends, 
For  the  neglefted  tafk,  a  poignant  fmart ; 
And  with  him  comes  another  mighty  elf, 
Yclep'd  an  uflier;  ah  !  terrifick  name 
To  lefler  wights ;  who,  if  they  haplefs  place 
In  ftation  wrong,  pronoun  or  participle, 
Straight  by  the  magick  of  his  voice,  are  rais'd 
In  attitude  above  their  lov'd  compeers, 
Where  they,  relu&ant,  various  torments  bear, 
Till,  by  their  dolorous  plaints,  that  pierce  the  flues, 
They  draw  kind  Pity,  moifl-ey'd  goddefs !  down, 
To  heal,  with  balm  of  fympathy,  their  woe. 
Ye  urchins,  take,  ah!   take  peculiar  care, 
For  when  ye  wot  not,  much  he  marks  your  wajs, 
And  in  his  mind  revolves  difaftlrous  deeds 
Againil  th'  unwary  wretch.     So  ftory  tells, 
That  chanticleer,  on  dunghill's  top  elate, 
With  haughty  ftep,  and  watchful  eye  afkaunce, 
Each  tiny  prominence  he  views,  where  haply  he 
May  find  conceal'd  delicious  grub  or  worm, 
To  which  his  maw  infatiate  forebodes 

Certain 
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Certain  deftruftion,  while,  behind  or  bufh, 
Or  pale  encompaffing  the  farmer's  yard, 
•Skulks  Reynard,  fraught  with  many  a  crafty  wile 
T'  enfnare  the  feather'd  race,  who,  if  they  flray 
Beyond  the  precinfts  of  their  mother's  ken, 
He  llraight  purloins  them  from  her  careful  wing, 
With  his  fharp  teeth  torments  their  tender  frame, 
And  with  the  crimfon  gore  diftains  their  fides, 
Relentlefs  ;  nor  can  all  the  piercing  cries 
Of  duckling,  chick,  or  turkey,  yet  unfledg'd, 
His  heart  obdurate  move  ;  inftant  he  tears 
Each  trembling  limb,  devours  the  quivering  flcfh, 
Nor  leaves  a  remnant  of  the  bloody  feaft, 
Save  a  few  fluttering  feathers  fcatter'd  round 
(That,  with  their  varied  plumage,  whilom  deck'A 
The  flaughter'd  prey)  to  tell  the  haplefs  tale. 
Thus  joykfs  do  I  Ipend  thofe  hours  the  futi 
Illuminates;  and,  when  the  filver  moon 

Her  gentle  ray  difpenfes,  and  invites 

The  fwains  and  maids  to  mix  in  jovial  dance, 

Around  the  towering  may-poles  of  the  green, 

Where  each  gay  plowman  does  his  partner  chufe 

As  love  or  fate  directs  ;  or  o'er  the  lawn 

The  needle  thread,  or  tofs  the  bounding  ball; 

All  chearlefs  I,  nor  dance  nor  pleafingfport, 

Nor  focial  mirth,  nor  bowl  of  nappy  ale 

Partake  ;  but,  on  her  drooping  raven  wing, 

Sad  Melancholy  hovers  o'er  my  head, 

Pale  Envy  rankles  deep  within  my  breaft, 

And  baneful  venom  flieds.     Grim  Horror,  too, 

Attends  my  thoughts,  and  fills  my  gloomy  mind 

With  talcs  of  gliding  fprites,  in  milk-white  flirouJs 

Array'd,  and  rattling  chains,  and  yelling  gholts 

Jrafcible!  or  Fancy,  mimick  queen, 

To  fwift  Imagination's  eye  prefents 

A  group  of  tiny  elves,  in  circling  dance 


Or 
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Or  lufcious  feaft  employ'd  ;  fuch  eh-es  as  danc'd 
When  Oberon  did  fair  Titania  wed  ; 
While  I,  in  wifhes  impotent  and  vain, 
For  Liberty,  dear  objeft  cf  my  hopes, 
The  tedious  momrrr;  h :<id ;  or  if,  perchance, 
Morpheus  iavokM,  my  heavy  eye-lids  clofe, 
Dear  Liberty  J;:!I  haunts  my  fleeping  thoughts, 
And  in  a  (hort-liv'd  dream  ihofe  joys  I  tafte, 
Which  waking  are  denied  ;  and  beat  the  hoop 
With  dext'rous  hand,  or  run  with  feet  as  Avift 
As  feather'd  arrow  files  from  archers  bow ; 
Till,  fronj  r.  -.vak'd,  too  fooa  I  find 

It  was  illuiion  all,  .and  mockery  vain. 

Thus,  comfortlefs,  appall'd,  forlorn,  I  pafs 
The  tardjr  hours,  nor  of  thofe  viands  taite, 
Which  are  on  other  boys  full  oft  beflow'd 
In  plenteous  manner,  by  the  liberal  hand 
Of  friend  indulgent;  apple-pye,  or  tart, 
Or  trembling  cuftard  of  delicious  gout, 
Or  frothy  fyllabub  in  copious  bowl. 
Hard  fate  for  me !  yet  harder  ftill  betides 
Me,  haplefs  youth!  My  faithful  top,  that  oft 
Has  chear'd  my  drooping  fpirits,  and  reviv'd 
My  faddening  thoughts,  when  o'er  the  pavement  fmooth 
It  fpins  and  fleeps,  and  to  it's  mafter's  hand 
Does  ample  juftice;  now,  alas!  become 
To  all  the  rude  inclemencies  of  weather, 
To  time,  and  defliny's  relentlefs  doom, 
A  miferable  vi&im,  quite  decay'd 
With  many  fervices,  and  cleft  throughout 
All  ufelefs  lies:  ah  I  fight  of  faddeft  woe 
To  wretched  me,  of  every  hope  bereft, 
Of  every  gleam  of  comfort.     So  the  wretch, 
Who  near  or  ^Etna  or  Yefuvins  dwells, 
Beholds  the  fulphurous  flames,  the  molten  rocks, 
And  feels  the  ground  trembling  beneath  his  feet; 

Till, 
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Till,  with  a  horrid  yawn,  it  opens  wide 
Before  his  eyes,  all  glaring  with  affright; 
Swallows  his  cuhur'd  vines,  his  gardens,  hoafe, 
With,  all  his  foul  held  dear,  his  lovely  wife, 
And  prattling  babes,  the  hopes  of  years  to  come  ; 
All,  ail  are  loft,  in  ruin  terrible ! 


THE    FIELD    OF    BATTLE. 

BY    THE    REV.   MR.   THOMAS    PENROSZ 


FAINTLY  bray'd  the  batde's  roar, 
Diilant,  down  the  hollow  wind; 
Panting  terror  fled  before, 

V.  cunds  and  death  were  left  behind. 

The  War-fiend  cnrs'd  the  funken  day, 

That  check'd  his  fence  .j-urfui:  too  ibca; 
While,  fcarcely  lighting  to  the  prey, 

Low  hung,  and  IptJr'd,  the  bloody  moos. 

The  f.eld,  fo  late  the  hero's  pride, 

Was  now  with  various  carnage  fpread; 
And  a  crimfon  tide, 

That  drench'd  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

O'er  the  fad  fcene  of  drearieft  view, 
Abandon'd  all  to  horrors  wild, 

.nick  ftep  Maria  flewj 
Maria,  Sorrow's  early  child  ! 

By  duty  led — for  even*  vein 

Was  warm'd  by  Hymen's  poreft  flame; 

jgar,  o'er  I  :r.ai«i. 

She,  lovely,  faithful  wanderer,  came. 

3L  a  For 


45*  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

For  well  ihe  thought  a  friend  fo  dear 
In  darkeft  hours  might  joy  impart; 

Her  warrior,  faint  with  toil,  might  chear, 
Or  foothe  her  bleeding  warrior's  fmart. 

Tho'  look'd  for  long — in  chill  affright, 
(The  torrent  burfting  from  her  eye) 

She  heard  the  fignal  for  the  fight, 
While  her  foul  trembled  in  a  figh ! 

She  heard,  and  clafp'd  him  to  her  breaft, 
Yet  fcarce  could  urge  th'  inglorious  flay  ; 

His  manly  heart  the  charm  confefs'd, 

Then  broke  the  charm,  and  rufh'd  away. 

Too  foon,  in  few — but  deadly  words, 
Some  flying  ftraggler  breath'd  to  tell, 

That,  in  the  foremofl  flrife'of  fwords, 
The  young,  the  gallant  Edgar,  fell ! 

She  prefs'd  to  hear — me  caught  the  tale; 

At  every  found  her  blood  congeal'd: 
With  terror  bold,  with  terror  pale, 

She  fjprung  to  fearch  the  fatal  field. 

O'er  the  fad  fcene,  in  dire  amaze, 
She  went,  with  courage  not  her  own; 

On  many  a  corfe  me  caft  her  gaze, 
And  tum'd  her  ear  to  many  a  groan. 

Drear  anguifli  urged  her  to  prefs 

Full  many  a  hand,  as  wild  me  mourn'd: 

Of  comfort  glad,  the  drear  carefs 
The  damp,  chill,  dying  hand,  return'd ! 
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Her  ghaflly  hope  was  well-nigh  fled ; 

When  late  pale  Edgar's  form  me  found, 
Half-buried  with  the  hoftile  dead, 

And  bor'd  with  many  a  grifly  wound ! 

She  knew— {he  funk— The  night-bird  fcream'd, 

The  moon  withdrew  her  troubled  light. 
And  left  the  fair,  tho'  fall'n  (he  feem'd, 

To  worfe  than  death— and  deepefl  night. 


ELEGY, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    FREDERICK    PRINCE    OF    WALES. 


BY    DAVID    LORD   VISCOUNT    STORMONT. 

LITTLE  I  whilom  deem'd,  my  artlefs  zeal 
Should  woo  the  Britifh  Mufe  in  foreign  land 
To  {trains  of  bitter  argument,  and  teach 
The  mimic  nymph,  that  haunts  the  winding  verge 
And  oozy  current  of  Parifian  Seine, 
To  celebrate  new  founds  in  accent  flrange. 

But  fad  occafion  calls:  who  now  forbears 
The  laft  kind  office?  who  but  confecrates 
His  offering  at  the  fhrine  of  fair  renown 
To  gracious  Frederick  rais'd ;  though  but  compos'd 
Of  the  wade  flow'rets,  whofe  neglefted  hues 
Chequer  the  lonely  hedge  or  mountain  Hope? 

Where  are  thofe  hopes,  where  fled  th'  illufive  fcenes 
That  forgeful  fancy  plann'd,  what  time  the  bark 
Stemm'd  the  fait  wave  from  Albion's  chalky  bourn? 

Then  filial  Piety  and  parting  Love 
Pour'd  the  fond  prayer — '  Farewel,  ye  lefTening  cliffs, 
'  Fairer  to  me  than  aught  in  fabled  long, 

«  Or 
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'  Or  myftic  record  told  of  fhores  Atlantic! 

*  Favour'd  of  Heaven,  farewell  imperial  ifle, 
'  Native  to  nobleft  wits,  and  bell  approv'd 

*  In  manly  fcience,  and  adventurous  deed! 

'  Celeftial  Freedom,  by  rude  hand  eftrang'd 
'  From  regions  once  frequented,  with  thee  takes 
«  Her  ftedfaft  ftation,  fafc  befide  the  throne 

*  Of  fcepter'd  rule,  -and  there  her  Hate  maintains 
'  In  focial  concord  and  harmonious  love. 

'  Thefe  bleffings  flill  be  thine,  nor  meddling  fiend 
'  Stir  in  your  bufy  ftreets  foul  Faction's  roar  ! 

*  Still  thrive  your  growing  works,  iind^ales  propitious 

*  Vifit  your  fons  who  ride  the  watery  waite  ! 

*  And  Hill  be  heard  from  forth  your  cladfome  bowers 
'  Shrill  tabor-pipes,  and  every  peaceful  found  ! 

'  Nor  vain  the  wifh,  while  George  the  golden  fcale 
«  With  fteady  prudence  holds,  and  temperate  fway. 
'  And  when  his  courfe  of  earthly  honour's  run, 
«  With  lenient  hand  fhrvli  Frederick  fcothe  your  care, 
'  Rich  in  each  princely  quality,  mature 
'  In  years,  and  happieftin  nuptial  choice. 
'  Thence,  too,  arife  new  hopes;  a  playful  troop 
'  Circles  his  hearth,  fweet  pledges  of  that  bed, 
'  Which  faith,  and  jov,  and  thoufond  virtues  goarJ. 

*  His  be  the  care  t'  inform  their  duclile  minds 

'  With  worthieft  thoughts,  and  point  the  ways  of  honour. 

*  How  often  {hall  he  hear  with  frefn  delight 

'  Their  carneft  tales,  cr  watch  their  rifing  paiTions 

'  Wjth  timorous  attention  ;  then  fftall  tell 

'  Ofjuftice,  fortitude,  and  public  weal ; 

'  And  oft  ;he  while  each  rigid  precept  fmooth 

'  With  winning  tokens  of  parental  love?' 

Thus  my  o'enveenlng  heart  the  fecret  ftores 
Of  Britain's  hope  explor'd,  while  my  ftrain'd  light 
Purfu  d  her  fading  hilb,  til!  wrapt  in  miit 
They  gently  funk  behind  the  fweiling  tide. 

Nor 
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Nor  flcpt  tliofe  thoughts,  whene'er,  in  other  clinics, 

I  mark'd  the  cruel  \\aile  of  foul  oppreffion, 

Saw  nobleft  fpirifs,  ami  goodlieft  faculties, 

To  vaflalageand  loathforr.e  fervice  bound. 

Then  cotifcious  preference  rofc;  then  northward  turrt'd 

My  eye,  to  gratulate  my  natfll  foil. 

How  have  I  chid  with  fr  ;iefs 

Each  veering  blaft,  that  from  my  h.ind  v/itheld 

The  well-known  characters  of  feme  lov'd  friend, 

Though  diitant,  not  unmindful!   Still  I  learn'd. 

Delighted,  what  c;idi  patriot  plan  devis'd, 

Of  arts,  or  glory,  or  diffu five  commerce. 

Nor  wanted  it's  endearment  every  tale 

Of  lighted  import.     But,  oh!  heavy  change, 

What  notices  come  now!  Diftrafted  fcenes 

Of  helplefs  forrmv,  folemn,  fad  accounts; 

How  fair  Augufte  watch'd  the  weary  night, 

Tending  the  bed-of  anguifh  ;  how  great  George 

Wept  with  his  infant  progeny  around; 

How  heav'd  the  orphan's  and  the  widow's  flgh, 

That  follow'd  Frederick  to  his  filent  tomb. 

For  well  was  Frrdcrick  lov'd  ;  and  well  defcrv'd: 
His  voice  was  ever  fweet,  and  on  his  f:cps 
Attended  ever  the  alluring  grace 
Of  gentle  lowlinefs  and  focial  7eal. 
Him  mall  remember  oft  the  labour'd  hind, 
Relating  to  his  mater,  each  cafual  aft 
Of  courteous  bounty.     Him  th'  art:ficer, 
Plying  the  varied  woof  in  fullcn  fadnefs, 
Though  wont  to  carol  many  a  ilitty  fwcct. 
Soon,  too,  the  mariner,  who  many  moona 
Has  counted,  beating  ftill  the  foamy  furge, 
And  tr-ads  at  lalt  the  wifh'd-for  beach,  /hall  (land 
Appall'd  at  the  fad  tale,  and  foon  fliall  (leal 
Down  his  rough  cheek  th'  involuntary  tear. 
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Be  this  oar  folace  yet ;  all  is  not  dead ! 
The  bright  memorial  lives:   from  his  example 
Shall  Hymen  trim  his  torch,  domeftic  praife 
Be  countenanc'd,  and  ihew. 

In  age  fucceeding,  when  another  George, 
To  ratify  Come  weighty  ordinance 
Of  Britain's  peers  conven'd,  fhall  pafs  befide 
Thofe  hallow'd  fpires,  whofe  gloomy  vaults  inclofe, 
Shrouded  in  fleep,  pale  rows  of  fcepter'd  kings, 
Oft  to  his  fenfe  the  fweet  paternal  voice 
And  long-remember'd  features  (hall  return ; 
Then  (hall  his  generous  breait  be  new  infiam'd 
To  ads  of  higheft  worth,  and  honeft  fame. 

Thefe  plaintive  ftrains,  from  Albion  far  away, 
I  lonely  meditate  at  even-tide; 
Nor  fkill'd,  nor  itudious  of  the  raptur'd  lay; 
But  ftill  remembering  oft  the  magic  founds, 
Well  meafur'd  to  the  chime  of  Dorian  lute, 
Or  paftoral  ftop,  which  erft  I  lov'd  to  hear 
On  Ifis'  broider'd  mead,  where  dips  by  fits 
The  ftooping  ofier  in  her  hafty  ftream. 

Hail,  Wolfey's  fpacious  dome!  hail,  ever  fam'd 
For  faithful  nurture,  and  truth's  facred  lore. 
Much  honour'd  parent!  You  my  duteous  zeal 
Accept,  if  haply  in  thy  laureat  wreath 
You  deign  to  interweave  this  humble  fong. 

VERSES, 

C»    A    DAY    OF    PRAYER    FOR    SUCCESS    IX    WAR. 
BY    MRS.    ANNE    STEEL. 

LORD,  how  fhal!  wretched  finners  dare 
Look  up  to  thy  divine  abode  ? 
Or  offer  their  imperfect  prayer 
Before  a  juft,  a  holy  God? 

Bright 
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Bright  terrors  guard  thy  awful  feat, 
And  dazzling  glories  veil  thy  face ! 

Vet  mercy  calls  us  to  thy  feet ; 

Thy  throne  is  (till  a  throne  of  grace. 

O  may  our  fouls  thy  grace  adore, 
May  Jefus  plead  our  humble  claim ; 

While  thy  protection  we  implore, 
In  his  prevailing,  glorious  name  I 

With  all  the  boafted  pomp  of  war 

In  vain  we  dare  the  hoftile  field: 
In  vain,  unlefs  the  Lord  be  there  ; 

Thy  arm  alone  is  Britain's  ihield. 

Let  paft  experience  of  thy  care 

Support  our  hope,  our  truft  invite! 

Again  attend  our  humble  prayer, 
Again  be  mercy  thy  delight ! 

Our  arms  fucceed,  our  councils  guide, 
Let  thy  right-hand  our  caufe  maintain  j 

Till  war's  deftruftive  rage  fubfide, 
And  peace  refume  her  gentle  reign. 

O  when  (hall  time  the  period  bring 
When  raging  war  fhall  wafte  no  more; 

When  peace  mall  ftretch  her  balmy  wing 
From  Europe's  coafl  to  India's  fhore? 

When  mail  the  gofpel's  healing  ray 

(Kind  fource  of  amity  divine  !) 
Spread  o'er  the  world  celeftial  day? 

When  {hall  the  nation?,  Lord,  be  thine? 


•.  M  TWO 
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TWO      PASTORALS. 

BY      MRS.      BROOKE. 
PASTORAL      I. 

DELIA       AND      AMINTA. 

IN  that  foft  month  when  Spring's  rermng  power 
Reflores  to  bloomy  life  each  odorous  flower, 
Gives  theenamell'd  meads  their  various  hue, 
And  calls  the  lively  verdure  forth  to  view; 
Two  beauteous  nymphs,  the  faireft  of  the  grove, 
While  morning  rofe,  alternate  fung  of  love. 

AMIKTA. 

See,  gentle  Delia,  fee  the  rifing  dawn 
Gild  the  green  valley,  and  the  dewy  lawn ! 
The  lark  afcends,  the  waters  murmuring  flow, 
And  breathing  winds  o'er  vernal  rofes  blow; 
Our  lambs,  exulting,  wanton  o'er  the  plain, 
And  Nature's  charms  invite  the  tuneful  ftrain; 
Say,  then,  what  fwain,  amid  the  rural  throng, 
Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  matchlcfs  fong? 
DELIA. 

O  may  bleft  Concord,  to  our  land  reilcr'd, 
For  peaceful  crooks  expel  the  hoftile  fword  ! 
Return,  foft-fmiling  peace,  fmce  war's  alarm* 
Have  ravifn'd  Daphnis  from  his  Delia's  arms. 

AMINTA. 

No  rude  alarms  difturb  Aminta's  cafe, 
Alike  to  her  are  war  and  foiling  peace; 
In  fmiling  peace  (lie  fpends  the  blifsful  hours 
With  dear  Alexis  in  iequeiter'd  bowers. 
DELIA. 

In  vain,  when  Zephyr  wakes  the  genial  fpring, 
The  feather'd  train  their  notes  melodious  fing ; 
Their  notes  melodious  no  delight  infpire, 
Since  Daphnis'  voice  is  wanting  in  the  choir. 

AMINTA, 
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AMINTA. 

To  me  or  fpring  or  autumn  grateful  prove ; 
The  feafons  change,  but  not  Alexis'  love : 
Alexis'  conftant  love,  in  melting  flrains, 
Repeating  Echo  murmurs  to  the  plains: 
His  breathing  fighs,  convey'd  by  fanning  gales, 
Improve  the  fragrance  of  the  flowery  vales. 

DELIA. 

Tell  me,  ye  fnrilhig  meads !  ye  velvet  plains! 
Why,  Daphnis  gone,  your  verdure  ftill  remains? 
With  heedlefs  glance  I  pafs  your  beauties  o'er; 
Still,  ftill  you  fmile,  bat  ah!  you  pleafc  no  more. 

AMI  XT  A. 

Sweet  is  the  month  when  bounteous  Nature  fpreads 
Her  vernal  mantle  o'er  the  daify'd  meads; 
Sweet  are  the  pearly  dew-drops  o'er  the  field, 
And  fvveet  the  fcent  the  rifmg  violets  yield; 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  Zeph'rus  in  the  breeze : 
Sure  of  Alexis  all  have  learn'd  to  pleafe ! 
More  fweet  the  words  his  opening  lips  difclofe 
Than  balm  ambrofial  breathing  from  the  rofe. 
DELIA. 

At  diftance  fee  the  grove  in  order  rife, 
Where  yon  tall  pine-tree  feems  to  touch  the  ikies! 
As  that  fair  tree  amid  the  humbler  grove, 
So  in  the  battle  mines  the  youth  1  love ; 
His  graceful  form,  and  martial  port,  by  far 
Excel  the  nobleft  of  the  fons  of  war. 

A  MINT  A. 

With  each  perfection  blefs'd,  my  charmer  view, 
Fair  as  the  light,  and  frefh  as  morning  dew ; 
Soft  as  the  feafon,  as  the  fcafon  gay, 
And  tuneful  as  the  lark  on  yonder  fpray. 

DI:I,XA-.  ^ 

The  mingled  flow'rets  of  the  fmiling  year 
Compos'd  a  garland  when  my  fwain  vvui  here; 

'3  M  2  "    He 
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He  plac'd  the  wreath  around  my  Rowing  hair, 
And  vow'd  my  blufkes  made  the  rofe  lefs  fair. 

AMINTA. 

For  dear  Alexis  opening  rofes  bioom, 
For  him  the  balmy  lilies  fhed  perfume. 

But  hark! -Methinks  along  the  neighbouring  grove 

I  hear  the  well-known  found  of  him  I  love ! 

Ye  Gods!  'tis  he  !  the  woods  refound  his  lays: 

And  fee  !  in  yonder  verdant  bower  he  flays! 

Come,  beauteous  nymph!  and  own,  my  lovely  fwain 

Excels  the  faireft  fhepherds  on  the  plain: 

Come,  beauteous  nymph  !  and  hear  the  melting  lay 

That  Hole  my  young  unpradtis'd  foul  away. 

' 
PASTORAL      II. 

PALEMON. 

S  late,  to  fhun  the  noon-day's  fcorching  heat, 
I  fought  in  yonder  grove  a  cool  retreat ; 
Beneath  an  elm,  around  whofe  branches  twine 
The  fragrant  woodbine,  and  the  purling  vine, 
Fair  Doris  fat;  and  in  a 'dying  ftrain 
The  lovely  maid  acctis'd  her  faithlefs  fwain. 

'  Ye  wavy  trees!  ye  gently  murmuring  Springs! 

*  Attend!  to  you  the  wretched  Doris  lings: 

f  Oft  have  ye  heard,  but  now  mall  hear  no  more, 
«  The  melting  vows  my  perjur'd  Damon  fwore : 

*  Here,  while  he  fung,  the  winds  forgot  to  blow, 
'  The  leaves  to  tremblcj  and  the  ftreams  to  flow; 
'  All  nature  fix'd  in  filent  wonder  Hood, 

'  And  not  a  breathing  breeze  difturb'd  the  wood. 
'  This  elm  is  witnefs  of  my  conftant  flame, 

*  Whofe  yielding  rind  is  pierc'd  with  Damon's  name, 
'  Beneath  the  flicker  of  it's  fpreading  boughs 

*  My  lovely  fhepherd  breath'd  his  artful  vows; 

«  Here,  while  hrs  trembling  lips  his  flame  confefs'd, 
«  The  foft  infe&ion  feiz'd  my  pitying  breaft. 


A 
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c  How  fweet  with  him  to  trace,  at  early  dawn, 

*  The  flowery  mead,  or  dew-befpangled  lawn, 

*  With  him  at  noon  to  bait  the  fhining  hook 

'  Where  the  tall  poplar  trembled  o'er  the  brook ! 

1  Then  fmil'd  the  grove,  and  fmil'd  the  verdant  plain, 

*  But  Damon  falfe,  their  beauties  rile  in  vain. 

'  Ah!   cruel  ttiepherd !  tho'  my  tongue  deny'd, 
'  My  downcaft  eyes  were  (till  on  Damon's  fide. 

'  Return,  fair  charmer,  to  thy  native  plains; 
'  Return,  and  blefs  me  with  thy  tender  Itrains: 
'  For  thee  the  meads  fliall  brighter  liveries  wear, 
4  And  iiudious  Nature  deck  the  fmiling  year; 
'  For  thee  the  flowers  a  fairer  bloom  difclofe, 
'  And  odours  breathe  more  fragrant  from  the  rofe. 

'  Tho'  wealthy  Daphne  larger  flocks  may  feed, 
«  And  her's  the  herds  that  .graze  yon  flow'ry  mead, 
«  Yet  I  can  boaft  unrivall'd  rural  drains, 

*  And  charms  that  fire  to  love  the  fighing  fwains: 

*  Can  fordid  gain  my  Dymon's  boibm  move? 
'  And  what  is  wealth,  alas !  to  faithful  love? 

'  Ah  !  cruel  youth!  no  more  my  tongue  denies, 
«  And  tears  are  all  the  language  of  my  eyes.' 
While  fadly  thus  her  plaintive  numbers  flow'd/ 
And  love  unfeign'd  each  tuneful  p;race  beftow'd, 
Opprefs'd  with  grief  ihe  funk  upon  the  plain. 
Like  a  fair  lily  overcharg'd  with  rain ; 
I  rais'd  the  maid,  and  bore  her  from  the  grove, 
Andctirs'd  the  mepherd  who  was  dead  to  love. 
• 

HYMN     TO      ADVERSITY. 

BY     MR.     GRAY. 

DAUGHTER  of  Jove,  relentlefs  pow'r. 
Thou  tamer  of  the  human  breaft, 
Whofe  iron  fcourge,  and  torturing  hour. 

The  bad  affright,  amid  the  beftl 

Bound 


46*  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain, 
The  proud  are  taught  to  tafte  of  pain  j 
And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 
With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alone. 

When  firil  thy  fire,  to  fend  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  defign'd, 
To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth, 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
Stern,  rugged  nurfe!  thy  rigid  lore 
With  patience  many  a  year  (he  bore : 
What  forrow  was,  thou  bad 'ft  her  know, 
And  from  her  own  fhe  learn'd  to  melt  at  others'  woe. 

Scar'd  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 

Self-pleafmg  Folly's  idle  brood, 
Wild  Laughter,  Noife,  and  thoughtlefi  Joy, 

And  leave  us  leifure  to  be  good. 
Light  they  difperfe,  and  with  them  go 
The  fummer  friend,  the  flatt'ring  foe; 
By  vain  Profperity  receiv'd, 
To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believ'd. 

Wifdom,  in  fable  garb  array'd, 

Immers'd  in  rapturous  thought  profound, 
And  Melancholy,  filent  maid, 

With  leaden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground, 
Still  on  thy  folemn  fteps  attend: 
Warm  Charity,  the  general  friend. 
With  Juftice  to  herfelf  fevere, 
And  Pky,  dropping  foft  the  fadly-pleafing  tear. 

Oh !  gently  on  thy  fuppliant's  head, 

Dread  goddefs,  lay  thy  chaftening  hand! 
Not  in  thy  Gorgon  terrors  clad, 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  band, 
(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  feen) 
With  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien, 

With 
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With  fcreaming  Horror's  funeral  cry, 
Defpair,  and  fell  Difeafe,  and  ghaftly  Poverty. 

Thy  form  benign,  O  goddefs!  wear. 

Thy  milder  influence  impart, 
Thy  philofophick  train  be  there, 

To  foften,  not  to  wound  my  heart; 
The  generous  fpark  extinct  revive, 
Teach  me  to  love  and  to  forgive, 
Exa&  my  own  defects  to  fcan, 
\Vhat  others  are  to  feel,  and  know  myfelf  a  man. 

THE  FEMINEAD;  OR,  FEMALE  GENIUS. 

WRITTEN    IN    MDCCLI. 
BY     JOHN     DUNCOMBE,     M.  A. 

SHALL  lordly  man,  the  theme  of  every  lay, 
Ufurp  the  Mufe's  tributary  bay? 
In  kingly  ftate  on  Pindus'  fummit  fit, 
Tyrant  of  verfe,  and  arbiter  of  wit? 
By  Salick  law  the  female  right  deny, 
And  view  their  genius  with  regardlefs  eye? 
Juftice  forbid  !  and  every  Mufe  infpire 
To  fing  the  glories  of  a  fifter-choir! 
Rife,  rife,  bold  fwain !  and  to  the  liftening  grove 
Refound  the  praifes  of  the  fex  you  love  ; 
Tell  how,  adorn'd  with  every  charm,  they  fhinc, 
In  mind  and  perfon  equally  divine, 
Till  man,  no  more  to  female  merit  blind. 
Admire  the  perfon,  but  adore  the  mind. 

To  thefe  weak  (trains,  O  thou !   the  fcx's  friend 
And  conftant  patron,  Richardfon*!  attend: 
Thou,  who  fo  oft,  with  pleas'd  but  anxious  care, 
Ha&watch'd  the  dawning  genius  of  the  fair, 

•  The  author  of  thofc  three  celebrated  works,  Pajoe'.a,  Clariflij  and  Sir 
Charlci  Grandson. 

With 
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With  wonted  fmiles  wilt  hear  thy  friend  difplay 
The  various  graces  of  the  female  lay; 
Studious  from  Folly's  yoke  their  minds  to  free, 
And  aid  the  generous  caufe  efpous'd  by  thee. 

Long  o'er  the  world  did  Prejudice  maintain, 
By  founds  like  thefe,  her  undifputed  reign  : 
'  Woman  !'  me  cried,  *  to  thee,  indulgent  Heaven 
'  Has  all  the  charms  of  outward  beauty  given  ; 
'  Be  thine  the  boaft,  unrivall'd,  toenflave 
'  The  great,  the  wife,  the  witty,  and  the  brave; 
«  Deck'd  with  the  Paphian  rofe's  damafk  glow, 

•  And  the  vale-lily's  vegetable  fnow, 

'  Be  thine  to  move  majeiUck  in  the  dance, 
'  To  roll  the  eye,  and  aim  the  tender  glance, 

*  Or  touch  the  firings,  and  breathe  the  melting  fong; 
'  Content  to  emulate  that  airy  throng, 

'  Who  to  the  fun  their  painted  plumes  difplay, 

*  And  gaily  glitter  on  the  hawthorn  fpray, 
'  Or  wildly  warble  in  the  beechen  grove, 

•  Carelefs  of  aught,  but  mufick,  joy,  and  love.' 
Heavens!  could  fuch  artful,  flavift  founds,  beguile 

Thejfree-born  fons  of  Britain's  polifh'd  ifle! 
Could  they,  like  fam'd  UlyfTes'  daitard  crew, 
Attentive  liflen,  and  enamour'd  view, 
Nor  drive  the  fyren  to  that  dreary  plain, 
In  loathfome  pomp,  where  eaftern  tyrants  reign  j 
Where  each  fair  neck  the  yoke  of  flavery  galls, 
Clos'd  in  a  proud  feraglio's  gloomy  walls, 
And  taught,  that  levelTd  with  the  brutal  kind, 
Nor  fenfe  nor  fouls  to  women  are  afugn'd  ! 

Our  Britifh  nymphs  with  happier  omens  rove, 
At  Freedom's  call,  thro'  Wifdom's  facred  grove ; 
And,  as  with  laviih  hand  each  fifter-grace 
Shapes  the  fair  form,  and  regulates  the  face, 
Each  fifter-mufe,  in  blifsful  union  join'd, 
Adorns,  improves,  and  beauufies  the  mind. 

E'en 
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E7en  now  fond  Fancy,  in  our  polim'd  land, 
Aflembled  fhews  a  blooming,  iludious  band  : 
With  various  arts  our  reverence  they  engage, 
Some  turn  the  tuneful,  fome  the  moral  page; 
Thefe,  led  by  Contemplation,  foar  on  high, 
And  range  the  heavens  with  philofophickeye; 
While  thofe,  furrounded  by  a  vocal  choir, 
The  canvas  tinge,  or  touch  the  warbling  lyre. 
Here,  like  the  liars  mix'd  radiance,  they  unite 
To  dazzle  and  perplex  our  wandering  fight : 
The  Mufe  each  charmer  fmgly  mall  furvey, 
And  tune  to  each  her  tributary  lay. 
So  when,  ia  blended  tints,  with  fweet  furprize 
AfTembled  beauties  ftrike  our  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Such  as  in  Lely's  melting  colours  (hine, 
Or  fpring,  great  Kneller !  from  a  hand  like  thine, 
On  all  with  pleafing  awe  at  once  we  gaze, 
And,  loft  in  wonder,  know  not  which  to  praife  ; 
But,  fmgly  view'd,  each  nymph  delights  us  more, 
Difclofing  graces  unperceiv'd  before. 

Firft  let  the  Mufe  with  gen'rous  ardour  try 
To  chafe  the  mift  from  dark  Opinion's  eye; 
Nor  mean  we  here  to  blame  that  father's  care, 
Who  guards  from  learned  wives  his  booby  heir, 
Since  oft  that  heir  with  prudence  has  been  known 
To  dread  a  genius  that  tranfcends  his  own: 
The  wife  themfelves  fhould  with  difcretion  chufe, 
Since  letter'd  nymphs  their  knowledge  may  abufe, 
And  hufbands  oft  experience  to  their  coft 
The  prudent  houfewife  in  the  fcholar  loft. 
But  thofe  incur  deferv'd  contempt,  who  prize 
Their  own  high  talents,  and  their  ft-xdefpifc; 
With  haughty  mien  each  focial  blifs  defeat, 
And  fully  all  their  learning  with  conceit: 
Of  fuch  the  parent  juftly  warns  his  fon, 
And  fuch  ihe  Mufe  herfelf  will  bid  him  fhun. 

3  N  But 
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But  lives  there  one,  whofe  unafluming  mind, 
Tho'  grac'd  by  nature,  and  by  art  refin'd, 
Pleas'd  with  domeftick  excellence,  can  fpare 
Some  hours  from  ftudious  eafe  to  focial  care, 
And  with  her  pen  that  Time  alone  employs, 
Which  others  wafte  in  viiits,  cards,  and  noife; 
Prom  affe&atkm  free,  tho'  deeply  read, 
'  With  wit  well  natur'd,  and  with  books  well  bred?* 
With  fuch  (and  fuch  there  are)  each  happy  day 
Muft  fly  improving  and  improv'd  away; 
Jnconftancy  might  fix  and  fettle  there, 
And  Wifdom's  voice  approve  the  chofen  fair. 

Nor  need  we  now  from  our  own  Britain  rove, 
In  fearch  of  genius,  to  the  Lefbian  grove, 
Tho'  Sappho  there  her  tuneful  lyre  has  ftrung, 
And  amorous  griefs  in  fweeteft  accents  fung, 
Since  here,  in  Charles's  days,  amidft  a  train 
Of  ihamelefs  bards,  licentious  and  profane, 
The  chafte  Orinda*  rofe ;  with  purer  light, 
Like  modeft  Cynthia,  beaming  thro'  the  night: 
Fair  Friendfliip's  luftre,  undifguis'd  by  art, 
Glows  in  her  lines,  and  animates  her  heart ; 
Friendfliip,  that  jewel,  which,  tho'  all  confefs 
It's  peerlefs  value,  yet  how  few  poflefs ! 
For  her  the  never-dying  myrtle  weaves 
A  verdant  chaplet  of  her  odorous  leaves; 
If  Cowley's  or  Rofcommon's  fong  can  give 
Immortal  fame,  her  praife  {hall  ever  live. 

Who  can,  unmov'd,  hear  Winchelfeaf  reveal 
Thy  horrors,   Spleen  !  which  all,  who  paint,  muft  feel? 
My  praifes  would  but  wrong  her  fterling  wit, 
Since  Pope  himfelf  applauds  what  fhe  has  writ. 

*  Mrs.  Catherine  Philips  :  flie  was  diftinguifliedby  moft  of  the  wits  of  king 
Charles's  reign,  and  died  young.  Her  pieces  on  Friendfliip  are  particularly 
admired. 

•f-  Anne,  Coumefs  of  Winchelfea,  a  lady  of  great  wit  and  genius,  wrote 
(among  others)  a  poem,  much  admired,  on  the  Spleen,  and  is  praifed  by  Mr. 
Pope,  &c.  under  the  poetical  name  of  Ardelia. 

But 
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But  fay,  what  matron  now  walks  mufing  forth 
From  the  bleak  mountains  of  her  native  north? 
While  round  her  brows  two  fillers  of  the  Nine 
Poetick  wreaths  with  philofophick  twine  ! 
Hail,  Cockburne*,  hail !  e'en  now  from  Reafon's  bowen 
Thy  Locke  delighted  culls  the  choiceft  flowers, 
To  deck  His  great,  fuccefsful  champion's  head, 
And  Clarke  expefts  thee  in  the  laurel  (hade. 
Tho'  long  to  dark,  oblivious  want  a  prey, 
Thy  aged  worth  pafs'd  unperceiv'd  away; 
Yet  Scotland  now  fliall  ever  boaft  thy  fame, 
While  England  mourns  thy  undiftinguifh'd  name, 
And  views  with  wonder,  in  a  female  mind, 
Philofopher,  divine,  and  poet  join'd  ! 

The  modefy  mufe  a  veil  with  pity  throws 
O'er  vice's  friends,  and  virtue's  female  foes  ; 
Abafh'd  (he  views  the  bold  unblufliing  mien 
Of  modern  Manley,   Centlivre,  and  Behnf  ; 
And  grieves  to  fee  one  nobly  born  difgrace 
Her  modeft  fex,  and  her  illuftrious  race. 
Tho'  harmony  thro'  all  their  numbers  flow'd, 
And  genuine  wit  it's  every  grace  beftow'd, 
Nor  genuine  wit,  nor  harmony,  excufe 
The  dangerous  fallies  of  a  wanton  mufe: 
Nor  can  fuch  tuneful,  but  immoral,  lays 
Expeft  the  tribute  of  impartial  praife  : 
As  foon  might  Philips,  Pilkington,  and  Vane  J, 
Deferv'd  applaufe  for  fpotlefs  virtue  gain. 

But  hark!  what  nymph§,  in  Frome's  embroider'd  vale, 
With  drains  feraphick  fwells  the  vernal  gale  I 

*  Mrs.  Catharine  Cockburne  was  the  wife  of  a  clergyman,  lived  obfcurcly, 
and  died  a  few  years  ago  in  an  advanced  age  in  Northumberland ;  her  works  on 
dramatic,  philofophical,  and  facrcd  fubjedh,  have  been  lately  collected  by  the 
karned  Dr.  Birch,  and  are  generally  admired. 

f  The  firft  of  thefc  wrote  the  fcandalous  memoirs  called  Atalantis,  and  the 
other  two  are  notorious  for  the  indecency  of  their  plays. 

1  Thefc  three  ladies  have  endeavoured  to  immortalize  their  fliame  by 
writing  their  own  memoirs. 

^  The  char^?rofM-s.Rowe,  and  her  writing";,  is  too  W«ll  known  to  be  dwelt 
3  N  *  on 
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With  what  fweet  founds  the  bordering  foreft  rings  ? 
For  fportive  Echo  catches,  as  fhe  fmgs, 
Each  falling  accent,  ftudious  to  prolong 
•  The  warbled  notes  of  Rowe's  extatick  fong. 
Old  Avon  pleas'd,  his  reedy  forehead  rears, 
And  polifh'd  Orrery  delighted  hears. 
See  with  what  traniport  (he  refigns  her  breath, 
Snatch'd  by  a  fudden,  but  a  vtifh'd-for  death  ! 
Releas'd  from  earth,  with  fmiles  fhe  fores  on  high 
Amidft  her  kindred  fpirits  of  the  fky, 
Where  faith  and  love  thofc  cndlefs  joys  bellow, 
That  warntM  her  lays,  and  filPd  her  hopes  below. 

Nor  can  her  noble  friend*  efcape  unfeen, 
Or  from  the  mufe  her  modeft  virtue  fcreen  : 
Here,  fweetly  blended,  to  our  wondering  eyes, 
The  peerefs,  poetefs,  and  Chriftian  rife; 
And  tho'  the  Nine  her  tuneful  ftrains  infpire, 
We  lefs  her  genius  than  her  heart  admire ; 
Pleas'd,  'midft  the  great,  one  truly  good  to  fee, 
And  proud  to  tell  that  Somerfet  is  fhe. 

By  generous  views  one  peerefsf  more  demands 
A  grateful  tribute  from  all  female  hands ; 
One,  who  to  fhield  them  from  the  worft  of  foes, 
In  their  juft  caufe  cTar'd  Pope  himfelf  oppofe-. 
Their  own  dark  forms  deceit  and  envy  wear, 
By  Irwin  touch'd  with  truth's  celeftial  fpearj. 
By  her  difarrttM,  ye  witlings !  now  give  o'er 
Your  empty  fneers,  and  fhock  the  fex  no  more. 

Thus  bold  Camilla,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Attack'd  her  country,  flew  to  it's  reKef ; 

on  here.    It  may  be  fufficient  to  fay,  that  without  any  previous  JllHcfs  flitfrnet 
st  laft  whh  that  fudden  death  which  fhe  had  always  wiflied. 

*  Frances,  Countels  of  Hertford,  and  afterwards  Dutchefs  Dowager  of  Somcr- 
fe',  Mrs.  Rowe's  illufirlous friend,  lamented  her  death-  in  foins  verfes  prefixed  to 
Tier  poems,  and  was  author  of  the  !et;ers  in  her  colledlion  figned  Clcora. 

-}-  Anne,  Vifcountefs  Irwin,  and  aunt  to  the  prefent  Earl  of  Carlifle  :  tin's 
lady,  in  a  poetical  epifth  to  Mr.  Pope,  has  refcued  her  fex's  caufe  from  the 
afperfions  caft  on  them  by  that  fatyriit  in  iiis  iLu-.v  on  the  Chara&ors  of  Womfji. 

|  See  Milton,  book  iv.  ver.  811. 

Beneatb 
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Beneath  her  lance  the  braved  warriors  bled, 

And  fear  difmay'd  the  hod  which  great  i£neas  led. 

But,  ah!  why  heaves  my  breaft  this  pcnfive  figh? 
Why  ftarts  this  tear  unbidden  from  my  eye? 
What  breaft  from  fighs,  what  eye  from  tears  refrains, 
When,  fweetly-mournful,  haplefs  Wright  complains*  ? 
And  who  but  grieves  to  fee  her  generous  mind, 
For  nobler  views  and  worthier  gueds  defign'd, 
Admit  the  hateful  form  of  black  defpair, 
Wan  with  the  gloom  of  fuperftitious  care; 
In  pity-moving  lays,  with  earned  cries, 
She  call'd  on  Heaven  to  clofe  her  weary  eyes, 
And,  long  on  earth  by  heart-felt  woes  opprefs.tt. 
Was  borne  by  friendly  death  to  welcome  red. 

In  nervous  drains,  lo!  Madan'sf  polilh'd  taHe 
Has  Poetry's  fucceffive  Progrefs  trac'd, 
From  ancient  Greece,  where  fird  die  fix'd  her  reign, 
To  Italy,  and  Britain's  happier  plain. 
Praife  well-bedow'd  adorns  her  glowing  lines. 
And  manly  drength  with  female  foftnefs  joins. 
So  female  charms  and  manJy  virtues  giace. 
By  her  example  form'd,  her  blooming  race, 
And  fram'd  alike  to  pkafe  our  ears  and  eyes, 
There  new  Cornelias  and  new  Gracchi  rife. 
O  that  you  now,  with  genius  at  command, 
Would  fnatch  the  pencil  from  my  artlefs  hand, 
And  give  your  fex's  portraits,  bold  and  true, 
In  colours  worthy  of  themfelves  and  you  1 

Now  in  extatick  vifions  let  me  rove, 
By  Cynthia's  beams,  thro'  Brackley's  glimmering  grove. 
Where  dill  each  night,  by  dartled  diepherds  feen, 
Young  Leapor'sj  form  flies  fhadowy  o'er  the  green. 

*  Mrs.  Wright,  fifter  to  the  famous  Wedeys,  has  published  f one  fleet*, 
which,  though  of  a  melancholy  call,  are  written  in  ihcg.nuinc  fpirit  o, 

•f-  Mrs.  MaJanis  author  of  a  poem  called  the  Progief  of  IV. n,  vvherciu 
the  chataders  of  the  beft  Grecian,  Roman,  and  Er.^lifli  pjcr,,  arc  ju/Uy  jni 
elegantly  drawn.  , 

I  Mr;.  Lcapw,  daughter  to  a  Noitlumptv.. 
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T liofe  envied  honours  nature  lov'd  to  pay 

The  briar-bound  turf,  where  erft  her  Shakefpeare  lay, 

Now  on  her  darling  Mira  fhe  beftows; 

There  o'er  the  hallow'd  ground  ihe  fondly  ftrows 

The  choiceft  fragrance  of  the  breathing  fpring, 

And  bids  each  year  her  favourite  linnet  fmg. 

Let  cloifter'd  pedants,  in  an  endlefs  round, 
Tread  the  dull  mazes  of  fcholaftick  ground  : 
Brackley  unenvying  views  the  glittering  train 
Of  learning's  ufelefs  trappings  idly  vain ; 
For,  fpite  of  all  that  vaunted  learning's  aid, 
Their  fame  is  rivall'd  by  her  rural  maid. 

So,  while  in  our  Britannia's  beechen  fprays 
Sweet  Philomela  trills  her  mellow  lays, 
We  to  the  natives  of  the  fultry  line 
Their  boafted  race  of  parrots  pleas'd  refign  : 
For  tho'  on  citron  boughs  they  proudly  glow 
With  all  the  colours  of  the  watery  bow, 
Yet  thro'  the  grove  harfli  difcord  they  prolong; 
Tho'  rich  in  gaudy  plumage,  poor  in  fong. 

Now  bear  me,  Clio,  to  that  Kentifli  {brand, 
Whofe  rude  o'erhanging  cliffs  and  barren  fand 
May  challenge  all  the  myrtle-blooming  bowers 
Of  fam'd  Italia,  when,  at  evening  hours, 
Thy  own  Eliza*  mufes  on  the  fhore, 
Serene,  tho'  billows  beat  and  tempefts  roar. 
Hail,  Carter,  hail !  your  favourite  name  infpires 
My  raptur'd  breaft  with  fympathetick  fires ; 
E'en  now  I  fee  your  lov'd  Ilyflus  lead 
His  mazy  current  thro'  th'  Athenian  mead ; 
With  you  I  pierce  thro'  academick  (hades, 
And  join  in  Attick  bowers  th'  Adman  maids ; 

vlnced  the  world  of  the  force  of  unaflifted  nature,  by  imitating  and  equalling 
fome  of  our  moft  approved  poets,  by  the  ftrength  of  her  parts,  and  the  viva- 
city of  her  genius. 

*  Mrs.  Eliza  Carter,  of  Deal,  well  known  to  the  learned  world  for  her  late 
trauflation  of  Epiftetus,  has  tranflated,  from  the  Italian,  Algarotti's  Dialogues 
0:1  Light  and  Colours,  and  lately  publiftied  a  fraall  collection  of  elegant  poems. 

Beneath 
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Beneath  the  fpreading  plane  with  Plato  rove, 

And  hear  his  morals  echo  thro'  the  grove. 

Joy  fparkles  in  the  fage's  looks,  to  find 

His  genius  glowing  in  a  female  mind  ; 

Newton  admiring  fees  your  fearching  eye 

Dart  thro'  his  myftick  page,  and  range  the  fky; 

By  you  his  colours  to  your  fex  are  fliown, 

And  Algarotti's  name  to  Britain  known. 

While,  undhlurb'd  by  pride,  you  calmly  tread 

Thro'  life's  perplexing  paths,  by  wifdom  led; 

And,  taught  by  her,  your  grateful  mufe  repays 

Her  heavenly  teacher  in  nocturnal  lays. 

So  when  Prometheus,  from  th'  Almighty  Sire, 

As  fings  the  fable,  ftole  celeftial  fire, 

Swift  thro'  the  clay  the  vital  current  ran, 

In  look,  in  form,  in  fpeech  refembling  man ; 

But  in  each  eye  a  living  luftre  glow'd, 

That  fpoke  the  heav'nly  fource  from  whence  it  flow'J. 

«  What  magick  pow'rs  in  Celia's*  numbers  dwell, 
«  Which  thus  th'  unpraftis'd  breaft  with  ardour  fwcll 
«  To  emulate  her  praife,  and  tune  that  lyre 
«  Which  yet  no  bard  was  able  to  infpire  ! 

*  With  tears  her  fuffering  Virgin  we  attend, 
«   And  fympathize  with  father,  lover,  friendl 
«   What  facred  rapture  in  our  bofom  glows, 

«  When  at  the  fhrine  fhe  offers  up  her  vows ! 

•  Mild  majefly  and  virtue's  awful  power 

«  Adorn  her  fall,  and  grace  her  lateft  hour.' 

Tranfport  me  now  to  thofe  embroider'd  meads. 
Where  the  flow  Ouze  his  lazy  current  leads ; 
There,  while  the  ftream  foft-dirnpling  deals  along. 
And  from  the  groves  the  green-hair'd  Dryads  throng. 
Clio  herfelf,  or  Ferrarf  tunes  a  lay. 
Sweet  as  the  darkling  Philomel  of  May. 

*  We  could  not  here,  with  juftice,  withold  our  tribute  of  praife  from  Mn. 
Brooke,  author  of  the  tragedy  of  Virginia,  nor  could  we  better  pay  it  than 
by  the  hand  of  a  fifter  name. 

f  This  lady  has  written  two  beautiful  odes  to  Cjntlua  and  ^^" 
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Hafte,  hafte,  ye  Nine,  and  hear  a  fitter  fing 
The  charms  of  Cynthia.  .?::d  the  joys  of  fpring! 
See  !  night's  pale  goddefs,  with  a  grateful  beam 
Paints  her  lov'd  image  in  the  fhadowy  ftream, 
While,  round  his  vot'ry,  fpring  profufcly  fhowers 
*  A  fnow  of  bloflbms,  and  a  wild  of  flowers.' 
O  happy  nymph,  tho'  winter  o'er  thy  head', 
Ehnd  to  that  form,  the  fnow  of  age  (hall  fhed; 
Tho'  life's  fhort  fpring  and  beauty's  blofFoms  fade, 
Still  mall  thy  reafon  flourifh  undecay'd ; 
Time,  tho' he  Heals  the  rofeate  bloom  of  yonth, 
Shall  fpaie  the  charms  of  virtue  and  of  truth, 
And  on  thy  mittd  new  charms,  new  bloom  beilow, 
Wifdom's  beft  friend,  and  only  beauty's  foe. 

Nor  (hall  thy  much-lov'd  Pennington*  remain 
Unfung,   unhonoar'd,  in  my  votive  ftrain. 
See  where  the  fofc  enchantrefs,  wandering  o'er 
The  fairy  ground  that  Philips  trod  before, 
Exalts  her  chymick  wand,  and  fwift  behold 
The  bafeft  metals  ripen  into  gold  : 
Beneath  her  nragick  touch,  with  wondering  eye, 
We  view  vile  Copper  with  pure  flerling  vie  . 
Nor  fliall  the  Farthing,  fung  by  her,  forbear 
To  claim  the  praifes  of  the  fmiling  fair; 
Till  chuck  and  marble  fhall  no  more  employ 
The  thoughtlefs  leifure  of  the  truant  boy. 

Returning  now  to  Thames's  flowery  fide, 
See  how  his  waves  in  ftill  attention  glide  ! 
And,  hark !  what  fongftrefs  fliakes  her  warbling  throat  ? 
Is  it  the  nightingale,  or  Delia'sf  note  ? 
The  balmy  zephyrs,  hov'ring  o'er  the  fair, 
On  their  foft  wings  the  vocal  accents  bear  ; 

*  Mifs  Pennington  has  happily  imitated  Mr.  Philips's  Splendid  Shillinga  in 
a  burlefque  poem  called  The  Copper  Farthing.  She  died  in  1759,  aged  25. 

-j-  This  lady  has  written  Odes  to  Peace,  Health,  and  the  Robin  Rcd-brtuO, 
-which  are  here  all  tided  to ;  and  fhe  has  been  celebrated  in  a  fonnet  by  Mr.  Ed- 
jsfards,  author  of  the  Can  ins  of  Criticifm.. 

Thro* 
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Thro'  Sunbury's  low  vale  the  drains  rebound, 

E'en  neighbouring  Chertfcy  hears  the  chearful  found, 

And  wondering  fees  her  Cowley's  laurel'd  fhade 

Tranfported  liilen  to  the  tuneful  maid. 

O  may  thofe  nymphs,  whofe  plcafing  power  Ihe  fmgs, 

Still  o'er  their  fuppliant  wave  their  folk-ring  wings ! 

O  long  may  Health,  and  foft-ey'd  Peace,  impart 

Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  rapture  to  her  heart ! 

Beneath  her  roof  the  red-breaft  fhall  prolong, 

Unchill'd  by  frofts,  his  tributary  fong  ; 

For  her  the  lark  fhall  wake  the  dappled  morn, 

And  linnet  twitter  from  the  bloflbm'd  thorn. 

Sing  on,  fwect  maid  !  thy  Spenfer  fmiles  to  fee 

Kind  Fancy  fhed  her  choiceft  gifts  on  thee, 

And  bids  his  Edwards,  on  the  laurel  fpray 

That  fhades  his  tomb,  infcribe  thy  rural  lay. 

With  lovely  mien  Eugenia*  now  appear-, 
The  mufe's  pupil  from  her  tendered  years ; 
Improving  tafks  her  peaceful  hours  bcgti :!•.•, 
The  fitter  arts  on  all  her  labours  fmile, 
And  while  the  Nine  their  votary  inlpire, 
'   One  dips  the  pencil,  and  one  firings  the  I\  re.' 
O  may  her  life's  clear  current  fmoothly  glide, 
Unruffled  by  misfortune's  boift'rous  tide  ! 
So  while  the  charmer  leads  her  blamclefs  days 
With  that  content  which  me  fo  well  difplays, 
Her  own  Honoria  we  in  her  mal!  view, 
And  think  her  allegorick  vifion  true. 

Thus  wandering  wild  among  the  golden  grain 
That  fruitful  floats  on  Banftcad's  airy  plain, 
Carelefs  I  fung,  while  fummer's  weftern  gale 
Breath'd  health  and  fragrance  thro'  the  dufky  vale; 
When  from  a  neighbouring  hawthorn,  in  whofe  fhade 
Conceal'd  me  lay,  uprofe  th'  Aonian  maid: 

*  This  lady  has  fuccefsfully  applied  hcrfclf  to  the  lifter  arts  of  drawing  and 
poetry,  and  has  written  an  ingenious  allegory,  wherein  two  pilgrims,  Fidclt» 
snd  Honoria,  after  a  tru'tlefs  fearch  for  the  palace  of  Happincf*,  are  at  Uft 
conduced  to  the  houfc  of  Coiuent. 

3  O  Plcas'd 
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Pleas'd  had  fhe  liften'd ;  and,  with  fmiles,  fhe  cry'd, 
'  Ceafe,  friendly  fwain !  be  this  thy  praife  and  pride, 
'  That  thou,  of  all  the  numerous  tuneful  throng, 
r  Firfl  in  our  caufe  haft  fram'd  thy  gen'rous  fong. 

'  And  ye,  our  fitter  choir!  proceed  to  tread 
'  The  flowery  paths  of  Fame,  by  Science  led  ! 
'  Employ  by  turns  the  needle  and  the  pen, 
'  And  in  their  favourite  ftudies  rival  men ! 
'  May  all  our  fex  your  glorious  traft  purfue, 
'  And  keep  your  bright  example  flill  in  view! 
'  Thefe  lafting  beauties  will  in  youth  engage, 
'  And  fmooth  the  wrinkles  of  declining  age, 
'  Secure  to  bloom,  unconfcious  of  decay, 

*  When  all  Corinna's  rofes  fade  away. 

'  For  e'en  when  lox'e's  fhort  triumph  mail  be  o'er, 

'  When  youth  {hall  pleafe,  and  beauty  charm  no  more, 

*  When  man  (hall  ceafe  to  flatter;  when  the  eye 
'  Shall  ceafe  to  fparkle,  and  the  heart  to  figh, 

*  In  that  dread  hour,  when  parent  duft  mail  claim 

*  The  lifelefs  tribute  of  each  kindred  frame, 

*  E'en  then  mall  Wifdom,  for  her  chofen  fair, 

*  The  fragrant  wreaths  of  virtuous  fame  prepare  ; 
'  Tliofe  wreaths  which  flourifh  in  a  happier  clime, 
'  Beyond  the  reach  of  envy  and  of  time  ; 

'  While  here,  th'  immortalizing  mufe  fhall  fave 
,  '  Your  darling  names  from  dark  Oblivion's  grave  ; 
4  Thofe  names  the  praife  and  wonder  mall  engage 

*  Of  every  polifh'd,  wife,  and  virtuous  age ; 
«   To  late  ft  times  our  annals  fhall  adorn, 

f  And  fave  from  folly  thoufands  yet  unborn.' 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

FROM  a  conviction  that  the  Publick  are  in  gene- 
ral defirous  to  be  acquainted  with  thofe  who  en- 
deavour to  contribute  to  their  entertainment,  the  Editor 
of  this  Collection  has  as  much  as  poflible  gratified  a 
curiofity  which  he  is  difpofcd  to  believe  ufually  origi- 
nates from  the  worthieft  and  moft  liberal  of  motive?,  by 
affixing  to  each  production  the  NAME  of  it's  refpective 
Author  :  it  remains  only,  after  thanking  his  numerous 
kind  Friends  for  their  ORIGINAL  CONTRIBUTIONS,  and 
the  Publick  for  a  generous  reception  of  the  whole,  that  he 
inform  thofe,  to  whom  he  acknowledges  himfelf  fo  highly 
indebted,  that  they  have,  at  leaft,  in  return  for  their 
extraordinary  indulgence  of  his  beft  efforts,  an  eternal 
plaim  on  the  gratitude  of  their  obliged  Servant, 
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